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Chapters= Major Holydaysin the Church Calendar

Major Holydays in the Church Calendar

) New

Holyday Old (Julian) (Gregorian)
1. Birth of Bogoroditsi
(Mother of God) Sept. 8 Sept. 21
2. Exaltation of the Mo:s
Holy Cross Sept. 14 Sept. 27
3. Protection of th
Mother of God Oct. 1 Oct. 14
4. Presentation of tf
Mother of God Nov. 21 Dec. 4
5. St. Nicholas th
Wonderworker Dec. 6 Dec. 19
6. The Birth of Hristo
(Christ) Dec. 25 Jan. 7
7. Synod of the Mother ¢ Dec. 26 Jan. 8
God
8. Circumcision 0]
Hristos (Christ) Jan. 1 Jan. 14
9. The Epiphany (12'lJan_ 6 Jan. 19
day)
10. Presentation C
Hristos (Christ) Feb. 2 Feb. 15
11. The Annunciation Mar. 25 Apr. 7
12. EASTER WEEK1ST Sunday afte
(PASKHA) Spring Equinox
13. Mid-Pentecos25 days afte
Wednesday Paskha

. 40 days afte
14. Ascension Paskha



15. Descent ofhte Holy50 days

Spirit Paskha
16. Saint John tF
Theologian May 8
17. Transfer of relics “Mav 9
St. Nikola y
18. Blrth of St. John thJune o
Baptist

19. Saints Peter and Paulune 29
20. Transfiguration ¢

Hristos (Christ) Aug. 6
21.  Assumption ©

Mother of God Aug. 15
22. Beheading of St. Jol

the Baptist Aug. 29

afte

May 21
May 22

July 7
July 12
Aug. 19

Aug. 28

Sept. 11



CHAPTER 1 - Birth of Bogoroditsa (Mother of God)

"A ny, Mama/A nu, Masha," (Come on, Masha) ordered
the bearded husband to his young and tired-lookvifg,
Masha. "Let's get everything that we need packedraady
to go. We're leaving this god-forsaken land."

Masha looked up from her sewing work. Her dark blue
eyes glanced sideways towards her strong, hardimgrk
husband. Ivan had just come back from the town arfol,
where he had been for three days, and he had eecéne
good news that the OIld Believers had been granted
permission to leave the country. China no longentee to
have anything to do with the Russians. It was e Y1957,
and things were changing fast in China, and innbed.

lvan cast a slanted look into the eastern cornetheir
small peasant house. The eyes of Saint Nicholasadbpted
patron saint of all Orthodox Russians, stared theodepths
of his inner soul. Ivan bowed three times in theection of
the approving saint, and two fingers ran acrossfritwat of
his body in the sign of the cross. The bows from wWaist
down and the crossing from the forehead down tontnes|
and up to the right shoulder and across eye-levéhe left
shoulder were performed in such a rapid mannerthieatwo
acts seemed to be simultaneous.

"Where are you hurrying to?" slowly asked the gray-
haired grandfather as he meandered from the kitahe¢he
living room.

"We're leaving China tomorrow,” announced Ivan
triumphantly as he finished his obeisances.

"But what country will accept you?" persisted the man
whose gray whiskers and beard made him look lik®©kh
Testament prophet. lov stopped pacing around tbmn rand
looked at his grandson with piercing eyes. His hslaook
from side to side, and his hands nervously fingeregolen
rosary. In his mind the often repeated prayéioctionu
nomuyi/Gospodi  Pomilui,”  (Lord, have mercy)
automatically continued while he waited for an aast his
guestion.



"The people in town are talking about a country edm
America,” answered Ivan.

Masha looked up from her cross-stitching. A rederos
design lay in her lap. She was making it for lvaréss shirt.
Something in her mind associated the word Ameriga w
freedom and lots of riches. She had heard her hergh
talking about a land where people didn't have tokywyhere
money and food was plentiful, and where peopledlilike
kings and queens. She faintly remembered a sweghg in
her hear when she heard, "A-mari-ka, A-mari-ka."

"And you want to go there and forever give hgpe of
ever returning to ourPoauna/Rodina (Motherland)?”
guestioned lov.

"What chance is there with the Soviets persecuisgnd
forcing us to give up our belief?" retorted Iva’nt what
good is it staying here in another communist coyntr
waiting for God knows what?" He turned away without
waiting for an answer.

lvan's face turned red with anger when he saidnitvel
"communist.” He despised everything associated witt
word. To him it meant anti-God, anti-man, anti-niitya
anti-everything-that-was-important-for-man's-salwaton-
earth. He had lost his father during a Soviet rad the
village. That ordeal was firmly etched in his mittls mind
flashed back to the days before the big war, Wuviar 11,
when he was just 10 years old.

He recalled a day in autumn when his father, Matcak
him on his first hunting trip. He had helped higldkin an
elk on that day. He could still feel the blood ey inside
his body and his face turning pale when he savwblbeding
elk. But he quickly recovered from shock when hedd
taught him how to hang the elk between two stramb$
and skin it from the top down. After that day, whes was
initiated into the life of a hunter, he joyfully aited the days
when his dad would take him hunting for elk, salimand
various birds. He didn't enjoy eating the squirtequgh. He
also remembered that his dad would never take mnany



trips that involved hunting for tigers or bears floe zoo. His
dad thought it was too dangerous for him.

A tear formed in Ivan's left eye as his mind skippe the
next scene with his dad. He remembered cryingrhjtten
that cold winter day. The Soviet troops were hajpthe
Chinese fight the Japanese at that time, and thierfdlakar
was taken by the Soviets and marched off to work on
repairing and extending a railway system, which was
important for supplying troops at the front. Thevigts
drove up one day in jeeps and trucks; they raides t
villagers of all the food they could get their hanmh; then
they forced several able-bodied men into theirkisuat gun-
point. lvan remembered crying and running after ttiek,
calling out "Tats, Tata/Tyatya, Tyatya" (Papa, Papa).

lvan hid his tear-stained face from his wife's eyde
didn't want to be seen crying like a baby. His dever
returned after that fateful day. The last they HezfrMakar
was that he was shot by a Soviet soldier for tryieagun
away from the railroad during a battle between Speand
Japanese troops. The soldier on guard duty toldrée to
keep working on the railroad even though the baitses
raging all around them. The men had refused andrbeg
running for cover since they were not equipped with
weapons. The strict Soviet soldier shot several.mbe rest
escaped. Makar was one of the men who were shobldth
blood.

"What kind of future will you have in America?" nteted
lov. lvan was no longer listening to his grandfathe was
too wrapped up with his own thoughts. lov continted&ing
as he stared out the window onto their small plét o
farmland. "Think how hard it will be," he continuetyou
won't understand the language. It will be hardifigca good
job to support the family. Your wife is due to delr a baby
soon. It won't be easy, you know. You don't knowhaard
it will be to keep the faith in a strange land. fidie a
possibility that you'll be separated from each othed
scattered all over the world. That's what happeteeds



when we began to run away from Russian soil dutimg
Revolution. I'm too old to be running any more."

lov sank down into an old sofa-chair and sighed.hidé
seen three generations go by. He had witnessecbttapse
of Imperial Russia. He had land taken away from.hie
was forced by circumstances to follow a small gro@®ld
Believers from the maritime province of Russia rnibar Sea
of Japan into the province of Manchuria in ChindeT
wrinkles on his face were like the rings of a tremch
displayed a period of time and also a period ofagino The
time of troubles that he had lived through werelscued
into the wrinkles on his face. It was as if for gv&ouble or
sorrow that he went through another wrinkle waseadtb
his face to wear. They were the rewards or medas t
Mother Nature gave him for each cycle in the lifentan
that he had completed.

Masha had been sitting all this time and listenivith
apprehension while lov talked about the future. efms had
perked up and she felt a sharp jab and kick when he
mentioned the fact that she would deliver any daw.nShe
had asked her Godmother, Yuliana Lazarevskayact@s
midwife together with the village midwife. Now skeasn't
sure what would happen. A surge of panic racedutitrdher
stomach and got caught in her throat as she begeset to
her feet. She had to grip the chair with her lefhdh as she
stood to her feet.

"Do you want something to eat?" asked Masha as she
wobbled from side to side towards the kitchen. Bieel not
to think about her own problems. She always feit] aad
been taught by her mother, that her first duty washer
husband, then to her children. Masha was the dnlg end
her mother took special care to indoctrinate healinthe
ways of a pure and respectable girl who would bedant
and subservient to her parents and, later in tifiee and
faithful to her husband. In such a way, she waghgushe
would be looked upon by God and by people as aoud
woman worthy of a good husband and a good life.



"Il just have a piece of bread and sausage," arsiv
lvan. "We've got to hurry and get our clothes asskatials
packed. Then I've got to run over to Andrey RilsdV'

"Don't forget to come back before sundown,” calied
"We've got to go to theonensas/molelnya (church) tonight.
It's the Eve of the birth of th&oropoauma/Bogoroditsa
(Mother of God.)."

lvan was ashamed of himself. He was so excited tabou
leaving China and going to a new land that he had
completely forgotten about observing the religitvadyday
of the birth of the Mother of God. It was one oé ttwelve
great feasts of their church calendar. Septemhze8th was
also the first major holyday on the church calenadrich
began with September the 1st.

Masha placed the plate of food on the table. Tleegdf
bread was just cut from the fresh loaf of Russieead that
she had baked in the morning. The cold homemadsagau
was cut into small round pieces and placed besidditead.
lvan sat down, crossed himself, and recited thel'sdPrayer
in a rapid manner before partaking of the food. héadid
the same together with her husband.

"You will need to pack mostly the clothes,” begaan as
he took a bite of the soft white bread. "And ddatget to
pack my holy books and our ikons. Those are ourtmos
precious treasures. The man at the consulate teltlwon't
be able to take my hunting rifle with me. That'satvhwant
to see Andrey Ribrov about. He says there's a @Giana
who'll pay good money for it."

"You should give up that hunting business compjetel
chimed in lov, who had awakened from his reverie've
lost many of our best young men because of hunting
accidents." He was referring especially to thestasecident
that Ivan himself had told his grandfather abouhappened
to an impetuous young hunter named Simeon who tvasn
aware of a hunter behind him when he stood up freirind
the bushes to shoot an elk. The hunter, Nikita,revio give
up hunting and to confess his sins daily as hedaneer the



body of the twenty-two year old Simeon that he lshdt
accidentally.

"I've always told you," continued lov, "that if aam lives
by the sword, he'll die by the sword. That's what o
Scriptures tell us."”

"I know, | know," replied Ivan. "But a man has t@ake a
living somehow. And a man has to get food for tabld
somehow, too. That's his sacred duty and respdibgitn
God and to his family."

"Yes, but there are other means of making a living,
concluded lov. He said no more.

Masha sat quietly and listened. She reminisced taibat
hunting accident. It was the last week in Marchd ahe had
begged Ivan to stay home. She sensed that somdthujg
was going to happen. She remembered the foreballesgn
that woke her up before the sun rose. She had sekyad
man lying in a coffin. She told Ivan about the dnegut
lvan reassured her in a manly, fearless way therethvas
nothing to fear. lvan was the third man in thattypawhen
lvan returned from the hunting trip and told hepwaibthe
death of Simeon and the unfortunate incident, stokeb
down and cried for several hours. She felt it waglp her
fault that the others had gone hunting without Warning
them.

But then the mood of Masha's internal soul changed
she reflected on how Ivan had loved her after teekalong
absence. She knew that was the day when her baby wa
conceived. Masha could still hear the angelic wahdg her
husband spoke to her as he lay by her side thiat.nig

"For every death there is a birth,” he had saidhe"thild
that you'll have will be a replacement--a souldaoul."

Those words were like an electrical charge thatcpit
her womb like a flaming arrow and gave her a nde. li
Peace came over her soul.

Two months after that climactic period in her lifasha
was positive that she would be blessed with thwarof a
baby. She would be a mother, finally. Her purposd a
function in life as a woman would be fulfilled. Mws felt
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her heart open up like a rose, and love pouredroever-
widening circles to the expectant baby.

Presently she was approximately seven months iato h
pregnancy, and the date of arrival was expectedeo
sometime before the third week in December.

"Will you be able to take down the embroidered shee
around the ikons before you go to Andrey's?" adadha,
turning her attention back to her husband and wir th
immediate needs. "I'll need to pack those separateh our
ikons."

"Yes, of course,” answered lvan, remembering that h
wife was pregnant and unable to stand on chaifgan of
falling down and losing the baby. Ivan felt a cosganate
warmth flow through his body for the woman who wgaing
to bear his baby. He leaned over to his right aisdekl the
mother-to-be on the lips. Masha responded by thrgvhier
arms around his neck and embracing him.

"Hurry home so we can finish packing together," N&as
said in between kisses.

"Of course, my dear littleonyoxa/golubka (love-dove),
responded Ivan affectionately. He always refercedis wife
as his dear love-dove whenever he felt passiorirrieam.

lvan quickly stifled his feelings and said a quimayer;
then he stood up and crossed himself before leawi@gld
wooden table. He went through the two small bedwand
the living room and took down the religiously sigrant
sheets, which were embroidered with flowers. Heblyea
his hunting rifle and opened the door of the hutjclv now
belonged to the Chinese and which was the onlyepac
property that was left for them to use while thel bved in
China. He walked half a mile down the dirt roadAtadrey's
house. The land beside the road used to belongan |
before the Communist Chinese came in the nameraf la
reform and took the land for their own use. Ivaangked
over the once fertile wheat land and felt remorse grief at
what the Chinese revolutionary cadres had doneowith
warning in 1949 in their area. Not only had theff taem
without a source of income, but they had humiliatieem
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and had taken away their human dignity. The Oldesels
were tillers of the soil. Without the mother eatthrely on,
they were left like orphans--left to fend for thextves as
best as they could.

These and other thoughts crowded their way intm'$va
mind as he walked to meet with his friend, AndregrBv.

lvan knocked on the door of Andrey's small farm deu
When the door opened, Ivan walked in and bowed rdwa
the eastern corner where the ikons were displayedhe
wall. He muttered a fast short prayer to himself.

"Boxke MmiocTH OyAb MEHS TPEIIHEr0 CO37aB MEHs
lNocrogu, momwmnyit MeHs 0e3 uucia corpemwuB, ['ocromn
noMuwiyd u mpoctu MeHs rpemHero/Bozhe milosti bud'
menya greshnego sozdav menya Gospodi, pomiluy menya
bez chisla sogreshiv, Gospodi pomiluy e prosti naeny
greshnego," he prayed.

As he ended the silent prayer -- "God be mercduine a
sinner my creator and Lord, have mercy on me wh® ha
sinned without number, Lord be merciful and forgme a
sinner” -- he vyelled out, 3iopos JKuséms/Zdorov
Zhivyosh!"

The greeting, "Live in Good Health!" was accepted a
returned with a response greeting by Andrey.

"Munoctu npocum/Milosti prosim,” (We ask for mercy)
responded Andrey.

After mutual respect and bowing toward each othas w
exchanged, Ivan handed the rifle to Andrey.

"Will you be able to get the money from the Chinama
before noon tomorrow?" asked lvan. He stood witharms
crossed against his chest.

"Sure," replied Andrey as he invited Ilvan with sstyee
of his outspread hand to sit down at the table Wwith. "I'll
be riding in to town early in the morning to sethnse
squirrel skins that | trapped yesterday."

Andrey was a good businessman, and he got along
considerably better with the Chinese than his VellOld
Believers. He had gone to a provincial school armd h
learned enough Chinese when he was young to betable
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communicate with the natives, especially in busmaatters.
He helped many of his fellow-believers in most bass
transactions with the Chinese. Because of his gbaading
with the local leaders, he was allowed a small pfdand to
call his own and to grow wheat on. He felt it waseward
from God for all of his charitable deeds.

"l hear you won't be coming with us to Hong Kongtba
first train load,"” inquisitively remarked Ivan.

"That's true," admitted Andrey. "I've got to setthatters
with this uz6a/izba (hut) and plot of land. | hope to sell it to
the highest bidder in town. It might take me a whi get
the money though, so I'll have to wait until | dmd then |
have to attend the funeral of that fool, Stefandbow. Did
you hear that he went and got himself killed yeigr
(Thursday) by a tiger?"

"No, | didn't hear about it," replied Ivan with aizzled
look on his face. "l was in town all day makingeanmgements
for the trip to Hong Kong. | was with an English
representative from the World Council of Churchéhat
happened?"

"Alyosha told me that he, Yasha and young Stefash ha
gone three days after our church new year to <Shaid
capture a tiger for the Chinese z00," said Andféxe church
new year that he referred to began on Septembefdghe
"According to Alyosha, Stefan decided to start eatly in
the morning on the third day. They had alreadycesat for
two days without spotting a tiger. The cautious &l ful
Stefan had begun to think that they would neveraséger,
so he decided to walk along the creek a little wayd report
back. The other two, more experienced, hunters egahim
not to go alone, but Stefan wanted to show thaivas no
longer afraid.”

Andrey stopped talking for a moment. He was tryiag
recollect what Alyosha had told him next.

"A ha,” continued Andrey after the slight pause,
remembering what transpired next. "Of course, Atgoand
Yasha weren't going to let anything happen to thang
eighteen-year-old kid, so they hurried after hirhafls when
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they heard a loud scream, "Ee Ah!" And then thescfor
help were intensified as Stefan fought for his.li¥@hen
Alyosha and Yasha came upon the scene with theicdi
cries to frighten away the tiger in order to savef& from
further harm, it was too late. The tiger's claws Harn
through Stefan's neck and had opened up his juyeiar.
Two sharp teeth had pierced through the chest adl h
punctured the heart.”

"O boxe moii/O, Bozhe moy," (O, my God) exclaimed
lvan, as the muscles on his face twitched at tleight of
the bleeding heart.

"The tiger ran away with her two little cubs tragi
behind her when she saw Alyosha and Yasha," preceed
Andrey without noticing the convulsions that wetelsng
lvan's inner being. "Stefan had lost consciousnBésod
oozed out from his pierced heart and squirted frasntorn
jugular vein in rhythmic pulsations. Alyosha trigxistop the
bleeding with his fingers, but it was to no avaiasha
prayed over him with his I'ocnogu nomunyit/Gospodi
Pomilui” (Lord, have mercy) prayer, but Stefan'silseas
already soaring up into heaven like a bird who bhaén
freed from a cage.”

"That's sad, very sad," said Ivan reflectively.

"It was his first tiger-hunting trip,” admitted Arely
sorrowfully. "He told us he wanted to help his paseand
make some big money. You know yourself that a tiger
worth a substantial amount of money, especiallyit'd
captured alive. The reward is well worth the effexten
though there is a risk of losing one's own life.t Buhe
would have listened and stuck together with higrgas, he
would still be alive. His partners caught many tgybefore,
and they only suffered minor injuries because ttespected
the power of the tiger. Well, Stefan was young and
inexperienced. Alyosha told me that he was goingremak
the young hunter in and teach him the ropes, bytstegot
too anxious. The hard part for Alyosha was whetbitoeight
the body home. Alyosha and Yasha had washed Stefan'
body by the creek after the blood had completejgatated,
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and they had wrapped him up in his sleeping bagogkia
told Stefan's parents that he had put up a godd, fagnd they
briefly mentioned that he had insisted on goingnalwithout
waiting for them. 'God, in his Heavenly Wisdom, Wrsowhy
my boy had to go," was all the father said as hernmex over
his son's body. The mother only kept repeatingecioau
nomunyid, ['ocomm mommyii/Gospodi Pomilui, Gospodi
Pomilui' (Lord, have mercy, Lord, have mercy), d® s
crossed herself over and over."

"He could have been going to Hong Kong with the ofs
us tomorrow," remarked Ivan.

"That's right,” said Andrey. "As it is, his bonesdlwest in
the red dirt of China. He'll be buried the day aftanorrow
alongside his friends at our church cemetery. Hibkedr, on
top of it all, has to build the box in which his ewon will be
laid."

"They'll probably have to wait for the next tramat out
to Hong Kong," added Ivan.

"The parents told me just the close relatives argd h
Xpécruas/Hrostnaya (Godmother) will stay for the funeral,”
informed Andrey.

When Ivan finally excused himself from the talkativ
Andrey Ribrov, the sun was beginning to set andsityewas
aglow with red, orange, and pink colors. The rayshe
setting sun spread out in all directions from bdlsnattered
clouds.

"Well, good-bye, my dear friend," exclaimed Andray
they parted on the steps of the back porch. "G& &ibd,
and remember us in your prayers. Hopefully, nestr yee'll
be free from our cares here and make our way irclsez
hospitable land.”

"Keep the old belief,” responded Ivan. They embdaice
the Russian fashion, arms flung around the back and
shoulders, and then they bowed respectfully andioelsly
to each other as a sign of their mutual belief.

"Till we meet again, loann Bogolubov," cried Andray
lvan began walking down the path back home.
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lvan turned and waved at the mention of his religio
name loann. A warm smile beamed back at his boyhood
friend, who had always called him loann whenever he
wanted to stress the religious nature of the boy wias
raised by Grandfather lov to read holy books inrchuAt
the age of eight, lvan was already reading thet&sdulring
the church service. He had spiritual pride in gi@minent
position, for when he stood and read the words istiem
that King David had left for all generations, hé& geflowing
grace embrace his entire body and soul. Peoplesgéenmis
contact with something divine, and they remarkedone
another that here was a boy chosen to bring Godise&o
men through the reading of the Holy Word.

By the time Ivan reached his humble little hut, fhret
stars and planets in the sky had become visibleu¥ethe
bright "evening star," sparkled in blue-green cslas Ivan
entered through the door.

"Try this pybaxa/rubaha (shirt) on,” said Masha as she
slowly rose to meet her husband. "l finished it you while
you were gone."

Ilvan took the colorful violet shirt in his handsspected
it, and put it on. Three large roses adorned thetfpanel of
the shirt down the middle of the chest and ninellsrnaes
circled around the collar which covered his neckeds
vines with leaves connected the roses.

"You can wear it under youtamat/halat (robe) tonight
when you go to theronensus/molelnya (church),” continued
Masha as she admired the way her husband lookedein
bright, new shirt.

"It fits nicely,” remarked Ivan, "and it's reallyautiful.”
lvan came closer to Masha and kissed her on thekchs a
sign of gratitude for all the long hours spent ewisig just
one shirt for him.

"Get yourself ready,"” chimed in Grandfather lov res
walked out of his tiny bedroom in his long black mks
robe. "lt's time to begin the service for our mesherable
Hesa/Deva (Virgin), theboropoauna/Bogoroditsa (Mother
of God)."
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lov was thenacrositens/nastoyatel' (superior elder) of the
small community church, and it was his duty to oplee
door and light the candles in preparation for thwise.

"We'll be ready in a minute,” responded Ivan andsiMa
in unison.

"Hurry, we can't be late," urgently insisted thengiual
nacrosrenas/nastoyatel' (elder) as he began to go out the
door.

"You go ahead, and we'll catch up with you," saianl as
he bowed his head into the kitchen sink. "l havevash up a
bit before | go."

lov slowly trudged down the dirt road to the vikag
church, which was another mile past Andrey's hodgehad
served his people for thirty years now in the géachurch
near Harbin. He walked with his head bent low, dm=d
contemplated his past history. He reflected onitim@cent
pre-revolutionary years when he lived near Khabskan a
similar village of Old Believers. Those were theage of
plenty and prosperity, when war and famine weresant of
except as rumors. By the turn of the century he ahasady
thirty years old, and he had a family of his ownhéi the
first rumblings of Russian revolution were heard1@05,
everyone in the village thought that the end ofwioeld was
near. He could still hear the sounds of cannonas,gand
horses' hooves that ravaged the Russian land are ma
Russian people flee in every imaginable directiondafety
and shelter. He recalled the land grabbing of thksiBeviks
and the portraits of Lenin in the streets of Khalak. lov
bitterly fought back the tears of nostalgia for nmther
country as he remembered how hard it was to siad.¢nd's
song in a strange land. Persecution for the OldeBelasn't
half as bad in Russia as humiliation and totalnaliemn had
been in China. In Russia he felt at home; in Clieavas a
stranger.

It was totally dark by the time lov reached the Bma
molelnya (church), which had been built by lov anmd
fellow Old Believers as a home and was later caedeinto
a church. He fumbled for his key in his pants' micknd he
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crossed himself and bowed three times before stgpmp a
step to insert the brass key into the green fradr.dThe
light of the moon gave him enough light to see wherstep
and where to insert the key, but once inside trer tie had
to step cautiously in the darkness and feel his alagg the
wall in order to turn on the light. He went aboig Huty of
lighting the candles in front of the ikons, whiclens located
at the eastern end of the rectangular building. Jingple
green building was beautifully decorated on thedeswith

hand-sewn curtains above the doors, around theowisd
and along the side walls. The most adorable sebetonged
to the centrally-located row of ikons with candligsn front

of them in their honor. At the center of the logvrof gold-

tinted ikons hung a large image of theoropomuna

/Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) with the Christ-childn the
wall above the ikons hung a long white linen cletith

seven Russian Orthodox crosses strung from lefghd; the
seven crosses signified that the Old Believersiezhwn the
tradition and teachings of the Seven General Céajnghich

convened periodically from 325 AD to 787 AD to ddish

the basic tenets of Christianity.

By the time lov had finished lighting the entirewaf
candles, lvan and Masha had arrived at the chutrdook
them longer to walk now that Masha was with ch@dher
worshippers continued to enter the hall-like buntdiAs they
entered they made their three obligatory bows aisance
and crossing with two fingers. Each participantha ritual
concluded the preparatory rites by bowing onceheoright,
once to the left, and once to the center beforeimgow their
chosen spot to stand in. A choral group was assegbl
the front part of the hall to chant the sacredrdijy while a
group of women assembled toward the back and gpgobu
men assembled toward the front. The men were didsse
black monk robes; the women wore their brightlyeced
flowery dresses and scarves with fringes. The oiildtood
beside their parents with their arms crossed anitated
them in every detail of the sacred ritual.
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The first part of the liturgy to the Mother of Gadhs
chanted at dusk. Mention was made in the liturgthefholy
parents of Mary--loakim and Anna. They were plabtsd
God in a position to bring blessing and mercy ® inman
race. They had consecrated their life for the ffoient of
God's promise to bring a Bless@dsa/Deva (Virgin) who
would conceive and bear a Savior.

The second part of the liturgy to the Mother of Guoaks
chanted several hours after midnight, when the mippers
gathered again to celebrate the great day wheretér@al
tabernacle and temple was created by the merc#nd rof
God in preparation for the heavenly bridegroome®kd art
thou among women," chanted the worshippers as they
rejoiced at the thought of the Mother of God inggliag for
them and nourishing them. The joy was to be unalefer
from her would shine the sun of righteousness, sthhe
Lord, who would defeat death and darkness and gnatat
the worshippers eternal life. The birth of the Matlof God
was to free the original parents of mankind, Adard &ve,
from the chains of sin and death.

As dawn approached, the heavy substance of darkness
changed colors as the sun began to make its appearBhe
worshippers, who had commemorated and personalied
mysterious birth of the Mother of God through whaoine
equally mysterious union of the divine Word withninan
nature had been accomplished, now scattered soymdoedl
fervently to their own homes. The night vigil waarpof the
sacred tradition that the Russians had inheritedn fithe
monastic tradition of the Holy Byzantine Empire.mE
seemed to stand still when the eternal liturgy welsbrated.
It was a world within a world, a sacred world of magtic
worshippers within the secular, business-like wond#
ordinary men.

As the sun lifted its head over the eastern horimn
signal the beginning of a new day, lvan and Mashied
hand in hand to their little hut with hurried stepgsan
anticipated a better future in a better world, avidsha
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expected a better home for the child who was arskjou
stirring within her womb.
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CHAPTER 2 - " Exaltation of theMost Holy Cross"

It was Sunday and business went on as usual in the
Chinese Communist world. People bought, sold, ttadad
took care of business like on any other day of wek.
Andrey went early in the morning to sell the riie the
Chinaman in order to get some money for Ivan. &tefa
Durakov was laid in a coffin in preparation for theneral
service at the church cemetery. lvan and Masha sliegr
the night church service. They woke up at noon when
Andrey had already returned from town with the mpori¢e
had left the money with the grandfather when he ot
that his friend was still sleeping.

"Tell Ivan I'll try to make it to the train statiotonight
when the train is scheduled to depart for Hong Kbng
instructed Andrey.

Andrey was in his wagon and whipping his horse into
motion before Ivan could get out of bed. Ivan hetrd
commotion at the front door, but he had a hard wpening
his tired eyes. He always felt this way after aglamght
service.

"What did Andrey say?" asked Ivan as he rubbed the
sleep away from his eyes with his knuckles. He mtdpthree
feet away from his grandfather and waited impalyeiar an
answer.

"He told me to give this money to you," said loanding
a small roll of money into Ivan's outstretched ledind. lov
stroked his long gray beard as he tried to remembet else
he was expected to relay. Then he felt a tinglaisnbrain,
and a picture of Andrey flashed into his mind. &msly he
heard the words, "Tell Ivan I'll try to make it the train
station.”

"And there's something else,” muttered lov as lysse
sparkled with the joy of remembering. "Andrey shéelll try
to see you at the train station one last time leejau leave
for Hong Kong." lov didn't mention anything aboutet
Soviet agitators that were in town. Andrey had fbyrie
remarked about their presence in Harbin.
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lvan went back to his room, folded the money cdhefu
into his wallet, and then said his prayers. Maségab to stir
as Ivan rapidly and meticulously made his obeissrared
crossings. He muttered the Lord's Prayer and then h
finished off with another short petition for the rido"not to
be angered at me a sinner and a lazy servant." He
emphasized the closing words, "and enlighten tles ey my
heart to learn of your word and to understand your
commandments and to do your will and to sing utieet
with an open heart.” Masha whispered the words,d"£m
praise your holy and All-Mighty name, the FatheonSand
Holy Spirit, now and always and for ever and eyanen."

Masha bowed three times to the floor beside helpdma,
and then she crossed herself in the act of fimgizhe
morning prayer. She fought back a tear as she medgvhat
a hard road lay ahead of them. She struggled tofdwedr
under the weight of the child in her womb and unther
burden of the overpowering depression that suddesiked
her heart.

"What's the matter with you?" asked Ivan, grabbing
Masha by the arm as she started to falter and hese
footing.

"I don't know," responded Masha, as she reposédhins
arms. "l felt a little faint and sorrowful."

"You should feel happy," encouraged Ivan. "We have
bright future ahead of us."

"I know," replied Masha. "But | was thinking of the
uncertainty that lies ahead. What if we don't makéo
America? What if we're tricked into going to somhey
country? What kind of work will you do? And how \wle
live?"

"My dear Mashenka,” reprimanded Ivan, using an
endearing form of her name. "Our lives are in thads of
God. He led our parents thus far, and now He'll lesito the
Promised Land. | have no doubts that we'll live soday
soon in America. Don't worry about it. We'll makeail
right.”
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Ilvan put his reassuring arm around Masha's shoalder
caressed her cheeks. He kissed her tears awayassured
her with affectionate words that everything wouldrkvout
for good for them.

The warm tender moment was interrupted by a rare
occurrence in the countryside--the jarring sound whining
Army jeep. Ivan quickly ran to the front door teesghat on
earth was entering their private domain. lov glahceer
Ilvan's shoulder as the Soviet jeep thundered aidde# to a
dusty halt outside their gravel walkway. Two merbmown
uniforms stepped out of the two-seat jeep and hyrisklked
up to the door.

"Tosapumu/Tovarishchi,” (comrades) said the older of
the two men as he smiled in an awkward way. Hig faas
red from excessive drinking and his hands werasthivith
cigarette tar and nicotine. A thin scar from a &nifound
decorated the left side of his throat. He addresdlepeople
with the over-used Soviet term "comrade."

"Uro Bam Hamo/Shto vam nada?" (What do you want?)
asked Ivan as he took a defensive position withsaotded
across his chest.

"We heard that the Westerners have enticed theeGain
to let some of you go abroad,"” began the older mdmg
happened to be a sergeant. "Our Soviet consuld@iima is
concerned about its Russian citizens and wishextend a
warm welcome back to the Fatherland for all whohwig
return.”

"We have no such desire," bluntly stated Ivan. Hesw
ready to close the door when the other man stefipedrd
with an outstretched right hand.

"IToxanyiicra momoxau-ka wmuHytKy / Pozhaluysta
pogozhdyi-ka minutku,” (Please wait a minute) @it
requested the younger man in his starched unifdvam
stopped and looked at the young man who was detbrat
with several distinguished-looking metals. His ydut face
and high-class mannerisms were a complete corttralsis
low-breeding, burly companion. A shiny medal emblaed
with the words "The Order of Lenin" caught Ivanes
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"Hear me out," began the young officer. "We havguoe
a new program in Russia."

He had been trained to use the word Russia instéad
Soviet Union when talking to non-Soviets. The wofdew
program” enticed even lov to perk up his ears. Higed his
way past lvan and made his peasant appearanceyplain
visible to the young lieutenant.

"This new program consists of giving land back he t
people and bringing all the Russians back to tbem soil,”
continued the young lieutenant, who was experiencdte
art of persuasion through positive propaganda. r&he a
bright future for Russia, and we wish to unite Hie
Russians behind the slogan 'Peace to All the WdRldssia
is now rising to its highest potential, and witl@mrmonth it
will take its place as the boldest and most advengination
on earth. Russia plans to reach for the stars aimd fhe way
to the cosmos for all humanity. | cannot discloléé¢ha facts
to you, but | can promise you one thing."

"What's that?" asked lov as he stepped down froen th
threshold of the door to the ground below. The ypun
lieutenant looked the old man straight in the eye.

"Things in Russia have changed for the better,"
announced the young lieutenant with a smile. "Etles
churches are opening their doors again, and peapge
permitted to gather and worship their god. The da¥s
persecution are over."

lov couldn't believe his ears. Could this be true?

"You're lying!" exclaimed Ivan. Ivan stared at tblean-
shaven young lieutenant. lvan saw a man who spoissi&n
and yet belied the traditional mold of a beardeddan (an
image that lvan had formed in his own mind as t@awwhkas
real and orthodox in contrast to what was falsewargbdly).

"Wait a minute!" chimed in lov in his squeaky oldiee.
"There might be some truth to what he's saying."”

"There's no truth in his words at all," roared Ivadis
voice and facial appearance began to resemblenartent
on swallowing its prey. He pointed his finger a gergeant
who was not sitting comfortably in the driver's tsg@oking
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a thin-tubed Soviet cigarette. "That man is an ahi@and he
has the look of a murderer. | would never trustlifeyin his
hands. I've heard he takes our people to Sibedavdnps
them until they die."

The sergeant sat up at the mention of the word
"murderer.” He hadn't heard anyone call him thatesithe
Second World War when he stabbed a German in dotaib
That was when he had received the knife wound & hi
throat. The German had managed to momentarily trab
knife from his hand and strike at his vital lifend, but the
sergeant overpowered him with a bear hug and cet th
German's throat before he could strike again.

"I'll teach you to call me names," bellowed thegeant as
he came storming toward the man who dared confront
The young lieutenant stood in his way with armseged at
the sides, barring the way for any impetuous attddie
young lieutenant whispered a threat into the sertgea
enraged ears, and the sergeant backed off instaelydid
not want to be reported for insubordination to ghler-
ranking officer.

"I'm sorry for his behavior," said the young offide a
cool manner. "He has suffered much during the waad, the
scars of memory do not heal at all with such old n@ses."

lvan stood in the doorway, trembling from the thloug
that he had almost provoked a fight from a vetevarrior.
Masha had watched the showdown from the windowngaci
the walkway, and now she came to Ivan's rescue.

"Come inside, Vanya," she pleaded, taking him by th
hand and pulling him back to safety. lvan did rexist. He
felt numb and weak, as if his blood had rushed fhosrhead
to his feet.

"Crapuuok/Starichok (old man)," said the young officer,
addressing lov in familiar terms. "You tell thatww boy of
yours that Russia can use his fighting spirit and h
courageous energy. And don't forget, as our sagoes,
"CBos 3emiis U B ropectd Muia/Svoya zemlya e v gesti
mila (One's own land is dear even in time of affithig)."
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"Is it true, young man," interrupted lov, who wasent on
finding a solution to an age old question, "thats§la is
really going to lead the world to a better future?"

"That's a fact,” replied the young officer proudly.

"And the orthodox faith will be restored to its iéul
God-given place?" asked lov with a starry-eyed lovokis
eyes.

"Religion will be tolerated,” stated the young o
matter-of-factly. "Comrade Khrushchev has assursdoi
that."

"Then there's still hope for Russia,"” mused thero&h as
his eyes gazed into the northwest across thethiltee land
which he once calledpbauna/rodina” (motherland). "If
Russia remembers God and recalls her mission invtrk
as our fathers taught us, then the cross of soffeuwill fall
off her back and she'll stand upright once againthe
orthodox faith as she once did before the heretbahges
brought ruin and judgment upon the land.”

The young officer had no idea what the old man was
muttering about. He saw that the old man was sirtgdking
to himself, as if in some reverie or a form of tapt

"Let's hit the next household,” signaled the yooffgcer
to his driver. "The old man's rambling like a fdol.

The sergeant turned the key in the ignition, aredjéep's
motor sputtered and choked momentarily from all the
country dust that had gotten into its carburetow. turned
and yelled toward the jeep.

"Are there others going back to Russia?" asked lov.

"What did you say?" yelled back the young officer.

lov came up to the jeep. "Are there other Rusdiaatsare
willing to go back to Russia?" he repeated.

"Yes," replied the young officer. "We have sevdratks
by the consulate in town ready to go back tonighthw
people assigned to them. We've already shippednaago
earlier this week. | told you it's a big programgdamany of
your people would rather go back to Russia thandean
upon the face of the earth for the rest of theyrsda
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"I want to go back to mypomuna/rodina’ (motherland)
again,” said lov. His soul leaped for joy withirstieart. All
at once he knew that he was coming home againotblisey
on earth was over.

"We won't have much use for you, old man,"” remarked
the sergeant bluntly.

"That's all right," interjected the young officeactfully.
"You can still come. Mother Russia will welcome yback
in her arms no matter how old you are. Be at thesglate
before dark. It's several blocks away from thentrst@ation.
You'll find it."

The sergeant whizzed back in reverse and thenedhift
into first gear as he picked up a cloud of dusteunihe
spinning tires. The young lieutenant waved and et
lov, who turned his face away from the blinding tdus

lov crossed himself and muttered his habitdalctionn
nomuinyit/Gospodi  Pomilui" (Lord, have mercy) as he
opened the door to the hut. He knew exactly whatddeto
do. He envisioned the circular path of his pilgrgeawhich
had started from Russia and was finally returningre
again. He touched the wooden cross that hung arbisd
neck on a thick string and muttered a prayer betoge
approached Ivan.

"My dear grandson, loann," began the old patriaste
approached Ivan. "l want you to sit down for a motrend
listen to my last words of instruction to you."

lvan sensed the seriousness of the moment, for his
grandfather used the spiritual name loann only nduri
moments of special spiritual instruction. He sawvdadn a
chair facing lov, who stood before Ivan with trempl
hands.

"This cross that I'm about to give to you is a sdarelic
that my nacrosrens/nastoyatel (minister) Avraam gave me
before he went to meet his maker." lov showed &dmown
wooden cross about two inches long and one inche.wid
There was a worn spot on the bottom of the crasd,the
unpainted exterior revealed splinters of a lighbvion hue
making up its substance.
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"This precious cross has a long history, and itdlasys
blessed and protected those who respected it amokrdub it
by wearing it around their necks," stated lov remdly. "The
wood is sacred. It was made years ago in Russma #o
consecrated tree. The symbols of our faith areriimsd on it.
Listen carefully and always remember what | am aliou
tell you."

lov came close to Ivan and knelt on his right kasehe
showed the face of the cross to Ivan. Ivan bent skightly
and peered at the mystery of the wooden tree-ckshad
seen it before, but now he was being honored byngatin
his possession. It was larger than the one inch reetal
cross that he wore around his neck.

"You've heard it said, I'm sure,” continued lovhét the
Latin cross has four extremities and our orthodmsg has
eight extremities. Our cross was given to us tegadrd and
preserve for all generations so that the completsteny of
God might be revealed in due time. Our cross coetbihree
crosses: the first cross on top has the inscriptifaps
Cnasei/Tsar Slavi' (King of Glory) over it; the seconass,
the longer one going horizontally a little belowe temaller
top one and parallel with it, has the inscriptidiicyc
Xpucroc, cbiab boxwuit/lseus Hristos, sin Bozhiy' (Iseus
Hristos, Son of God) on the sides; the third crasdiagonal
cross, with the left foot being lower than the eaisight foot,
has the inscriptionpi6 Boxwuii, mMecto m00HOE, TIi1aBa
amamoBa/rab Bozhiy, mesto lobnoye, glava Adamova'
(servant of God, place of the Skull, head of Adam)the
sides, using just the first initials. Connecting tbwer cross
and standing on the left and right sides are tleel ngpon
which the vinegar in a sponge was given to our ltordrink
and the spear which pierced his side. On the siddabe
cross near its middle is the inscription 'ni ka'iskhmeans
'Hac uckynu kpoBsio agamoBa/nas iskupi krovyou Adamova'
(save us with the blood of Adam). And at the fobttle
cross is the head of Adam, which rests in reposieuthe
entire structure of the three crosses. | have hieaad that
the cross of Hristos was created from three kindeaod:
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'KUmapuca, nesra, u keapa/kipareesa, pevga, e kedra.' One of
our teachers, St. John Chrysostom, however, wathef
opinion that the cross was made only of oak."

Ivan puzzled over the wordsciinapuca, nesra, u keapa /
kipareesa, pevga, e kedra." He knew the cypresstlaad
cedar trees, but he had never heard of the theed tr

"What kind of tree is pevga?" asked Ivan.

"That is a mystery to me, too," answered lov. H@ed
the cross over to its back side and pointed tootie verse
inscription. "On this side is the prayer of protectthat you
say before going to sleep at night. Teach it toryahildren,
and tell them to teach it to their children.”

lov closed his eyes, crossed himself, and recitesl t
prayer by heart:[la Bockecuets bor, u ga paseigyres Bpasu
ero, U ga Oexarb OT Juma ero HeHasumammu ero/Da
voskresnet Bog, e razidutsya vrazi yeho, e da hexthasa
yeho nenavigyashchiye yeho." ("Let God arise, le&t h
enemies be scattered; let them also that hate lbanbefore
him"). Those were the sacred words from Psalmsteh&8,
verse 1 which were inscribed on the small cross.

lvan joined his grandfather in the continuation tbé
well-known prayer of protection: "As smoke is drivaway,
so drive them away; as wax melteth before (the tdr¢he
fire, so let the wicked (demons) perish at the gmes (the
face of) those who love God and make the sign efctioss
upon themselves. And let us rejoice saying: Rejéicethe
cross of our Lord, which disperses demons withpibwer of
the one who was crucified on it, our Lord Isousstts, who
descended into hell and defeated the power of ¢véd dnd
gave us his glorious cross for dispersion of aill. €h, most
honored and life-giving Cross of our Lord, help wiéh Our
Holy Lady the Mother of God and with all the holgavenly
powers, at all times, now and always and for aksagn
eternity. Amen."

lov and Ivan bowed to the ground and touched their
forehead against the floor. After three such obmissg, they
stood up and bowed from the waist down toward edbbr
in mutual respect and humiliation. Ivan could noder hold
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back the tears that were longing to burst anddoln the
sides of his face.

"Why are you leaving us?" sobbed Ivan, who had dy n
sensed the imminent separation.

"My pilgrimage on earth is over, my grandson," oft
replied lov as he embraced and comforted Ivan. Ustngo
back to Mother Russia to lay down my weary bone&krast.
I'd rather make the full circle and return to myntedand
than to continue suffering in some foreign landefEs a
saying: C poaHoii 3emin—ympH, He cxoau/S rodnoy zemli--
oomri, nye skhodi' (Die with your motherland--dolgave
it). You have your own destiny to fulfill, so youogon
without me. The protection of the Holy Cross witeperve
you from all harm. Look to its redeeming power, itois our
connection between heaven and earth."

"But those ungodly Soviets will send you to Sibeaalie
like an animal,” remonstrated Ivan.

"My dear boy," admonished lov. "There is nowhere on
earth that you can hide from the ante-Hrist anddggon of
demons that persecute the true believers. His vobrévil
and ungodliness is spread all over the earth, arid io
constant prayer and vigil can you escape his markaur
soul. | believe in Russia even though she has mtarign
turned her face away from God. | believe that sheeistined
to reveal the true orthodox faith in due time. Rerher, she
is the third kingdom, and a fourth there will neber, as was
prophesized by our forefathers. If | have to sufiar the
cause and be betrayed by a fellow-Russian, so.Heain
ready to give up the world and my life in ordergain my
reward in paradise.”

An aura of light beamed around lov's face as hissey
gazed heavenward. He seemed to be gazing into exnoth
world as he spoke, a world of martyrdom for theesak
salvation. He was willing to participate in eartldyffering
in imitation of Christ in order to gain a heavenhpwn.

"l was hoping to cross into the new land with yosgid
Ilvan with his head bent down. His eyes looked tglotears
at his grandfather's worn out shoes.
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"There's only one land that | want to enter now, aegr
boy," said lov. Paii/Raiy" (Paradise).

"We'll go into town together,” said lvan, changitige
subject.

"Yes, we'll go into town together, and then wetl gur
separate ways, you on the waters to a new landrenon
dry land back to an old land,” said lov as he stamgth
foresight into the distant future.

Later lov instructed Ivan to take the ikons frome th
molelnya (church) and the tapestry of the sevessa® and
pack them in a special suitcase. Ivan was instdutdeset
them up in the new land to which they would go.

Two hours before dusk, as the sun was beginning its
descent to the horizon, Ivan, Masha and lov climimo a
hired wagon with their belongings wrapped up in kma
bundles and their special treasures and sacrezs nadicked
in suitcases. They were on their way to Harbinthfey rode
past the home of the late Stefan Durakov, theychaajroup
of old ladies chanting and mourning. Ivan askeddineer to
stop for a moment. He wanted to listen for a moment
Through the open window could be heard the repesti
intonations of a familiar prayer:

“Cesarein boxxe/Svyatiy Bozhe

Cearein kpenkuit/Svyatiy krepkiy

Caarein OeccmepTHBIN/Svyatiy bessmertniy
[Momunyii mHac/Pomiluy nas.”

(Holy God

Holy Strong One

Holy Eternal One

Have Mercy on Us.)

The driver was impatient to get to Harbin and bhckne
before dark, so Ivan was not able to pay his kespects to a
friend he hardly knew. The sun was hanging over the
western horizon on the top of the hills outside ridwy the
time the threesome arrived in the crowded city airbih.
The streets were busy as usual with China's teemagses
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that scurried through the newly paved streets ogir th
bicycles like ants busily working for their colony.

lvan and lov parted ways at the Soviet consulateera a
group of Old Believers were excitedly milling araijn
waiting for the trucks that would take them backMother
Russia.

As Ivan rode away from the Soviet consulate, hechaa
gramophone blasting out the Soviet national anth@irhe
Internationale,” a song which tried to unite theolehhuman
race under the banner of the hammer, the sicklgtantlve-
pointed star on the red Soviet flag. lvan kept wgwvio lov
until he came to a crossroad, and then he lost sighim
completely. A big lump formed in Ivan's throat asthed to
hold back the tears of parting.

At the train station Ivan ran into Alyosha Chestoos
who had just come from the preliminary prayerstfa soul
of Stefan Durakov.

"Alyosha, my dear friend," exclaimed Ivan as hegtdu
sight of Alyosha with his wife and three childredlyosha
Chestnoslov was six years older than Ivan, and tbeds
several inches taller than lvan, who was an inch afhsix
feet. Alyosha looked much older than he actuallys wa
because of the white streaks in his stringy bemah and
Alyosha had hunted together on numerous occasems,
their topic of conversation usually revolved arounating.
But on this occasion Ivan was interested in findbug more
about Stefan's death and funeral.

"Did you see Stefan before you left?" asked Ivan.

"l just came from there," said Alyosha. His facetamtly
changed in expression from joy to sadness at thiomeof
Stefan's name. He still felt guilty and partly tarbe for the
young boy's tragic encounter with the tiger.

"Andrey told me what happened,” said Ivan. "It mheste
been awful."

"The parents didn't want to show their son's fasajd
Alyosha, twisting his face into a horrible grimatklis face
was so badly scratched by the tiger's claws thaag hard to
recognize him. The father built the coffin and a®ek his
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son up so no one would see the unpleasant pictiee.
wanted everyone to remember his son as a beautiful,
handsome young man."

"Andrey didn't tell me about the face,” remarkedriv

"The father asked us not to tell anyone at the time
confessed Alyosha. "I came to their house yestetddelp
the mother dress Stefan in the new white shirt witbss-
stitched cherries that she quickly sewed especialiyhis
burial. He was all washed and clean, but he siill the scars
on his face. The five pairs of red cherries onftbat of his
shirt and the five yellow flowers with each pairdad some
life to his ghastly appearance. The eight chersesn
around the high collar concealed the ugly gashttiatiger
ripped around his neck."

"How were the father and mother taking it?" askeahl

"They wept right along with the others who came to
mourn," succinctly stated Alyosha. "The father, yowow,
built the coffin and the wooden cross with his dvands. He
looked tired, and so did the mother."

"It's too bad he won't be making it with us to Hong
Kong," remarked Ivan.

"It's a pity," agreed Alyosha. "In fact, we werdkiag
about leaving China during our hunting trip. He weagious
to travel to a new country. But that wasn't Godi§ fer
him."

lvan and Alyosha continued talking about small eratt
while they waited for the train that would takerthéo Hong
Kong. Masha conversed, in the meantime, with Algsh
wife, Varvara, who had been born in China ten ddter her
parents had crossed the border near Khabarovskh&the
Chinese mannerisms from associating with Chinesedc
children, and her facial features reminded onehef Tartar
cross-breeding that had permanently changed ardtgubl
the purity of the white Russian blood back in thgtéenth
and fourteenth centuries. Varvara's Asiatic tinthgr skin
and roundness in her face was characteristic dhdtfebreed
Russian. In fact, at one time it was popular to tse
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proverb, "If you scratch the skin of a Russian, ameéath
you'll find a Tartar."

Masha took an instant liking to Varvara, who wasdof
children and talked a mile a minute about the tlulgkren
she gave birth to. Varvara reassured Masha thaingpav
children was a climactic experience in a womariss, lan
experience that is cherished and relived many tiffiles two
women talked all the time they sat waiting. Thelkad
about giving birth, about babies, and about raisirfgmily.
Varvara's three children, in the mean time, plagaches by
the railroad tracks.

It was dark when the train finally arrived at thtat®n.
Everything was arranged for the first group of Glelievers
to depart for Hong Kong. The officials at the siatstamped
their papers, and the travelers boarded the ttaan and
Masha stayed close to their friends, Alyosha andvafa.
The two couples had become inseparable, and their
friendship strengthened during the days to come.

Six days later, on the holyday the Exaltation e Hholy
Cross, the train arrived on the Kowloon side of glétong.
The Old Believers had crossed the border into thetevn
world. It was a world of the Englishman, the merdhand
the fast English cars driving on the left hand salethe
street. It was a world of international ships torsing
goods to and from the other countries of the wdtlavas a
world trade center, and Ivan felt as if he had sedsover
into a strange, foreign land where the Russian dgehe
knew it was virtually non-existent.

lvan comforted himself on that day, the 14th of
September, with the words that he had remembeosal fine
liturgy of the Exaltation of the Holy Cross: "O ldyrsave
Thy people and bless Thine inheritance; grant wcto our
Orthodox Believers against the heathen and protegt
people with Thy Cross."

lvan crossed himself, as did some of his fellow Old
Believers, when they left the communist world inir@hand
entered the free world in British Hong Kong.

34



Backside of Cross




Chapter 3 -- " Protection of the Mother of God"

The first group to greet the first train load of dOI
Believers from Harbin was the United World Counofl
Churches, an international Christian organizati@sighed
with the purpose of preserving the unity of all Stian
faiths. Like a protecting mother, the Council dedito take
the wandering flock of Old Believers under its exgse
wings. To the Council, these Orthodox Russians ve¢se
part of the whole Christian Mother Church.

"Thank God we finally were able to get you out of
Communist China,” said Rev. Bily Freeman, a
representative for the Council.

Rev. Freeman approached Ivan and his friend Alyosha
with an extended right hand. lvan was not usedh® t
western handshake, but he nevertheless accepted the
powerful handshake as a token of his appreciatoyntie
westerner's help. Ivan had heard that a worldwide
organization was instrumental in delivering his pedrom
the Communist world. So he was more than grateful t
extend his friendship, his gratitude, and his rigdud.

"bonpmast GmaromapHocts Bam/Bolshaya blagodarnost
vam," began Ivan.

An interpreter immediately rushed to Rev. Freemsiale
to translate lvan's words.

"He says, 'Thank you very much,
Anglo interpreter.

"Tell the young man here," said Rev. Freeman, paint
to Ivan, "that we are thankful to God for his heidringing
the Russian people out of the Communist world."

The Anglo interpreter translated the words of #nerend
into an anglicized form of Russian for lvan and ¢neup of
Old Believers that had clustered around the nuctduthe
council representative and the young spokesmathé&©Old
Believers. Ivan felt as if the mantle of his graattier had
fallen upon his shoulders and that he was singlédas the
new spiritual leader for his people.

quickly state@ th
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"CkaxuTe BalleMy IpeJCTaBUTEINI0, YTO MBI OJIarofapHbl
bory 3a momormip KOTOpyrO BBl ykasanu Ham/Skazhetye
vashemu predstavetelyu, shto mi blagodarni Bogy za
pomoshch kotoruyou vi ukazali nam," said Ilvan asided
at Rev. Freeman.

Ilvan looked at the western man dressed in a griayvet
a white shirt and blue and yellow striped tie. hdismissed
the nagging thought that his benefactor was a bessdnan.
Instead he thought of the kindness that he sawhen t
Englishman's eyes as he listened to the interprepday his
words into the English language.

"This man told me to tell you as our representatihat
he and his group are grateful to God for the hatg a
assistance that you have given to them," transkiedhlack-
haired interpreter with black-rimmed glasses.

"Your wilderness experience is over now, and, @tid's
help, we will now try to find you a suitable countio live
in," explained Rev. Billy Freeman.

The interpreter struggled through the long sentence
hoping to make sense of the phrase "wildernessrexpe."
lvan's eyebrows curled upward several times agibé to
comprehend the interpreter's exact meaning. Ivars wa
especially concerned about the words "suitable wgLin

" nyman 4yro Bc€ OBUIO YCTPOGHO YK€ HaMm
nepekoyeBath B Amepuky/Ya dumal shto vsyo bilo
ustroyeno uzhe nam perekochevat v amariku?" (Ighbu
was definite that we were migrating to America?@sioned
Ivan.

The interpreter looked puzzled for a moment asikd to
thumb quickly through his Russian-English Dictiondor
the world "nepexoueBars/perekochevat.” He found it under
"koueBarb/kochevat,” which meant to wander like a nomad
from one place to another.

"He says that he thought everything was alreachnged
for them to migrate or move to America,” translatbe
young Anglo. He put his pocket dictionary back e inner
pocket of his black suit jacket.
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"Tell him that it will take some time for us to @n
sponsors, and we are still not sure which countriisbe
willing to take them in," said Rev. Billy Freemawhose
smiling face had turned into a serious businegs-lik
demeanor. He spoke directly to the interpreter ouith
looking at Ivan.

By now Ivan began to sense that all was not well thiat
his grandfather was right after all in going bagkte bosom
of Mother Russia instead of crawling for help toeigners
in whose hands they were helpless and defensélessfelt
inadequate and insecure. He didn't know the largwadghe
people who were supposedly his benefactors andwére
nominally interested in his freedom. He felt likenelpless
animal running from the claws of one enemy onlyfat
unawares into the hands of a more subtle enemysuhte
enemy was the one who promised one thing and detive
something completely unexpected. Ivan listened with
shocked ears as the interpreter relayed the megbage
several countries in South America might be williogtake
them and even provide them with free land.

Masha felt as if all her dreams had been shattesszh
she realized her dream of America might not come #fter
all. She whispered a short prayer to the protestrése
Mother of God: Tlpecsstast rocnoxe boropoauiia, Moau
bory nac rpemnukos/Presvyataya gospozhe Bogoroditsa,
moli Bogu nas greshnikov.” (Holy Lady, Mother of @;o
pray to God for us sinners.) She placed her hamdses
womb and whispered an encouraging word to theirsgirr
child-to-be: "Don't worry, I'll take good care ofoly no
matter where we go or where we live."

lvan began conversing with his fellow Old Believers
whose angry faces began to show behind their maedyds.
One thin man with a receding hairline anxiously kspaip:
"How will we live while we wait for them to find us
country?" Another older man with a bald spot on tiye of
his head called out: "What about the promise froom o
consulate in Harbin that we would be allowed to natig to
America?" The commotion and questions caused désond
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the lobby of the train station, and the reveremptesentative
was embarrassed at the unruly behavior of his guest

"Please, don't worry," said Rev. Billy Freeman siray
both his hands into the air and raising his voicedtaw
attention to himself. The interpreter had been Ipusi
translating some of the concerns to the revereid, saw a
need to respond to the rising tumult. "The Worldugml of
Churches has agreed to pay for your stay in HonggKo
while we make arrangements with countries williogtdke
you in. Some of you will be staying at the Emprekxdel,
where the Sinkiang group is already staying. T et will
be taken care of by the Red Cross."

The interpreter waved his hand at Rev. Freeman,
requesting a chance to translate before he fordpatt \Wwad
been said. The group of Old Believers calmed dosvthay
listened to the words of reassurance.

Ilvan was thrilled at the mention of the Sinkiangugp. He
had heard about them from his Grandfather lov, ladhad
always wanted to meet them.

During the next two weeks Ivan and Masha, alondn wit
the band of Harbin Old Believers, became acquainiéd a
state of existence which resembled limbo. It wdsiaand
wait" situation, and their patience was slowly rungnout.
lvan tried to kill the boredom of waiting by visigg with the
group from Sinkiang, which was also waiting to gaatfree
country. lvan made friends with a tall, strong yguman
who was two years younger than he was and who albexic
Vasily Velikov.

Vasily was the first man to relate the news to an
October 4, 1957 that the Soviets had launched anikpu
("wanderer") capsule into space. lvan recalled ybang
lieutenant's words that Russia was going to reachtte
stars. Some of the OIld Believers, however, doulted
Russian had actually launched a Sputnik that hdddsap
into space, for they believed that God wouldn'ngeman to
travel beyond the confines of earth.
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During their long hours of conversation, Vasilyateld to
Ilvan how life in Kulzha (in the Sinkiang Provindead been
and how they had raised wheat and watermelons ahent
River for a living.

"You know," Vasily would say as they sat in Ivahtel
room, "life was unbearable by the river. You shobhke
seen the size of the mosquitoes near the swampewher
lived. They were huge, and they were everywhergori't
blame my father for going back to Altai, althoughegret
what happened to him at the hands of the savagghiil

"What happened to him?" Ilvan would say, as he sat
listening to Vasily's endless stories.

"Well," began Vasily, as he gazed out the windovihat
flowing traffic on Chatham Road. "I remember hegrirom
a friend who escaped from the vicious Mohammedans
(Mahomets), that the Kirghiz men made sport of @hér
and the nastoyatel (elder) who was with him. Thailtla
huge bonfire one night when the moon was full, afudle
they were feasting and drinking, the head clansgmimnto a
religious argument with the nastoyatel about prgyand
about God. The head clansman didn't like the way th
nastoyatel kept crossing himself and bowing to gheund
and praying, 'Lord, Isous Hristos, be merciful te aasinner.’

He said there was only one God, Allah, and theoyasel
should pray only to him. When the nastoyatel dieadr the
head clansman in a drunken rage decided to thrdkvren

into the bonfire to see if their God would reschen. You

can imagine the blasphemy that those Mohammedans
committed as they tied my father and the nastoyatstakes
and began saying that Isous was only a prophet like
Mahomet, and not a savior and Son of God like toe t
Orthodox religion taught. | can still hear my friés words:
"Your father died like a true martyr, for he criedt with a
loud voice as he died, "Forgive these pagans, @ Lsous,

for they know not what they do." The nastoyatel, the
other hand, was condemning the Kirghiz clansmanhier
ungodly act by sayingMsi OyzaeM B pato, a Thl MOHIENIH B
BeuHbIit orous/Mi boodyem v rayou, a ti poydyosh v vechniy
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ogon." (We will be in paradise this day, but youl Wwurn in
eternal fire.)

lvan listened to other tales of adventure, inclgdin
Vasily's account of their group's miraculous joyrroait of
China under the protection of the Bogoroditsa (Motbf
God). Vasily dramatized the story of their escaanf the
"Soviet hounds" (as he called them), who houndedtday
and night in an attempt to lure them back to thei€&o
motherland. lvan winced at the sound of the woal/i§,'
for the memory of his encounter with the brainwaghi
officials was still fresh in his mind.

"Those Soviet hounds,” Vasily would say, as higsfis
clenched in anger while staring out across the Hgogg
harbor, "they would guard our villages and makeriually
impossible to escape or leave the country. Evemwtheir
leader Khrushchev visited Peking and brought abaut
change in policy toward Russian refugees, the $ovie
officials still kept an eye on us and tried to malse'come
home," as they expressed it. We used to gathersalady at
our nastoyatel's (elder's) house and pray to théh&foof
God and to Hristos to deliver us from the handghefenemy
and from the godless land. | used to pray dailyoteethe
ikon of the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) holding tG®d-
child, and prayed that she would carry us in hemigp arms
to a land of freedom. One night we were told thahds
were ready for us at the train station and allghpers were
in order. The Holy Virgin was with us that nighgrfeven
the Soviet officials couldn't keep us back any mdrke
officials watched helplessly as we boarded thentrat
Kulzha and headed for Urumchi. We drove through Eam
then Turfun, Landzo, and Shanghai. Finally, we @dss
through Canton and arrived here at Hong Kong.

Vasily had many stories to relate, and lvan palyesat
and played the role of a good listener. Vasily'feywZinaida,
often sat by her husband's side and listened taithmatic
presentations of her husband, who would wave higdha
about. Sometimes he would pace back and forthant fof
the window as he told his stories.
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Sometimes Zinaida would divert her attention froer h
husband to one of her three young daughters. Thagest
was lIrina, who was one-and-a-half. The oldest was
Nadezhda, who was five. The one in the middle wes t
cutest and the most talkative; her name was Anastasd
she had just turned three. All three daughters wbganly
dressed in their native sarafans (dresses), whob@fud
flower designs added life and beauty to the dukifgn land
filled with tall gray buildings.

One of the days was somewhat enlivened when Réy. Bi
Freeman drove up to the Empress Hotel in a busdie h
received permission to use for a sight-seeing taulnappy
group of Old Believers crowded into the bus foradgd
tour of Kowloon and the New Territories. Arrangernsen
were also made to take the group across the Hontg Ko
harbor by way of the Jordan Road Vehicular Ferryigk to
the Tiger Balm Gardens was of particular interesttite
religious group, for here they were introduced lie gods
and goddesses of the Buddhist religion; some werazad,
while others were repulsed, at the sculpturing atidhist
scenes, like two fiery dragons facing each othet ave
meditating Buddhas in a grotto.

It was during this ride that Rev. Billy Freemanrettito
strike up a closer friendship with lvan by inqugimto the
Old Belief. One of the things that puzzled Rev.efnan
most was the strict adherence to the old styladualendar.

"Why is it that you Old Believers, or Old Ritualstas
I've heard others call you," said Rev. Freemanutdpnohis
interpreter, "have always adhered to the old stiéan
calendar? Doesn't that put you 13 days behindasieof the
world?"

"No, it doesn't,” answered Ivan. "It means that réest of
the world is 13 days out of time and out of stephvthe
mysteries of Hristos and redemption as observedoiny
church calendar."

The interpreter tried to keep apace with the thgiokd
discussion that was developing.
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"But our World Council of Churches has tried totarall
Christian churches under the banner of the oneosalgsus
Christ," argued Rev. Freeman, "and we believe thezeno
real distinctions in the true Church of Christ. \&fe One in
Christ." Rev. Freeman instantly recalled the famaxiesm of
John Calvin, the great reformer: "We believe tratation
can come only through the Church."

"How can we be one,” stated Ivan, "when you do not
observe the fast days, nor do you honor the holgganof
Hristos not made with hands, nor do you wear adéar
reflect the heavenly image of God the father. Yfaith is
much different than ours."”

"We might have different points of view on how to
observe the Christian faith,” responded Rev. Freerflaut
we have a freedom in Christ that frees us from dtiet
confines of the old law of ritual and sacrifice agides us a
new law of love and grace to live by and to be ddwe"

"l have been told by my grandfather that your iehghas
an image of Hristos crucified on four extremitiasemds,"
said Ivan, "whereas our faith teaches that thescob$iristos
consisted of eight ends." Ivan paused and waitedtte
interpreter to translate his words.

"That, no doubt, is a matter of fact,” apologizedvR
Freeman. "l have been told by some local Buddhisisfs
that their cross the swastika, which is their symbb
enlightenment, also has eight extremities or linabsing
out of a central point. It supposedly signifies eghtfold
path of the soul. But | believe that it makes ntiedénce
what kind of cross it was. What matters is the rsg\blood
that was shed by the Son of God on that cross."

The Presbyterian minister began to feel a missionaal
surge through his blood as he tried to convertisisner to
accept the freedom of the spirit that he had erpegd in
his early youth. Ivan, on the other hand, becameemo
uncomfortable as he talked with what he consid¢oelde a
pagan, in the sense that his belief or faith wdsortbhodox.

"Anyway, getting back to my original question,"¢#&ev.
Freeman after Ivan failed to respond to his previou
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statement. "Don't you think that having identicalendars
would help all Christian churches to understanduthigy of

Christ and to show the un-Christian world that balief in

Christ is One? After all, when we celebrate thehbiof

Christ on December the 25th, your calendar says itlsa
only December the 12th, and so you wait till, wiaus is,
the 7th (of January) to celebrate his birth."

"That's right, you should have the same calendaves
have," answered Ivan. "As | was saying earlier, ¢hére
mystery of Hristos is precisely timed by our chucethendar,
and if we observe a holyday on some other day anather
time, we would not be in conjunction and harmonthvihe
heavenly hosts who are united with us at that tibe.you
understand?"

"l think | understand,"” answered Rev. Freeman witho
any further rebuttal.

The two men rode quietly for the rest of the trifhey
were poles apart from each other, and their diffees
seemed to be irreconcilable. One side was as faoved
from the other as the north region was from thdlsoegion.
Whereas one extremity was founded on the cold,hhars
calculating observance of ritualistic law in order obtain
salvation, the other extremity was founded on thermv
unrestricted freedom of the spirit of grace, whaimply
granted salvation by faith in Christ.

Two days later, on October the 1st, according &dhl
style Julian calendar (or October the 14th, forséhavho
follow the new style Gregorian calendar), lvan aislfriend
Vasily went to the Shaukiwan fishing village to reakome
money. They had been told by the World Council of
churches that things would be provided for thent,tbe Old
Believers felt insecure in a strange land withaut emoney,
and so they decided to venture out on their owre Wives
of the men encouraged the men to find jobs where tould
at least make a few dollars for personal needs. @rtee
Old Believers, Antip, who had escaped illegallynfr&China
a year previously, had several connections in towth
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friendly Chinamen with whom he was able to converse
Antip Svyatogorov was a strong, rebellious typeaafan.
He felt he was the law, and therefore, he was agah
forms of man-made rules and regulations. He walsbstun

in his belief that man must first of all look oudrfhimself
and for his family no matter what others said. Latvat
contradicted his sense of survival and struggleaf@ecure
existence were disobeyed and nullified without aegse of
guilt or wrongdoing.

Antip Svyatogorov had discovered in China that
following legal procedures was difficult, and somms
even dangerous. As the threesome Antip, Ivan ansllyva
crossed the harbor on the Star Ferry, Antip tolsl mew
friends the story of his escape from Chinese aiitbsr

"It was about a year ago when | found life in Kwzh
simply intolerable," said Antip. "The Chinese autties
were merciless. It was also at that time when dt fireard
rumors about people going to America. Many of ushed
to go there, but getting the legal documents totgddong
Kong first was impossible. The Soviet consulateKirizha
held our documents in Moscow, and it was forbiddsn
their authorities to help religious exiles to leateeir
jurisdiction. After all, as long as they had ugppead in China
like wild animals in a zoo, they could round usama carry
us back to Russia. | saw them take truckloads ofpeople
at the point of a rifle. | had a friend who wadgdifor trying
to contact the British consulate in Hong Kong. Bwviets,
of course, had the Chinese puppets put constagsyme on
our people. That's when | decided to run away.

"l had been married for less than two months amcd
living with my parents, as is our custom. My witeygenia,
was only eighteen, and | was twenty-two. When ¢l toly
wife about my plans, she cried. It was hard for toeleave
her parents. My parents were afraid for me and toédthe
authorities would find us and shoot us for tryingescape.

"Nevertheless, on one cold October night | hirdarave
Chinese friend of mine to give me a ride into town.
remember we had just finished the church servideomor of
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the Protection of the Bogoroditsa (Mother of Godalso
remember holding closely the ikon of the Bogoraiteat
Evgenia's parents gave us as a present on our mgeddy. |
had the small ikon in my coat pocket next to myrheand
throughout the entire night | kept repeating thaypr | had
prayed at the night service:

“IlpuiiMi OT HAcC HEJOCTOWHBIX PaOOB TBOMX U HBIHE
BceneTasa mnpecBsatas boroponauiia, He mpecTail MOJSAIIUCS O
HAC HEOCTOMHBIX pa0OB TBOMX, €XKe W30aBUTUCS HaM OT
BCAKOI'o COB€Ta JIYKaBOIro, M OT BCIAKOI'O o0CTOSIHUSA U
COXPAHUTUCA HaM HCBPCKICHHBIM OT BCAKOI0 AO0BUTOI'O
IIpWIOTa IWABOJBCKOIO: HO JaXXe N0 KOHIA MOJIWTBAMU
TBOUMH HCOCYXJCHHBIX HacC CO6.HIO,Z[I/I, AKO Jda TBOUM
3aCTYIUIECHUEM ¢ IIOMOIIWIO CIIacaeMu, CJaBy, XBaly,
OnaromapeHue W TMOKJIOHEHHE 3a Bcs . . ./Priymi ot nas
negostoynih rabov tvoikh e neene vsepetaya presygat
Bogoroditsa, ne prestigh molyashchisya o nas negoih
rabov tvoyikh, ezhe izbavitisya nam ot vsyakogo etav
lukavogo, e ot vsyakogo obstoyaniya e sohranitisgan
nevrezhdyenim ot vsyakogo yadovitogo priloga
diyavolskogo: no dazhe do kontsa molitvami tvoyimi
neosuzhdyonikh nas soblyudi, yako da tvoyim zastigém
e pomoshchiyu spasayemi, slavu, hvalu, blagodageeiy
pokloneniye za vsya . . .”

(Accept from us unworthy servants of yours this day
prayer, o highly-praised Holy Mother of God, anderestop
praying for us unworthy servants of yours, to dalius from
every advice of the evil one and from every bad
circumstance and that we remain unharmed from every
poisonous attack of the devil: but even to the keep us
from judgment with your prayers, for it is with you
intercession and help that we are saved; praisary,gl
thanksgiving and adoration with bowing for evergthi . . )

Antip was cut short by a sharp whistle from theyfeThe
Star Ferry had made its short trip across the harat
Antip had more to relate. He waited until they vealloff the
pier and began walking toward Antip's friend's shap
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Queen's Road Central. Antip knew his way around-bieg
Kong side, and so he led the way.

"As | was saying," continued Antip, as he headedlie
tall buildings in the business section, "I keptyng real
hard, for | didn't know what dangers lay ahead. Ghinese
friend, whom | paid well, was a professional smegghnd
he had us well hidden in his farm truck. At onenpoine
were stopped by Soviet guards who patrolled thespand
my heart almost burst, but we made it past thenthAtrain
station we had to sneak past Soviet agents; camdrhelped
get the tickets for us. We made it safely to Shangbut
there we were detained by Chinese officials who ewer
suspicious of us, and they found out from Sovidiciafls
that we were refugees. But the holy Mother protéci® and
we were able to finally talk the officials into fieig us go to
Hong Kong."

Antip finally rounded the corner to Queen's RoaatGe
and led the way to the shop named Hong Kong Treasur
His Chinese friend, an avid fisherman, had promisethke
him to the fishing village at Shaukiwan, where fas tis
own sampan with a motor and plenty of fishing eqept.
They would catch some fish near Stonecutter's disiand
then sell the fish at one of the fish markets.

The ride on the sampan was bumpy and slow, but the
view was extraordinary. The harbor was full of shijunks,
sampans, ferryboats, and every imaginable wateseleBy
mid-afternoon the three men and their Chinese driead
caught enough fish around the rocks of Stonecsitisiand
to make a small profit. They were ready to begmjtdurney
back to shore when the wind in the harbor staquidk up.

"I think we're going to have a typhoon,” warned the
Chinese friend, pointing to the cloudy sky and flezce
wind.

The three Russians sensed danger, and Antip, in his
broken Chinese that he had learned in Chinese khoo
asked his friend if he was going to go to the tyghsehelter.

"I hope we make it back in time," anxiously exclanirthe
Chinese friend as he put his motor on full throfileey had
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been fishing on the far side of the island, and/thad to
cover several miles to get to the Yaumati Typhobelt®r
on the Kowloon side.

"The typhoons come very fast here in Hong Kongllege
the Chinese friend as the sampan bumped againsisthg
waves.

The three Russians held firmly to the sides ofsd@pan
as the waves tossed the boat from side to side. fela his
stomach churn inside and he was beginning to fedd s
Antip prayed to the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) daodst.
Nikola. Vasily clenched his teeth and peered thhotige
slashing wind toward the typhoon shelter. Ivan kept
wondering why he was in such a predicament and thhy
feeling of death haunted him whenever he felt dmhkis
stomach.

The sampan finally made its way past the causewdy a
into the Yaumati Typhoon Shelter, and the seasiek on
board were relieved. Antip once again felt his prayto the
Holy Virgin for help had been answered. She hadedom
their aid and sheltered them from harm in timetofra and
troubles. Ivan was throwing his lunch overboardsi\awas
holding his stomach and trying to keep the feelinig
sickness from coming to the surface. The Chinasadrwas
smiling as he watched the three men turn pale fiean and
sickness.
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Chapter 4 -- " Presentation of the Mother of God"

"We have a ship for you," exclaimed Rev. Freeman a
month after his last encounter with the Old Belmsvélt's an
Italian ship and it will be able to take a smalbgp of your
people to Rome, where you will be transferred oato
Spanish ship for your journey to Brazil. The rekyou will
have to wait for a Spanish ship that will take ybrectly to
Brazil without having to transfer.” His interpretganslated
the message into Russian.

lvan and his group looked at each other at firgshwoy
and excitement in their faces, but then a worried puzzled
look came over their faces. 'Of all the placeshe world,
thought Ivan. 'Why did it have to be Rome. Thatis arch-
enemy and home of the ante-Hrist, the Pope.'

"Dro HaBepHo boxbs Boas/Et0 naverno Bozhiya volya,"
(It no doubt is the will of God for us) said Ivarftea a
moment of silence. The others in the group noddueir t
heads in agreement. They all sensed limitationdealing
with the over-ruling hand of destiny that was coléd by
God. To sail through hell for a heavenly cause wdé no
easy task.

"We'd better go now," whispered Masha as she shyod
lvan. "The baby's due any day now, and | would&htto
wait much longer for another ship. I'd like to sme baby
born in the new land.”

lvan shared his wife's feelings, and he announoelig
fellow-travelers: "I'm for going on this first shgut of Hong
Kong."

"S ¢ Toboii/Ya s toboy! (I'm with you) shouted Vasily
and Antip in unison. The others in the group rdlllzehind
Ilvan with renewed excitement and expectations.

Rev. Billy Freeman stood by and listened withoug th
interpreter relaying the Old Believers' words baxkim. He
understood the emotions that were displayed onm thees,
and he read the initial puzzlement and latter joytleir
transparent faces. He felt happy for them. He tiefl'them
the details of how hard he had worked to arrangt wi
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several Latin American countries to accept a grolupard-
working refugees. He had finally reached an agre¢nmvéh

Brazil, Argentina, and, with the help of the Britisonsulate
in Hong Kong, also Australia and New Zealand fdimated

number. His altruistic motives were known only is &od,

although he had been known as a humanitarian witien
World Council of Churches for many years.

Two days later the Old Believers boarded an Itaihip
and sailed out of Hong Kong down the South China. Se
After a short stop in India, the ship sailed orPtkistan. It
was during this stretch of the journey that Masivake one
night before dawn and shook her sleeping husband.

"lvan, Ivan," cried Masha. "I just had a strangeain.”

"What?" answered Ivan sleepily. "What is it?"

"l just had a dream about a bearded old man inng lo
white hooded robe with a round sandalwood dot a® hi
forehead," said Masha.

"You were just seeing one of the Indian men thahea
aboard last night,” explained Ivan, trying to b&amal and
sensible about the whole matter.

"The strange thing about the man," proceeded Mastha
her dream, "was that he brought a baby boy to ndesan
him on my lap and said, 'He needs some of yourisioag
milk or else he'll die." Then he left me alone witle baby
boy, and | took him to my breast and gave him rilk.

Masha felt a surging feeling flow sporadically thgh her
breast, and she felt a wetness accumulate on tttiesl The
dream had become so real to her that it had maedetself
in reality.

"That must be a sign from God that you will havieog,"
explained Ivan proudly.

"The strange part about the dream that frightenedand
woke me up," continued Masha, "was the part whesaw
myself feeding the baby. It was as if | were logkthrough
one of the port holes in the ship. As | looked eldssaw that
the mother and child both had a dark complexiost fike
the Indian who brought me the child."
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"That sure is strange,” said Ilvan, as the turnaloouhe
story made him concerned about the meaning of risenal

"That's when | awoke and started to call to youhelp,"
said Masha. "l was frightened when | saw the dade$."

"There's acrapeu/starets (elder man) aboard who might
be able to tell you the meaning of your dream,d daan
after his intuitive mind failed to give him an arawo the
mysterious dream.

When morning finally arrived and the morning statdd
into the eastern horizon, the sleepless Masha wadke on
the deck of the ship and watched the sun casays upon
the azure waters. She appeared to be keepinglafeigshe
stood motionless against the rail of the cruisihgp sand
watched the changing images in the sky and in thiens as
the sun made its appearance on the stage of thelagw

By mid-morning the ship was bustling with its ustlitd
of playful children, carousing lovers, gossiping naen,
adventure-minded young men, and reflective old amadst
the workaday world of the crew that kept the olgh Sailing.

lvan found thecrapen/starets (elder man) named Simeon
that he had mentioned to Masha, and he broughelther
man of the Sinkiang group to their small cabin. &m was
the nastoyatel (minister) for the group from SimigjaAfter
Masha related the dream to the elder man, he addsseself
and whispered a prayer with eyes open and theredurn
toward Masha.

"You have been blessed with a dream from God," hbega
Simeon as his light blue eyes stared into Maslaas.f'The
man who brought you the child was the messengahef
Lord. He showed you not only the future of yoursosal
life, but he also showed you the condition of thieutch,
which is the Mother of us all. Her complexion isrida
because of the sadness and suffering she is gmiaggh in
these dark, last days. She was given the childutkls,
because without her there would be no hope of dife
salvation for men. The child was also dark like thether
because of the suffering he was bearing for mankine
child is Hristos, who came as a child and was tleed¥nade
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flesh through the Blesseflesa/Deva (Virgin). Since the
world was dark with sin, he became dark with sioider to
redeem the world from darkness. He was the sonawf m

the flesh and a Son of God at the same time. Thahe
duality which we profess when we cross ourselvehl two

fingers instead of the heretical way of three fisgkke the
Latins do."

The words of the elder man sounded stranger to #Mash
than the dream itself. It appeared to Masha thatgtay-
bearded Simeon was trying to teach her the mystespme
profound religious truth that she was not ablertsp.

"Our teacher, Maksim the Greek, taught us how t&ema
the sign of the cross," continued Simeon, as hewxged on
his favorite theme. He seemed to have crossed foosr
interpreting the dream to expounding his pet doefi "He
taught that we should have the thumb and last imgefs in
a group to signify the Trinity, and the first twmders, the
index and middle fingers, held together extendee middle
one a little bent downward, to signify the two mati of
Isous Hristos."

Masha took her eyes off the elder man's wrinklee fior
a minute as she was momentarily captivated by daeiiful
design of grapes on his violey6axa/rubaha (shirt). She
loved to copy patterns from designs that she thoungh
husband would love to wear. She studied the thiesters,
with seven purple grapes in each cluster, and sipeinted
the pattern in her mind, noticing that each clusteseven
was joined by a vine and some green leaves. Ardbad
collar she observed five clusters, with five purglapes in
each cluster, which were also joined by a vine aoohe
green leaves. She told herself that she would sevark
immediately with cross-stitching the pattern fonew shirt
for Ivan. She hoped to finish it before the arrighthe baby
so that Ivan would be able to have a new shirhathirth of
the baby. She had already forgotten the strangardes her
mind leaped into future possibilities and futurggo

Simeon, in the mean time, continued to expoundhen t
sacred doctrine of making the sign of the crostherface:
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"Our other teacher, St. Basil, told u3admenue cue siko
BEHEIl I[aps Hamero Xpucra Ha TIJIaBe  CBOEH
Hocum/Znameniye siye yako venets tsarya nashego Hreta n
glavay svoyei nosim." (This sign is like the croafrour king
Hristos that we wear on our head.) By making the sif the
holy cross, we pray that God will deliver us frowilend
that he would give us his blessing. Whenever yote tzabad
thought just cross yourself quickly and sayicionu HMcyce
Xpucre, cbiHe boxwuii, mnomunyit wms/Gospodi Isousye
Hristye, sinye Bozhiy, pomilui mya.' (Lord Isous istos,
Son of God, have mercy on me.) The evil thoughtl wil
instantly flee from you."

Simeon was thinking of citing some examples frora th
Scriptures of how the sign of the cross was fiispldyed
during the Passover when blood was placed on tlee do
posts, and during the exodus when Moses strucRéteSea
with his rod and then lifted his left and right kianto the
heavens, but at that moment Vasily knocked on #i&@nc
door and entered to announce that they were agrigina
port in Pakistan.

Masha felt relieved, for she was anxious to getaah
her sewing work. She felt that church talk belongedhe
men folk, and besides, she was too young to uratetshe
complex teachings of the religion she was born. ititet the
men worry their heads about what religion teachksyight
Masha. "I have woman's work to do.’

And so Masha spent most of her days cross-stitching
new shirt for her husband and thinking of what sloaild
make for her new-born child. As the Italian shigeshaway
from Pakistan and headed for Italy, Masha begaskéich
the design of the seven grapes on a white clotterAghe
penciled in all the lines and boundaries, she pickp the
needle with the purple thread and began the long an
arduous task of creating a colorful work of arthwiter own
hands.

Eventually the Italian ship made its way up the e
and through the Suez Canal to the MediterraneanTdese,
where the ancients taught the middle of the earts w

53



located, the Old Believers experienced their fingjor storm
at sea. Lightning flashed in the western sky aredwtlaves
clashed against the ship in an effort to eitherllewaup the
ship or to send it crashing against the rocks trearsland of
Crete. Masha couldn't sleep the entire night asdbksing of
the ship at sea made the fetus within the womborespvith
powerful kicks against Masha's ribs.

“IlpecBsatass Tocnoxe boropomuna, momu bory Hac
rpemHero/Presvyataya gospozhe Bogoroditsa, moli Bogy
nas greshnego,” (Most Holy Lady and Mother of Gody
to God for us sinners) prayed Masha. She fingeezdlack,
woolen necroska/lestovka (rosary) to keep count with the
repetitions.

By morning the storm subsided, and the ship safailed
along the coast of Italy. It wasn't long after thatce storm
that the ship finally sailed unharmed into the lbarlof
Rome--The Eternal City.

"Well, at least we'll get a look at the city whe3e Paul
and St. Peter walked," said Antip Svyatogorov as @id
Believers lined up against the railing to watch $hg dock.
"Just don't think of going into a Latin church," med
Simeon. "We don't want to be stained with theirekieal
teachings.”

"A man from the consulate is supposed to meet us an
explain to us how long we must wait for the Sparskip,"
said Ivan.

"I'd like to see the grandeur of Rome before it, fel
announced Vasily Velikov.

"God punished Rome for its heresies," explainedeSim
"They proclaimed the pope to be infallible and rudé all
Christendom, and they expected all the churchesé¢oonly
the Latin tongue in their liturgy.”

"I heard that some of the pagan temples are slidsng
in Rome," said Vasily, without paying much attentito
Simeon's words. Vasily was directing his wordsvanlin an
attempt to attract a touring partner. "I'd like ¥it the
legendary seven hills, too."
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"That wouldn't be a bad idea," responded Ivan, fvat
I've got to make sure all our papers are in ordeh \the
consulate. We sure don't want to get stuck in Roraeafter
all the things I've heard about their pagan ways."

It turned out that the Old Believers had to waivesal
days for the Spanish ship to depart for Brazil. the
meantime, they were given temporary quarters tepsia,
and they were allowed to go sight-seeing. Vasilpaxeul
lvan and Antip to tour the city together in a snialk, which
a consulate guide was kind enough to drive theraratan.
The elder man, Simeon, had no family to be with J\am
invited him to join them for the ride.

The guide took them first to the major attractiontie
city--St. Peter's Church on Vatican Hill. A massswaeing
said on that day--November 21st, by the OIld Beligve
reckoning--in honor of the Virgin Mary who was peated
as a child in the temple to be trained and taught to serve
and prepare herself to be a handmaiden of the Lord.

Masha was amazed at the tall pillars and grandiose
statues. Some of the nude figures around the ptaads her
face turn red with embarrassment. She was impressed
however, with the throng of people that came to Espect
to the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God). She watchedessv
Catholic worshippers make the sign of the cross.

"They cross themselves differently than we do,"ensd
Masha.

"Tomy maxanuio Oecu panyrorcs/Tomu mahaniyu besi
raduyutsya,” (The demons rejoice at that kind ofing of
hands) chimed in Simeon.

The guide was trained in several languages, inctudi
Russian, and he attempted to explain and demoadinat
ritual of crossing to the curious spectators.

"The Latin sign of the cross," said the guide,fiade by
placing the left hand on the breast and with tightrihand
touching the forehead and saying, 'In the naméeftather,’
then moving the right hand to the breast and sayamgl of
the Son'; then moving to touch the left shoulded saying,
‘and of the Holy . . .', and then touching the tighoulder
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saying, 'Spirit, Amen." That's the sign by whicimssiare
forgiven.” The guide finished his speech and dermatisn.

"Now you see how deep the Latins got into heretical
teachings,” exclaimed Simeon. The elder man cooldsit
still and watch what he considered to be blasphensigns
being made. "You saw how he made the Nikonian sfghe
first three fingers clumped together. We know, aditg to
our great Church council of 1551 call€ttornas/Stoglav
(Hundred Chapters), that the Russian church ritaedsthe
true and orthodox ones, for we preserved the haolg a
original teachings of Hristos as they were handadmdto us
by the church fathers and saints.”

"They even place their hand on different parts loé t
body," remarked Ivan.

"We use the two top fingers to show the revealedl du
nature of Hristos as man and God," proceeded Simaibn
his explanation. "The three bottom fingers, thumd #hird
with fourth, conceal the great mystery of the TginiThe top
finger which is bent (the second one) shows theeatdsof
the Son of God from heaven to earth. When the irichgper
touches the forehead it means the one Truth and biethe
Church, which is Hristos. The two fingers descegdimthe
navel region shows the descent to earth and intamnan
the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God). When we place loamd
on the right shoulder it signifies that Hristossas judge on
the right hand of the father. And when we placeftamd on
the left shoulder we point to the second coming ttedLast
Judgment, Ha Myky BeuHyl0 WM Ha >XHBOT BEUYHBIH/NA
muku vechnuyu Eli na zhivot vechniy." (either feternal
suffering or for everlasting life.)

The guide watched as Simeon demonstrated the way of
the Old Belief. Masha also watched with renewedregt as
she began to understand the true significance Oeher
religion. She had performed the act of making ige ef the
cross without much thought before, but now her ndnablt
on the vast significance behind every motion anérgv
gesture that the hand made. She related it toarefut and
precise movement of the hand in cross-stitching, dren
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she began to understand that the hand weaves nadteyns
upon the tapestry of life. She was proud of theepas that
she had been taught to make. The religious patterdsthe
patterns of nature embroidered on a shirt or blouse the
temple of God's world that she entered into andmaned
with whenever she went to church or whenever shekedo
on her cross-stitching. One pattern was of the, gbal other
of the heart.

The guide spent some time driving the group of Old
Believers through some temple ruins including those
dedicated to Saturn and other gods who had been
transplanted from Greece to Rome. Most of the Old
Believers were not too impressed with the paganh paxip
Svyatogorov, on the other hand, seemed to be askiag
guide a lot of questions about Greek mythology amout all
the attractions of the seven hills.

It was on the site of the Athenaeum, the templecdéed
to Athena (goddess of Wisdom), that Simeon wasiiedo
address the small group of Old Believers assemtilece
and relate to them the teaching about Moscow--thedT
Rome.

"I don't know if any of you are acquainted with the
Tloects 0 benom Knobyke/Povest o Belom Klobuke' (Tale
of the White Cowl),” started Simeon as he faced ghmup
that was intently staring at the ruins of the teenjptan's ears
perked up as he heard the words "The White Cowl,'he
had indeed heard from his Grandfather lov about the
legendary white hooded robe that was a symbol it
power and of the Resurrection; white also represkptrity
and saintliness to Ivan, but now he remembered his
grandfather's interpretation of white as beingrédmiance of
the Resurrection of Hristos.

"The Blessed Monk Filofey wrote four hundred yeag®e
that all Christian kingdoms would unite into thexggdom of
Russia, according to the prophetic books," spokee8n in a
loud voice. "Both Romes, the one we're standinguad the
one in Constantinople, had fallen, and Moscow, tthed
Rome, had become the sole defender of the Eastern
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Orthodox Church. A fourth kingdom was never tofoethe
prophet Daniel had announced that the final kingadrthe
one true faith would never be destroyed. Sincekiingdom
of the Father and the Kingdom of the Son had oed,rit
was up to Russia to take up the banner of the Kinajdom
of the Holy Spirit.

"It was all foretold in the story about the Whitev@. The
holy White Cowl was created by the first Christamperor,
Constantine, for the Blessed Pope Sylvester iryéae 297,
which according to our Russian chroniclers was yhar
5805. It so happened that Constantine was sufférarg an
incurable illness, and an evil magician told hinattithe
blood of three thousand infants would cure himefldathed
in it. But the emperor had a vision of the ApostRsul and
Peter, who told him that Pope Sylvester, who walsiding,
could show him a fountain of salvation which woualde the
emperor's affliction. However, the emperor in rethiad to
grant new rights to the Christian Church and make
Christianity the national religion. Well, the emperwas
cured because he obeyed the vision, and the pémesof
the Christians ended. To reward Pope Sylvesterenhaeror
gave him the White Cowl, which showed that spitipp@awver
was above worldly power. The emperor left the kieyshe
Eternal City in the hands of the pope, and he wentle the
Eastern, or Byzantine, Roman Empire in the city @dmfter
him--Constantinople.

"After Pope Sylvester died, the White Cowl was held
sacred until the division arose between the Easserd
Western Churches in the ninth century. The Latiresye of
papal supremacy over the entire Church was rejduyetthe
East, and the White Cowl had to be miraculouslycued
from the heretics, who were planning at that timel¢stroy
it.

"It was then that the virtuous Patriarch of Constenple,
Philotheus, had a vision of a youth of about sixté®m
whom a great light shone and who told the patriaibut
the White Cowl. Philotheus was to send the whiteviCto
the Russian land, where it was to be worn on theed hef
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Vasily, Archbishop of Novgorod. This same youth had
appeared previously to the heretical pope in Rontk head
scared him into sending the white hooded robe to
Constantinople. When the White Cowl arrived in
Constantinople in an ark, and the vision of Phioih was
verified, the people rejoiced and the church of id&pphia
was blessed with many miracles.

"The Patriarch Philotheus, as you might guess, ehid
keep the blessed White Cowl for himself, and heygula
about it. After Matins one Sunday, after his uqualyers, he
lay down to rest, and in his sleep he saw two mamec
through the door. One of them was armed as a waarrid
had an imperial crown on his head, and the otherewo
bishop's vestments. The man in the bishop's rols Rape
Sylvester, and he foretold that the city of Constexple
would be taken by the nomadic sons of Hagar becalugs
sins, and the Grace of the Holy Spirit would beesded in
the third Rome, which was to be the land of Rudsmalso
foretold that all Christians would unite into oneudRian
nation because of its orthodoxy, and he said it was
predestined since ancient times that radiant Russiald
become more honorable than the two Romes whiclepest
it. Then he commanded the Patriarch Philotheus, whas
seized by great awe, to send the holy White Cowthi®
Russian land. The other man in the vision, Emperor
Constantine, silently confirmed the pope's words.

"When the patriarch awoke he went to the church, fe
before the ikon of the Holy Mother of God, and wémt a
long time. Finally he did as he was told, and hetpe White
Cowl back in the ark and sent it to the Russiaml.ldn the
city of Novgorod the Great, the virtuous Archbishdéasily
had a dream in which he saw the angel of God. dihggel of
God was dressed like a monk, and he wore the \\lotel
upon his head. He announced that the White Cowl twas
come to Novgorod from the patriarch on the morrvhasily
was to accept the symbol of the radiant Resurnectidnich
came to pass on the third day. After the angel odl Gaid
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that his visit was a sign that God's will was ddme became
invisible.

"After Vasily woke up he pondered the meaning o th
vision. The following morning he sent a processiutside
the city, to the crossroads, to see if the WhiteviOmould
appear. Sure enough, the ark with the White Cowitin
arrived as foretold by the angel of God. The velleraift
was placed in the middle of the Cathedral of Hobplda,
the Wisdom of God. There they celebrated the seroic
thanksgiving, during which time a voice came frdma tkon
of the Lord, saying, 'Holy, Holy," and then aftershort
silence the voice announced thrice in Greek, 'Bpefi
despota' (Many years to the Lord). All the peopleowneard
these voices were seized with awe and joy, and $agy,
‘The Lord have mercy upon us.' Then Vasily told peeple
his vision, and he put the White Cowl on his head] from
that day to this day the White Cowl has remainedha
Russian land.”

"Is it true that the grave of Archbishop Vasily was
discovered after the second world war?" asked Ivam
remembered his grandfather verifying the story fleonecent
archeological find.

"Yes," answered Simeon. "I remember hearing abbut i
from orthodox people who had crossed the Altai Mains
into Kulzha a year after the war for the Fatherlartky said
that his grave was opened, and in it was foundsteed
White Cowl."

"It is truly magnificent,” said Masha, who was eailed
by the spirit of the tale. She felt close to thes&an people
and to the role that they were playing as the ahgseple of
the final kingdom on earth. It was as if suddetlg thole
meaning of existence had become clear to Mashashed
understood why she would always preserve the OlikBe
the Russian people as it had been given to thenthéy
messengers of God. She would teach her children s
had been taught. She would be a keeper of the Flaone
matter where in the world she would journey.
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"What is truly amazing," spoke up Antip, who hackibe
sitting on a rock and musing about the extraordirale, "is
that we were led by God to the place where it ajdn. It's
amazing how far we have gone since Roman times from
Catholic heresy to Russian Orthodoxy."

"l will never forget the story Simeon told us," d¢aiasily.

"It will remain etched on my heart and mind as lasy |
live."

SIGN OF THE CROSS

$2222238383535353

"

u

)

/i TH ILE CES
_.'r. i :."I
! J h =, * e L
I a ; re ] ~' T

61



Chapter 5-- " St. Nicholasthe Wonderworker"

Eleven days before the Old Believers' holyday of St
Nikola (Csroit Hukona/Svyatoy Nikola) on December 19,
according to the new style Gregorian calendar, anSp
ship sailed out of the harbor of Rome on its epigiey to a
new world. The Old Believers were promised a pi@ickand
somewhere in South America. The ship sailed smpqihst
the invisible prime meridian, and later it slowlggsed the
visible rock of Gibraltar.

As the ship sailed into the Atlantic Ocean, the thad
the waters changed and the clouds overhead begatetba
disquieting influence. Masha was unaware of the
approaching storm. She sat in her small cabin-reo
cross-stitched the last purple grape for her hutbanew
shirt, which she wanted him to wear at the baptisma
ceremony. She finished the green leaves, and thesewved
the completed design onto a violgy6axa/rubaha (shirt).
The three clusters of seven purple grapes on tm franel
and the five clusters of five grapes on the cofteade an
impressive picture.

Masha had just finished putting her needle awayrwhe
lvan came into the compartment and told her trestatews-
-there was a storm brewing at sea. Masha's hands
instinctively moved onto her womb as if to protlaet child
from harm. Masha was afraid for her baby-to-be, baoh
saw Masha's apprehension written all over her feleetook
out his cherished ikon of St. Nikola from his sage and
placed it in the corner of the room. He lit a beaswandle
in front of the image of Russia's patron saint, #meh he
crossed himself and made several obeisances tibothre It
was too difficult for Masha to make a futbxmon/poklion
(obeisance), so she bowed only with her head.

Masha listened as Ivan prayed to the patron s&t,
Nikola:

"IIpaBwmiio Bepe, 1 00pa3 KPOTOCTH,
BO3JACPKAHUTIO YUUTCIIA SIBU T IOCIIOAb
CTaJy CBOEMY, sDKE BEIIEM MCTHUHA,
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CCTO pau CTAKaB CMHUPCHUECM BBICOKA,

HUIIETOI0 Oorarast oT4ye Hai cBATUTE0 Hukoiae,

mosu Xpucrta bora ciactucs aymam HambiM. /

Pravilo verye, e obraz krotosti,

vozderzhaniyu oochitelya yavi tya gospog’

stadu svoyemu, yazhe veshchem istina,

sego radi styazhav smireniyem visokaya,

nishchetoyou bogataya otche nash svyatitelyou

Nikolaye

moli Hrista Boga spastisya doosham nashim."
(Thy work of justice did show thee to thy congregaia
canon of faith, the likeness of humility, a teacbkr
abstinence, O father, Bishop Nicholas. Wherefoye, b
humility thou didst achieve exaltation, and by messs,
richness. Intercede, therefore, with Hristos teesaur souls.)

Afterwards, Masha joined her husband in the famili
prayer, “Our Father”:
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Otche nash, izhe yesi na
nebesakh, da svyatitsya imya
tvoye, da priydyet tsarstviye
tvoye, da boodyet volya tvoya,
yako na nebesye e na zemlye.
Hlyeb nash nasushniy,

gazhg nam gnes. E ostavi
nam dolgee nashya,

yakozhe e mi ostavlyayem
dolzhnikami nashim. E ne
vedi nas vo iskusheniye, no
izbavi nas ot lukavogo.
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(Our Father, which art in
heaven, hallowed be thy
name, thy kingdom come,
thy will be done,
on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day
our daily bread, and forgive
us our debts
as we forgive
our debtors. And
lead us not into temptation, but
deliver us from evil.)

Even though the protective prayer was soothing and
reassuring, Masha still felt uneasy about the tkreag
storm. She was too close. She was due to deliwerday.
Mixed emotions see-sawed back and forth on theitsens
fulcrum of her mind; the joy of having a baby wasicter-
balanced with the fear of losing it. As if to coneé Masha
in the positive, the fetus gave a hearty kick torites. As it
did so, Masha instantly felt a tightening in hersties. She
felt as if she were one big muscle in the grip ofise, and
she screamed.

"Oh, my God," said Ivan, who came rushing to Masha
side as she buckled over in pain. "What's wrong?"

"It's just a sharp pain in my womb," answered Maaba
she tried to catch her breath.

"Maybe | should call Yuliana Lazarevskaya," prombse
Ilvan, holding Masha and slowly helping her to aroarbed.
Yuliana Lazarevskaya was Masha's Godmother, andlsbe
was an experienced midwife who had delivered moshe
children in the Harbin group. She was a widow; nesband
had lost his life during a Soviet raid on theilagle.

"l think I'll be all right,” stated Masha heroicall'l don't
feel the pain any longer."

"Just to be sure I'll run over and get Yulianajddaan as
he hurried to the door. "I'll be back in a minute."
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Masha lay down on the bed and placed her handson h
active womb. She had recovered from the initialckh@and
the thought of ensuing labor left her mind. She pamly
thought of the baby wanting to be born, and shengshto
hold the newborn next to her breast. A warm glodiatzd
inside and around her as the thought and feeling of
motherhood embraced her.

Within minutes Ivan was back with Yuliana following
close at his heels. Yuliana crossed herself huyrietien she
entered the room, and she whispered a short pes/eshe
faced the ikon of St. Nikola in the corner of tbem.

"l hear the little one is starting a storm of hisny" said
Yuliana in a jolly manner as she turned her attentio
Masha. Her short rounda6ymxka/babushka-type (like a
grandmother) body approached the bed on which Miasha

"He sure is kicking up a storm," answered Mashaen
own witty way.

"Let's hear what's going on inside there,” saidiahd as
she pulled her flowery Russian scarf away from daarand
listened for the fetal heartbeat. After a minuteimnse
listening, the midwife lifted her head and smilédvasha.

"You're going to have a strong, healthy baby," amued
Yuliana. "The heartbeat is vigorous and energdine great
moment hasn't arrived yet, though, and | would ssggou
get plenty of sleep and rest. You don't want torsivain
yourself and the little one."

"Thank you, Kpécruas/Hrostnaya (Godmother)," said
Masha as she took Yuliana's hand and pulled hemdow
give her a kiss on the cheek.

"Call me any time you need me," responded Yuliasa a
she kissed Masha in return in typical Russian taslin the
cheek. "By the way," she said as an afterthoudhirdught
out my weaving cards, shuttle, and cotton string tther
day. | started weaving a speciasac/poyas (belt) for your
little one. It should be ready by the time it desdo come
out." She crossed herself again at the door anceraatdkep
bow before she exited.
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On the fifth day after the ship began its journeySan
Paolo, Brazil, Masha began to feel excruciatinghpaind
Ilvan rushed to call Yuliana again. The Spanish $laigh just
crossed the Tropic of Cancer at 30 degrees W. tiodg)
After Yuliana examined Masha and after the conivast
subsided, it was discovered that Masha had be¢imized
by false labor.

"l knew it wasn't time," said Yuliana after the ead was
over. "l haven't finished weaving the belt, yet."

As the ship approached the equator several dagss tae
waters became ominously calm. A great stillnesoiagyr the
ocean and not a wave was in sight. The heat became
unbearable, for there wasn't any breeze arouncdb the
scorching bodies. It was hard to breathe in suet. liBuring
the equally still night, the Milky Way covered tkky with
myriads of stars. The bright star, Sirius, and 8wathern
Cross became more visible.

And then on the eleventh day, as the ship cames ¢tws
the Tropic of Capricorn at 40 degrees W. longitualgentle
breeze wafted its way across the waters and brocobit
relief to the pilgrims who were on their way to @nworld.
It was at that moment that Masha's water bag bavkethe
real labor began. Ivan rushed for the third, arst, lame to
call Yuliana.

"l just finished the belt,” announced Yuliana, watk
through the door with a jubilant smile. "Just likeredicted."
Masha tried to smile, but her desire to screamaarae her.
The loud scream pierced the walls of the ship asdunded
in all directions.

"Breathe nice and easy," ordered the experience e
when she saw that Masha was in no mood for humor.

"lvan, get me a pan of hot water and some cleaptshe
and towels,” commanded Yuliana, who always became
authoritative whenever she took on the task of dpein
midwife.

Ilvan obeyed without hesitation. When he returneith il
the essential supplies, he was told to leave themro
Childbirth was a process that was sacred to Yulemd at
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the same time, a private act between mother, claldl
midwife. Only God and the Holy Saints were obsetwain
and participants in the sacred mystery of birth.liafha
called upon the Holy Company of Saints, Seraphim,
Cherubim and Archangels to assist and guide hdritgy
about a speedy and safe delivery. lvan waitedenctirridor
of the ship with the nastoyatel (elder) Simeon, whas
called to the event in case of complications aredsbul of
the baby needed to be prayed for. It would be a Vatirse
than death to die unchristened, for the unchristemad no
hope of ever seeing the face of God.

Five hours later, as the ship crossed the imagifiaey
called the Tropic of Capricorn, a baby boy was bdirmvas
Thursday, December the 19th, and Masha was ovetjoye
her heart that her dream had come true. Ivan wasifed
to see the newborn boy only after Yuliana had fiaed all
the clean up work. He brought a list of saints' eanfor
Masha to choose a name from. Deep down in her heart
Masha already knew what she wanted to name her. baby

"l got the cearcu/svyatsi (list of saints' names) from
Simeon," said Ivan as he watched Masha nurse the Bh
also found out which names belong to the eightiohay and
what some of the names mean, in case you wantow.kn

"Isn't he adorable,” said Masha. Her gleaming eyes
followed every move of the baby. She didn't pay mognd
to what Ivan was prattling about. To her the soohdhe
baby suckling was more precious than any human svord

"He has my wide cheek bones," said Ivan.

"He's got my blue eyes," said Masha, finally loakiat
Ivan.

"One of the names | kind of like," said Ivan, tryito get
back to his main interest at the moment, "is Amyyaghich
means godly and immortal in Greek. Another onengoAy,
which means to gain in exchange for something. Nieans
lunar; Spiridon means a round woven basket; Evgeesns
of gentle birth; Arseny means manly; Evstraty meamg®od
warrior; Avksenty means to increase; and Orest mean
exalted. Another one is Daniel, but it's a Jewiaime. The
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only other one is the saint's name for today, wiscNikolali
for St. Nikola."

"What does the name Nikolai mean?" asked Masha when
she finally heard the name she had been waiting for

"It meansno6exnaromuii Hapo/pobezhdayushchiy narod
(victorious people),” answered Ivan, reading from lst.
"It's a good Russian name."

"That's the name | like best,"” said Masha. "He &hbear
the name for the day he was born on."

"l kind of like the sound of Kolya, too," said Ivansing
the diminutive form of the name.

Yuliana later came to check on the mother and clslee
also brought the finishedvonutsensiii mosic/molitveniy
poyas (prayer belt), which had a prayer woven ih&fabric
of the five-colored belt. Yuliana proudly unrollede belt
and displayed it on the bed next to the baby. Twple and
turquoise tassels adorned the ends of the beltchmndas
almost twice the length of the baby. Purple Chutkvonic
letters and purple geometric designs were interwavigh a
turquoise-blue background down the center of th#é. be
Along the edges of the inch wide belt were threerava
bands of yellow, white, and olive-green; the yellbands
were on the inside, on both sides of the centervthite in
between, and the olive-green on the outside border.
Yuliana crossed herself and then she read the poay¢he
belt. The prayer was interspersed with graphicgiesin the
following manner:

EHHNE Boxe miarocTie B8 Bygi Ham
rpewHeM Boxe owicTi rpexi &P Hawa
U NOMIAYT EDIKER Hac amiHe XDACR

"Bozhe milostiv buddi nam greshnim Bozhe ochisthgr
nasha e pomilui nas amin”

(God be merciful to us sinners God cleanse our aimd
pardon us Amen)
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Afterwards, Yuliana kissed the baby on the forehaad
said, "This is for you to wear for protection aradekeeping
for the rest of your days on earth.”

"It's such a lovely belt,” complimented Masha. piuked
it up and inspected the artistic handiwork. Whea tsiined it
over to look at the back side, the colors reverseel;purple
changed to turquoise, and the turquoise changemirple.
Masha turned it over several times and showed ben
optical illusion, for from one point of view it appred that
the background was sky-blue and the foregroundpugsle,
whereas from the opposite point of view it was paesto
visualize a purple background with blue designslattdrs.

"I'l' make him a name belt when he grows up," added
Yuliana. "Have you chosen a name, yet?"

"Yes, we have," admitted Masha without hesitatitie
want to call him Nikolai."

"What a blessed name!" exclaimed Yuliana. "Our quatr
saint is to be honored in your family. What a gege!"

"He will have to live up to a great saint's nanrerharked
Ilvan. "The holy Archbishop of Myra helped the poamd he
saved sailors by calming stormy seas with his psaye

"He did much more than just that,” commented Yudian
"He built houses for travelers and hospitals fa fick and
needy. He was always performing charitable deedse T
charitable deed | enjoyed hearing about duringisesvfor
St. Nikola was the one about the three bags of twt he
gave as a gift to three impoverished sisters dgcaemight
in order to save them from a life of shame."

"He performed miracles, too, didn't he?" asked Mash
wanting to find out more about the patron saint rtbat her
baby was going to carry his name.

"The most well-known miracle,” said Yuliana, who
seemed to be an authority on the compassionatg Sams
when he traveled to the Holy Land where Hristos haisn,
crucified and resurrected. A storm arose at sed, fam
gathered the people together to pray for their tgafe
Immediately the storm stopped, and the people €diim
was because of his prayers.”
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"l heard somewhere that he was one of the FatHdtseo
church summoned to the First Ecumenical Synod oealin
325 A.D. by Emperor Constantine,” said lvan. "Héphd
establish the teaching that the Son is of the sessence as
the Father, as we are taught in oukmooBeganue
npaBoclaBHbIA  Bepel/ispovedaniye  pravoslavniya  veri
(profession of orthodox faith)."”

"What | learned most from his exemplary life,” said
Yuliana, as the discussion continued to unfoldcop®, "was
his practice of love and charity in a true fathenlgy. His
favorite teaching was taken from the life of HristdFor |
was hungry and you gave me food, | was thirsty poal
gave me drink, | was a stranger and you welcomed me
naked and you clothed me, sick and in prison andwsited
me . . . Truly, | say to you, as you did it to afehe least of
these, you did it to me.™

The memory of St. Nikola began to fade in Masharsdm
as she began thinking of the next stage in her'bdibg--the
christening.

"When will we be able to get the nastoyatel (miristo
perform the christening?" asked Masha, turning faee
away from the sleeping baby at her breast and taplp at
her husband.

"l talked with Simeon,"” said Ivan, "and he assureslthat
he would perform the ceremony even if we aren'thef
Sinkiang group. | explained to him that our newtogatel
(elder) was supposed to leave on a train soon wafteleft;
but we didn't hear from him. Simeon said this Synaauld
be the best day. He mentioned that there was a sres|ll
holyday on Tuesday in memory of the miracle-worker
Spiridon, and we could do it then if we so desired.

"I'd rather do it on Sunday," decided Masha.

"Simeon read from higcras/ustav (book of rules) that
Tuesday is the day when the sun returns from witder
summer; that's when the day becomes longer andigjine
shorter," said Ivan.

"I still prefer Sunday,” said Masha, finalizing the
decision-making process. Ivan said no more.
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On the twelfth day, the ship entered the port afitG&s
Brazil. The Old Believers were met by a delegatenfrthe
World Council of Churches who had already arrantesr
immediate transportation by cable railway to Saal®a
There they were to stay for several days, and they
would be transported to their new home in Pontas&p
which was about 250 miles southwest of Sao Paulo.

On Sunday, a small group gathered together for the
christening ceremony in a small hotel room in tlearh of
Sao Paulo. Simeon was the nastoyatel (minister) who
performed the ceremony in his calf-length black k®n
robe. He dipped the brown-haired head and nakeg béd
the awakened baby into a large pan of water threest
Once in the name of the Father, the second tinteemame
of the Son, and the third time in the name of tlodytbpirit.
Then he prayed over the baby. During the liturgpralyer he
officially named the crying child Nikolai, linkingpim with
the heavenly patron saint. After establishing thigdts entry
into the unity of the Church--on earth as it isheaven--the
nastoyatel made the sign of the blessed holy cufss
protection over the wide-eyed infant, and then bekta
small lead cross on a thong and hung it arounddhisting
neck of the screaming child. He gladly handed ttogégsting
baby into the hands of the waiting Godfather, whasesing
was next in order.

The Godparent, who was chosen for the solemn amtasi
was Vasily Velikov, who had become very close fdgmvith
lIvan and Masha ever since they met in Hong Konge Th
Godfather had agreed to the task of providing ts@tiand
religious instruction to the child whenever needkding
their journey through life together. He was linkedhe child
not in a biological or economical way, but in argpal and
religious way; while lvan and Masha were the phisic
parents, Vasily was the spiritual parent. Zinai¥asily's
wife, had hastily cross-stitched a tiny tunic-ligleirt for the
newborn to wear after the ceremony, and she precktunl
dress the twisting body.
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"Bor cMorpu kakoit oH Ooiikuii/Vot smotri kakoy on
boykiy," (Will you look at that lively little fellev) laughed
Vasily as the mood of the occasion changed fronstthemn
to the festive.

"He probably doesn't want you to hang all thoserrode
around his neck,” observed Yuliana, who had reckiae
special invitation from Masha.

Zinaida struggled for a couple of minutes with weving
arms, and then she finally managed to fit the srelihy
light-blue silk pybamka/rubashka (small shirt) over the
child's head and arms. The five pairs of cherrieshe front
panel each had a yellow flower and six green le&vesake
a whole unit. The only noticeable difference inteaait was
the position of the yellow flower, which alternateEdm left
to right on the stem as the eye roved up and ddwere
were also eight tiny cherries cross-stitched arouhe
circular collar. All in all, the artistic stitch wk looked like a
fruitful cherry tree done in miniature.

"And here's something for the head," said Vasitinding
out a simple white bonnet that had been passed dowis
family. It showed little sign of wear and tear.had been
well preserved.

"Now let's see how thisosic/poyas (belt) fits," proceeded
Yuliana. It was her turn to take part in the trihal
dressing festival after the baptismal ceremony. &lssed
herself, then she read the prayer on the belt fiaatly she
wrapped the belt around the waist of the tired b&he tied
the belt in a bow at the back near the bottom efgpine.
The sleepy infant squirmed a little at first atelt the grip of
the constricting cord, but then he slipped gentlioithe
encircling arms of the waiting mother and was gsleea
wink.

"Now he looks like a real Russian Old Believer,"
commented Ivan in a tone of fatherly pride.

"His cross should be tucked inside the shirt," Sirdeon,
who had up till now quietly observed the festistieithout
comment. He knew that his role was to perform cahky
liturgical part for the child, and the rest wastle hands of

73



the parents. But he always was on the look-out dioy
violation of church law.

Masha took the common one-inch cross in her hawnd an
was about to tuck it back behind the shirt, whes isbticed
something peculiar on the back side of the crossrevithe
prayer was usually inscribed.

"This prayer looks a little different,” said Mashaho
recognized Church Slavonic letters enough to notce
variation from her own cross that she wore arousrdhieck.

"l forgot to tell you about the inscription,” apgiaed
Simeon. "l was going to read it for you, but th&ant started
screaming. | made it myself back in Kulzha, whehad the
instruments and the mold to pour the lead into. The
inscription is taken from a holy book, and it reads

'Kpec xpanuten Beeit cenennam/Kres hranityel vsey selenam
Kpec Kpacora nepkosnas/Kres krasota tserkovnaya

Kpec Anrenam cnas/Kres Angelam slav

Kpec 6ecsm si3Ba/Kres besyam yazva.'"

(The Cross is the Protector of all the world

The Cross is the Beauty of the Church

The Cross is glorious to the Angels

The Cross is a plague to the demons)

"That's a marvelous prayer,” spoke up Vasily
contemplatively. "It really expresses the variousamings of
the cross."

"I'm sure Kolya will be proud to wear it,” said Mas She
gave a sign that it was nursing time, and the gaiteat
once began to disperse.

Several days later the Old Believers finally ard\a their
destination--Ponta Grossa, "the Princess of thesskads."
There was free land provided for them about eigliesn
from the city of Ponta Grossa, which was in theestaf
Parana, "Land of Pines." There was also assistgivea to
them with the farming of the land by their sponsdise
World Council of Churches. They set up their sefgara
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villages near each other, the Sinziantsi from Singi
sticking together in their established family greypnd the
Harbintsi from Harbin forming their ownocénku/posyolki
(little villages) of families and their relative®lood lines
seemed to run thicker than religious systems, actl stuck
to their own kind in spite of mutual beliefs. Eveally, more
boatloads of Old Believers came and more villageseveet
up.

And so four long years of farming and struggling fo
survival passed, and the OIld Believers became more
discontent with their life in poverty-stricken BraDaily the
men would come home either from the rice and watérm
fields or from the market places in Ponta Grossd, they
would complain to their wives about the harvestt thad
been washed away by torrents of rain or about thted
market and the low prices that were paid for theplss
harvest. Corrupt tax collectors roamed like bandgsn the
highways and the byways, and things went from hbad t
worse. The voices of the people appealed bothdcsé#nts
in the high heaven and to the nations of the darthelp.

Someone up there in the high heaven must have been
looking out for the OId Believers, for in 1962 an
organization called the Tolstoy Foundation in Newrkl
caught wind of the plight of the Old Believers inaBil. The
organization had taken its name from the great iBoss
novelist Lev Tolstoy, who had helped many needypfeeo
during his life on earth in an attempt to express true
Christian spirit of love and brotherhood.

And so it came to pass that the Tolstoy Foundagneed
to sponsor the majority of the Old Believers in avento the
United States of America. Ivan and several othardis
group from Harbin were able to pay at least parthafir
plane fare and still have a small savings to bédi@ in
America. The group from Sinkiang also managed t&kema
the move, in spite of heavy losses at the marketpl&8ome
managed to move in later years. Some were so pabthey
couldn't get on their feet to move. Others werewealthy to
want to move.
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Chapter 6 -- " TheBirth of Hristos (Christ)"

"He has grown up to be a big boy," said Masha, matc
Nikolai run up the ramp into the modern Boeing 707
intercontinental jetliner.

"You can see how excited he is about going to Acaeti
said Ivan, running to catch up with the little sper.

"Don't let him get too far ahead,” called Mashae Sh
watched her husband pursue young Nikolai. She veabbl
slowly behind, trying to carry the new load thatswarming
inside her. It was five years since she had Nika@ad she
was due to have another baby within several months.

"Kolya, stay with us," said Masha, reprimanding hey
for running ahead. "Hold him by the hand, Ivan,& slaid to
her husband.

Together the family of three boarded the plane tad
their assigned seats. They buckled their seat et
crossed themselves with a silent prayer to the
boroponunia/Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) for protection.
Then the jet plane lifted its wings and soared dkierclouds
into the bright blue sky.

"We're finally going to America,” said Masha exdite
Her heartbeat slowed down and her tightened muscles
relaxed as the jet airliner reached the cruisirigude of
33,000 feet.

"We waited long enough for this moment,” answered
lvan. He let go of Masha's relaxed hand, and treefe&ned
over Nikolai's shoulder to watch the scenery below.

"Uro Th! Buaems/Shto ti vigyesh?" (What do you see?)
asked Ivan as his bushy beard brushed against alg&elar.
Nikolai had his eyes glued to the small oval winddwing
the entire take-off and flight through the cloubl®w, as the
clouds started to thin out, he was excitedly cglibut some
of the geographical landmarks that he was observing

"There's a big river down there and a lot of graees,"
exclaimed Nikolai, who had never seen anything feuoh a
height before.
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"That must be the jungle you're seeing," resporidad.
"Do you see any mountains?"

"Not yet,” answered Nikolai, who was crowding for
position at the window with his dad.

"We should be in America by midnight,” interjected
Masha, who was beginning to show signs of wearindss
think I'll take a nap."

Masha pushed the button to put the reclining seat &
comfortable sleeping position and soon she wasdsisep.
Her mind fantasized several images of what Amenoald
be like before the screen of her mind flickered aveht
blank. She felt more at ease now that their wildssn
experience in Brazil was over.

lvan sat back in his chair and thought of the filerne
had left behind in Brazil. Vasily and his family chatayed
until they could pay off some of their debts to thenk and
be free to go. Ivan's other friend, Antip Svyatagorhad
been more fortunate; Antip had saved his rice dutime
surplus season and sold it to the market when émeadd
and the price went back up. In such a manner Amép able
to accumulate more wealth than his fellow Old Bedrs and
competitors. He was one of the first to head fa $tate
called Oregon, which was the name on the lips lodatload
of Old Believers who had come via Los Angeles back
1959 and who had been told by Russian Molokankear_bs
Angeles area that Oregon was the place to geinitdrming
berries.

"Tarsa/Tyatya,"” (Daddy) abruptly said Nikolai, snapping
lvan out of his reverie. "What is America like?"

"It has a lot of big cities, like Sao Paulo,” ansegelvan.
He was amazed at his son's sophisticated questaople
in American have a lot of money. They have theindwuse
and car, and they get to go anywhere they want to."

"Will we have our own car, too?" asked Nikolai, vglBo
starry-blue eyes lit up with the thought of spegdiown the
road in a fast car.

"Yes, we will," answered Ivan confidently.
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Nikolai's face beamed, and he threw his arms ardusd
dad's neck as if to say "thank you.”" He had heandtvihe
wanted to hear, and that made him the happiestirbdlye
world. He imagined himself sitting tall beside fasher and
zooming down the highway and around curves.

"But you have to learn youxsoyka/Azbuka (Primer) first
before you can ride in the car,” said Ivan withhals on his
face. He knew his son was ready to learn to readhtily
books like he had when he was a boy. Now he had
something to motivate him with--the thought of ngiin a
car.

"How much of theAsoyka/Azbuka (Primer) do | have to
learn before | can ride in the car?" bargained Niko

"As soon as you learn all the letters of the alghaind
you memorize special church words for each letfethe
alphabet,” said Ivan. He made the deal and theedad@s
soon as you finish that, then I'll buy a car aricetgou for a
ride. But then you'll have to promise to learn ¢ad all the
prayers in the\3oyka/Azbuka (Primer)."

"All right,” said Nikolai somewhat reluctantly. Harned
his face back to the oval window and kept his eyeghe
shifting terrain below. He thought about all thechevork he
would have to do before he could ride in the canatT
thought made him feel kind of sad. With that thdugh his
mind he too drifted off to sleep.

By midnight the plane arrived at the Portland Antpas
scheduled. The sleepy family walked down the ramp @ut
to the terminal. Ivan had been given a phone nurtteall
when he arrived, and so he phoned Antip's number an
waited.

"Kro rosoput/Kto govorit?" (Who's speaking?) asked a
sleepy masculine voice.

"This is me, Ivan," responded Ivan.

"lvan Bogolubov?" asked the surprised voice.

"Ila/Da (Yes), itis I," answered Ivan.

"Where are you?" asked the voice.
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"At the airport, waiting for you," said lvan, whath by
now recognized Antip's voice. It sounded so diffirever
the telephone.

“I'll be right there in about an hour,” said Antifi¥ou
wait by the front door and I'll drive up for you.hlve a
surprise for youbor 6yap ¢ To60ii/Bog bud' s toboy. (God
be with you.)"

lvan was surprised to hear that his friend wasadlye
driving a car. It was only a year ago that Antip Imade the
move to America. He wondered what the surprise thas
Antip had hurriedly mentioned before he hung up the
telephone. Ivan thought it might be a new car thatip
wanted to show-off.

Within an hour Antip drove up in a 1957 blue Chédeto
Antip honked the horn and Ivan picked up his twg bags
of luggage and headed for the car with Masha arkblali
trailing behind. In the car with Antip was an oldehd of
lvan's from China.

"Andrey Ribrov!" exclaimed Ivan when he finally got
close enough to the car to make out his old freefate.

"lvan Bogolubov! My dear friend!" exclaimed Andreg
he opened the car door and stepped out to embisa&eeind
in the Russian style. The circle of friendship hagen
reestablished once again.

"How did you get to America?" asked Ivan. "And when
did you come here?"

Antip loaded the luggage in the trunk while Masma a
Nikolai climbed in the back seat with Ivan. Ivart sahind
Andrey as Andrey began his story.

"Did you hear of the group that landed in Los Amgebn
the way to Brazil?" asked Andrey.

"Yes, we did," answered Ivan. "That's the group thhl
us about Woodburn, Oregon. They built their owtagé not
too far from ours."

"Well,” continued Andrey. "When | talked with a
Molokan man named Moisey Bogdanov, who happened to
be visiting his relatives in Los Angeles, he tolé that he
would take me to Oregon and he would sign spongorsh
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papers for me if | agreed to help him work on hesri farm
for the summer. | told him I'd be glad to. So waystd with
Moisey, and he took me and my family to the immiigmra
office to file all the necessary papers.”

"Did Paraskeva have some children?" asked Masha whe
she heard Andrey mention the word family. The lasie
Masha saw Paraskeva was back in Harbin, and Paeske
was still childless.

"Oh, excuse me, | forgot to tell you," apologizeddiey,
turning his attention to Masha and her son Nikdlare got
one daughter named Haritina, who was born in Clesa
than a year after you left. And | have two fine bay few
years younger than your boy. The older one is dalle
Prokopy; he was born in Hong Kong while we weretingi
for a ship. The younger one is called Nestor. Nests born
in Woodburn in 1961."

"So he's the first Old Believer born in America,"
commented Masha.

"l believe so," remarked Andrey. "I haven't heafcany
other Old Believers that had children here, yet.fduot,
besides myself, Antip was one of the first of ould O
Believers to come to Oregon. He came last year tathis
same time."

"That's right," affirmed Antip, who had been busyihg
through the city of Portland and now was makingi@ to
enter Interstate Highway 5. "That's when he helpedind a
small berry farm with a small house on it. It hadee small
bedrooms and a nice kitchen for my wife. | addesirall
tool shack to the side of the house by the ongyasage. It
was a lot better than that hut on stilts that we inaBrazil."

"Anyway, getting back to my story," interjected Agg,
who turned his attention back to his friend Ivar.ot
remember that house | had in China?" Ivan noddsdéad
affirmatively. "I sold it for a good price and | maged to
take most of the money out of the country. So wtien
official in the immigration office saw that | wabla to bring
a substantial sum of money into the American econand
at the same time not be a hardship to a sponserstamped
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my papers with the seal of approval and they aecepte
into the United States."

"You sly businessman,"” remarked Ivan. "You always
have a way of making money work for you."

"That's the only way to get ahead in this worldjiratted
Andrey. 'Tlepex 6orom craB CBEYKY, MEpea CYyIbCHO—
mermok/Pered Bogom stav svechku, pered soodyoy--meshok.'
(Before God you should place a candle, but befquelge--a
bag). That's what outocnosura/poslovitsa (proverb) says.
And you know that a bag means a bag of money, had t
judge is any government official."

"That's so true,” concurred Antip. He was driving h
sturdy and solid car 65 miles per hour down theviay
toward Woodburn. Nikolai was standing up in thekband
looking over Antip's shoulder as the Chevrolet'ghei
cylinder motor moved the car speedily down the rddd
had never seen a car go so fast.

"And so my sponsor Moisey Bogdanov brought me i® th
rich Willamette River valley and showed me all tiad farm
land,” proceeded Andrey. "He helped me find a twexre
berry farm with a beautiful home, and in the meastil
helped him on his farm. He was a good and friemdan.
His children had grown up and had married, and las w
starting to get bald. His children were hardly Rass
anymore. They spoke more English than Russian,tlaeyl
had forgotten many of the old Russian ways."

"Tell lvan about the church they go to,” said Antip
Andrey had told Antip about his experience in theldkan
church.

"Moisey invited me to come to his church one Surtday
began Andrey, obliging his friends. "He begged meisit at
least once. | told him our holy books warn us abistening
to heretical teachings and about visiting heretdairches.
He insisted, however, and | agreed to go just oWdeen |
entered their church | was shocked. It didn't Idide a
church at all. There were no holy ikons and no knd
burning to honor the saints, Hristos and the Bodisa
(Mother of God). Then the minister started talkaigput the
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Bible and reading: Kak HOBOpPOXXICHHBIC MJIaJICHIIBI,
BO3JIOOUTE YHCTOE CJIOBECHOE MOJIOKO, Ia0Bl OT HEro
Bo3pacth Bam Bo cmacenue/Kak  novorozhdyoniye
mladyentsi, vozlyubitye chistoye slovesnoye molatabi ot
nego bozrasti vam vo spaseniye.' (As newborn bablessre
the sincere milk of the Word, that ye may grow étgrinto
salvation.) Then someone would come in the door and
everyone would stand up. The minister would stdkirtg
and everyone would sayCtiacu, I'ociogu/Spasi, Gospodi.”
(Save us, Lord.) This happened every time someaiked
through the door. | told myself that was the fast last time
| was entering into their 'house of prayer’; thattsat they
call it."

"That's not all,” said Antip. "One time this Moisegme
to my house to get acquainted, and he started lureato
me aboutUucyc/lesous. | kindly showed him our holy
books, where the nanidcycs/Isous was spelled differently
than theirllucyc/lesous. | explained to him that their lesous
was different than our Isous. 'What? Different? Hzam that
be?' he asked me. "Your lesous is a different gdgtinized
god," | told him, 'whereas our Isous is the sahanded
down to us from old Slavonic church books and cittes.’
'‘But lesous is taken from the Greek form lesousijciwh
means healer,” said Moisey, who seemed to be very
knowledgeable in the Scriptures. 'We have proomfrst.
Dimitry of Rostov in his holy book Possick/Rosisk™
(Inquiry) that Isous and lesous mean two diffegggrisons,’ |
told him. He said, 'You probably don't know thabrfr
antiquity the name of the savior had been figurgdtte
number 888, which is summed up in the name lestiig.'
don't follow that teaching,' | said. 'And anothbing," said
Moisey before we parted company, 'the first twdelest of
the name of lesous have a sacred mystery hiddieim, for
in the Greek 1=10 and n=8." That was the end of our
discussion, for | wasn't about to hear any morehisf
heretical teachings.”
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"l think that's when Moisey found out for certalmt he
couldn't convert us to his belief,” said Andreyndaso he
quit trying after that."

"So where do you hold your church services?" adkaal.
He had wanted to ask that question ever since Andre
mentioned the Molokan church.

"In my house," answered Andrey. "That's how eveeyon
used to do it in China--find the biggest house hade the
church services there. This time | happen to hheebtggest
house with the largest living room you've ever seéou'll
see it tonight."

"Tonight?" asked Ivan in a surprised tone.

"I've arranged with my wife, Paraskeva, to take ymual
your family into our house until we can find yowplkace to
live," stated Andrey. " She just had the house redain
preparation foPoxxaecrso Xpucroso/Pozhdyestvo Hristovo
(Christmas)."

"l don't know what to say," said Ivan as he triechbld
back the tears of joy and gratitude. "All | can sgyou're a
great friend. Cmacu Xpucroc/Spasi Hristos' (Save us
Hristos)." He used the phrase Spasi Hristos (Saudristos)
as a sign of gratitude instead of sayiagacubo/spasibo
(thank you). [Spasibo is the shortened form Ofiacu
bor/Spasi Bog', which means 'Save us God.' Spasiddrist
the form used because salvation is achieved thrbiighos. ]

Antip slowed down as he came to the Woodburn-St.Pau
exit. Then he turned east towards Woodburn. He arov
through the small town and headed towards the otgsif
town across highway 99E. Within three miles frone th
crossroads of 99E, the old Pacific highway, andneating
highway 214, the car came to a turn-off and drovenda
dirt road to Andrey's house. It was dark and gagethe car
stopped outside the two-car garage.

Paraskeva turned on the porch light when she hibard
car drive up. Ivan and Masha entered the housebaned
toward the east corner of the large living room rehan ikon
of the Bogoroditsa (Madonna) and Christ-child weeraed
with surrounding embroidered curtains. The guestweul
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toward the hosts with the greetin@adpos xusére/Zdorov
zhivyotye" (Live in good health), and the hosts kdw
toward the guests with the responseMulioctu
npocum/Milosti prosim” (We ask for mercy).

The host, Andrey, brought in the luggage into tify
room and showed Ivan the sofa-bed that was alrsatiyp
for them to sleep on. The hide-away-bed was comvelyi
set up in the corner of the spacious family roorhiclv was
used as a guest room whenever the need arose.obtess,
Paraskeva, showed Masha the second bathroom aed
features of the house so that Masha wouldn't gatifothe
roomy house during the night. Then she left thedtiMasha
on her own.

Masha went to sleep with young Nikolai beside hbilev
her husband Ivan talked with Andrey into the dewwurs of
the new day.

It was the day before the Russian Christmas. In
evening there would be a service in preparation tha
midnight service, which would celebrate the birthGhrist
with candle lights. The midnight service would aode with
the old style Christmas, which would be on Tuesdapuary
the 7th (13 days later than the Christmas obsebyethe
western world).

It was the year 1964, and to Masha and Ivan it intemn
birth of a new life. For Masha it was a dream fipalome
true. America was all that she had ever imaginegbiild be.
She wished for a house just like her friend Panzskead.
Nikolai wished his dad would get a car just liketifsts. Ivan
wished that America would be just as good to hinit &sd
been to his friends.

At the midnight service, the three families that teen
brought together by the will of God joined theirices
together to chant the liturgy to the Blessed Virfginhaving
given birth to the Christ-child, who was to resto@
mankind the original image of eternal life whichist&d
before the fall of Adam. The liturgy to all the & and
heavenly hosts was chanted, and the petitMnoitiite bora

oth

the

o nac rpemasix/Molitye Boga o nas greshnikh" (Pray to God
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for us sinners) was intoned repeatedly as a refraime
faithful prayed, "The Lord has sent redemption tds H
people.” Then the candles were lit to celebratebginning
of the feast of the Nativity of Christ and the esfdthe 40-
day period of fasting.

The small group joyously chanted in the Gregoribant
style as the light of day began to ascend on trstesa
horizon: "PoxnmectBo TBoe Xpucre boke Hami, BoO3cus
MHUPOBH CBET pa3yMa: B HEM 00 3Be3/1aM CIyXKall[uil 3B€3/1010
yqaxycs, Te0e KIaHATHUCS COJHITY TMpaBabl, U TeOE BEIETH C
BBICOTHI BocTOKa: ['ocmoau, ciaBa Tebe./Rozhdyestvo tvoyo
Hristye Bozhe nash, vozsiya mirovi svet razumayem bo
zvezdam sluzhashchiy zvezdoyu uchahucya, tebye
klanyatisya solntsu pravdi, e tebye vedyeti s vigostoka:
Gospodi slava tebye." (Thy Birth, O Christ our Godse
upon the world as the light of knowledge: for thghuit
those who had adored the stars were taught by ratsta
worship thee, the sun of righteousness, and to khew, the
dayspring from on high. O Lord, glory to thee.)

CANDLE
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Chapter 7 -- " Synod of the M other of God"

When the Tuesday morning service commemorating the
Nativity of Christ was finished, the tired worshegp were
about to disband when all of a sudden tiny fiveryad
Haritina shouted from the living room window, "It's
snowing!"

Andrey and his wife Paraskeva rushed to the winttmw
see if their daughter was telling the truth. Ivard aMasha
followed to see what the excitement was all abAatip and
his wife Evgenia joined the crowd at the wide sceni
window. The snow was coming down in flurries, ahdvas
sticking to the cold January ground. A thin whitepet was
laid over the earth as if to commemorate the punrgiVv
Birth of the Redeemer of all Mankind.

"That's the first time it snowed this winter," ammced
Andrey, whose eyes reflected the white, glistersngw.

"It's probably the first and last time for this yga
commented his wife, Paraskeva.

"lvan brought us this blessing," speculated Antip.

"l was just thinking the same thing," said Mashaaaed
at the coincidence. "l was thinking that the snosv i
welcoming us to Oregon and to a new life in Ametfica

"Mama," yelled Nikolai, who had come to life withet
rest of the children. "May we go outside to playthwihe
snow?"

"Can we go makeenoseka u3 cuera/cheloveka iz cnyega
(@ man out of snow),” begged Haritina, pulling &ar h
mother's calf-length dress.

"Kolya will get a cold,"” said Ivan. "His lungs aneak."

"ITyckaii/Puskaiy,” (let them) said Andrey. "It only snows
once or twice a year here, in what some call tapdha belt'.
At least let the children have some fun.”

The mothers dressed the children in warm clothed, a
within minutes the children were scraping up th& 8offy
snow with their mittens and making snowballs. Thght
sky slowly changed to day and the hidden sun rpsa the
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eastern horizon. The white snow silently floated the
outstretched hands of the children, who were tryongatch
the crunchy flakes and savor the pure watery testheir
mouths.

The mothers and fathers watched the children fiolibe

thickening snow; they received vicarious pleasurg b

watching, for in so doing they were rememberingrtben
childhood. The days of innocence and irrespongbili
seemed to be like paradise in comparison to thé tethk of
providing food and shelter for the family. The dnén were
care-free, playful, and had no thought for tomorrevhile
the adults were constantly anxious about work amnchys
worried about what the future had in store for them

The heavenly snow seemed to cover all the earthalind
the homes with one gigantic blanket of forgetfumesd
rest. It was on snowy days that most people jusit@hto sit
home by a warm fire and watch the earth fill up hwit
whiteness. Andrey went out to the patio to get mnfal of
alder wood for the fire. He had a blazing fire &tiag in no
time at all. The men gathered around the warmifir¢he
brick fireplace and swapped stories about China Bwadil
and made plans for a fishing trip to the coast,levitihe
women gathered around the stove in the kitchentalkéd
about their growing children.

It turned out to be an all day affair at Andrey@use.
Everyone was having a good time and no one wantstbp
the festivities. The women spent all day baking endking
Russian bread, all sorts efkycku/zakuski (sweet pastry for
snacks), komrersi/kotlety (cutlets), namma/lapsha
(vermicelli), and mupommxwu/piroshki (turnovers with meat
filling). Andrey brought out his fermente6para/braga (a
home-brewed wine made from berries) and toasted
friends with the end of the 40-day Christmas fasd ¢he
beginning of the great feast, which would continoeone
form or another until the next fasting period. Maat milk
products, which were prohibited during the Chriddrfest in
preparation for the new birth, were once again [tézch by
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the Ycras/Ustav (book of rules), which regulated the daily
dietary life of the Old Believer.

The children had finished making &uerypouka
/ISnegurochka (Snow-Maiden) and JAenx Mopos/Dyed
Moroz (Grandfather Winter) by mid-morning, and they
excitedly rushed into the warm house to tell thearents
about their four-feet tall creations. The dwarfesizfigures
stood like two guards in the front yard, and tlamns-made-
from-birch-branches dangled below their girdled sttaRed
stones were set in their eye sockets, and carrets taken
from the refrigerator to make the nose. Prokopyéban old
black Russian hat that his father Andrey had throwhin
the garage, and Haritina found an old flowery Rarssicarf.
Old-man Winter and the Snow-Maiden were crowned wit
the headgear, and they took on a personality dibfin
Russian.

By evening it was time to observe a minor holyday i
remembrance of the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God)wats
one of the numerous days during the church calepear
that the Bogoroditsa was commemorated. There wise a
two ikons of the Bogoroditsa that were especiattyportant
to the Russians because of the Blessed Virgin'acmious
appearance on Russian soil; they were "Our Lady of
Vladimir* and "Our Lady of Kazan." As "Our Lady of
Vladimir," she was the embodiment piunenue/umileniye
(motherly tenderness); as "Our Lady of Kazan," whs the
Heavenly Queen.

Masha was so tired and exhausted by the festiwfi¢ise
previous day that by the time the evening servmetiie
Mother of God came around, she was hardly consadbus
her mechanical prayers and bowings. She was slmsigg
consciousness by the time the service ended; had he
nodded constantly during the service, and she yatelod
on her feet. Several times she thought she waggoirall,
but Paraskeva stood by her side and supported itlerher
right shoulder during Masha's weak moments.

Masha was thankful when she finally slumped down on
the hide-away-bed and fell into a sound sleep. @rered
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her with a goose-feather blanket and kissed hed-gaoght
on the cheek.

It was exactly 1:30 A.M. when Masha awoke with ado
"T'ociogu momuyit/Gospodi Pomilui” (Lord, have mercy)
that startled Ivan and brought him instantly to $ide.

"What's wrong?" asked Ivan as he tried to calm dbign
sobbing wife.

"l just had a terrible dream," sobbed Masha. Heoleh
body seemed to vibrate and tremble as if she hstdspen a
ghost.

"What did you see in your dream?" asked Ivan. Hd he
his shaking wife in his arms and tried to comfoer land
bring her back to herself.

"l was in a strange world where people were toduoe
their sins,” began Masha. Her eyes gazed into #re f
distance as she tried to recall the details ofothrexpowering
dream. "l remember seeing a lady in white clotl@sing to
me out of the sky and saying to me, 'Come andleeeduls
that have suffered upon the face of the earth aritd fire.'
She was wearing a very brilliant crown on her haad a
golden halo encircled her head. She looked likeBlessed
Virgin, Bogoroditsa (Mother of God), for she hadad and
sorrowful look on her face. Then she took me byhhad
and led me to the south where the land was burfnamy the
heat of the sun. She said to me: 'This land isgosaorched
with famine because of the sins of the people.'[@heted to
a river of fire which was full of snakes. A dragoeared its
head out of the waters. She said: 'The people geursthe
river of fire are those tortured by fire and snakassins of
lechery, cannibalism, and murder, for they sinngairest the
flesh.' Then | saw a man hanging by one foot aasked the
Holy Virgin what he was being punished for. Sheliesh
'He is devoured eternally by worms, for he soldduosl for
silver and gold, and he stepped all over peoplefiftiry
lucre." Then | saw a woman hanging by her tongu# lan
asked the Holy Virgin: 'What has she done wrong®l e
Holy Virgin answered, 'This woman used to say &wkrds
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and gossiped, and now her tongue has brought hetetoal
ruin and damnation . . .'

"Then the Blessed Virgin lifted me out of the figggion,
and | felt like I was flying northward through arkdaunnel.
As we flew through the dismal darkness, | heara¢e®ithat
pierced my heart like arrows. And for the first érduring
this strange dream, | wanted to cry. | asked thes&id
Virgin, 'Whose voices are those?' She answereasH lare
the voices crying out in the darkness to gods nadeof
wood and stone. They did not believe in the Holinity;
instead they called upon the sun and the moon lanearth
and the water and worshipped them as gods." And ¢he
voice called out, 'Blessed One! Come nearer so amesee
light, for we have not seen light for ages.' Angldpt when |
heard the plaintive voice. Then the Blessed Viagked the
voice, 'Why did you refuse to believe in the Fathlee Son,
and the Holy Ghost?' The distant voice answerech wit
clenched teeth, 'We suffered from pride in oursghaexd we
gloried in our own achievements, forgetting from owh
came our life, breath and spirit. We did not evesnivto
honor you, Blessed One, nor acknowledge that fromwas
born the Lord Isous Hristos, who, having come ia fllesh,
has redeemed the world from sin." Then the Ble&&8gagin
reprimanded the voice coming from the darknessingay
'Why did you live in error? Did you not know thall a
creation honors me and my son?'

"And with those words the Blessed Virgin left theice
in utter darkness again, and we continued northl we
came to a fiery cloud filled with people. These dhe
people who laid around in bed during holydays amdnibt
attend church," spoke the Holy Virgin. 'And the ®mveho
refused to say their prayers are also there.'netimy face
from the fiery cloud, for | remembered skipping atuand
prayers during some of the holydays.

"Then we sailed eastward in a boat upon the waVes o
wide river, and it appeared as if the water wadirapiln the
water were heads of men and women bobbing up amwt do
like corks, and they appeared to be drowning. Tlea end
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women were hardly able to sdyp¢tnoan nomunyit/Gospodi
pomilui' (Lord, be merciful) before another wave hufiling
water would pull them down below the surface oftriler.

"And then | saw a host of angels and saints watchirer
the sinners and praying in unison: 'Holy, Holy, YiaHoly
God and holy Bogoroditsa (Mother of God), we praise
and the Son of God born of you. Rejoice, Sourcéight
Eternal; rejoice, giver of birth to the Son, theafd of old,
creator of ages and redeemer of those that prayoto
Intercede for the sinners, and pray to our Lordtler entire
world.'

"And suddenly the Holy Virgin spoke in a loud vaice
'‘God have mercy upon them." And the waves on theraa
ceased and were still. Then the Holy Virgin askesltost of
angels about the sinners in the boiling waters, sivel was
told that the Jews who tormented and crucifiedSwr were
tormented there in like manner. The Holy Virgin ned
away from that place, and the boiling waves oncaimag
drowned the sinners in a perpetual never-endingomot

"Then the Blessed Virgin led me westward and showed
me the intercession of the saints, and | heard nigneer
ceasing prayeflociogu nmomuiyit/Gospodi Pomilui' (Lord,
have mercy). She told me: 'Because of the inteimesd the
saints | will continue to intercede for all mankjrtd bring
their prayers to my Son, the Light of the Worlddda plead
for mercy until the sinners repent of their sinsl &eep the
commandments that were given to them by my Son.'

"At those words | cried out,I"ocrronu momunyii/Gospodi
Pomilui' (Lord, have mercy), and that's when | wake"
Masha ended her account of her dream and fellaniang
silence. She contemplated the meaning of her driam
many days, but she told Ivan not to mention theamirdo
anyone else.
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Chapter 8 -- " Circumcision of Hristos (Christ)"

For several days Masha was unable to forget thantre
she had of the Bogoroditsa (in the literal sensgoBaditsa
is translatable as "she who gave birth to God") laedtrip
through the regions of torment. The images of sine
humanity made her weep copious tears during hgepsan
the morning hours and at night. She used her dpecia
Bogoroditsarecroska/lestovka (rosary) during her prayers.

The lestovka (rosary) was divided into 15 secti@mgl in
each section were ten thin half-inch wide tufts stdirdy
black fabric. Each section was partitioned off fréme next
section by a larger round tuft with a round 3/8fkcmserted
to make the tuft firm. Tiny corks were also insdrieto the
smaller 150 tufts to give it a sturdy look and taka the
lestovka (rosary) durable.

Instead of counting beads to keep track of a pitesdr
number of prayers for any occasion, the Old Beliewused a
hand-made lestovka (rosary) of thick polyester rfilhe
perform the sacred ritual of repetitious prayer.

A decorative triangular-shaped bell made of coloefath
hung on the end of the lestovka (rosary); a secoeitl
seemed to hang from the top bell, and it was hidatethe
top and visible on the bottom. The bell-shaped demmn
seemed to serve as a reminder that the hours waateechoff
by the continuous sound of prayer.

The prayer that Masha recited as she fingered
(mepeuncroBars/perechistovat’) her lestovka with the left
hand and crossed herself with the right hand wasthyer
to the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God):

“boropoautie JleBo panyiics oopamoBanHas Mapus
FOCHO,Z[B C TO6OIO, 0JIarocJIOBEHA THI B )KEHAX

1 OJIArOCJIOBEH ILIO/ YpeBa TBOETO,

aKo poauia ecu Xpucra Craca

N36aBuTens mymam Bammm.”

(Holy Virgin Mother of God joyful Mary,

The Lord is with you. Blessed are you among women
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And blessed is the fruit of thy womb
As you gave birth to Hristos the Savior
Redeemer of our souls.)

After a pause for a breath of air, Masha continued:
“ JIOCTOMHO €CTh SIKO BOUCTUHY, OJaXuTH Ts1 boropoauiie
[TprcHO O6MaKEHHYIO U TIPEHEMOPOYHYIO
U Matepb bora Hamero.

YecTHENIIYIO XEPYBUM,
Y CJIaBHEUITYI0 BOUCTUHY cepadum,
be3 uctinenus bora cnoa poxabuIyto,
Cymyro boropoauity Benuuaem.
Crasa, 1 HBIHE
l'ocnoan nmomunyii. ['ocriogn momMumyil.
INocrou Gi1arociioBH.
IN'ocnoaun Mcyce Xpucre coine boxuit
MonutB paau npedecTsis TBOES MaTepe
H CBATOI'O aHIrejia MOCro XpaHUTEIA,
U BCEX paju CBATHIX,
[Tomuty#i 1 ciacu Ms rpenIHaro
SIKO OJ1ar ¥ 4enoBexIrrooer.”
(Deserving in all truth are you of our praise
Always Blessed and Virgin Bogoroditsa
And Mother of our God.
Most honorable cherubim,
And most glorious in truth seraphim,
The incorruptible God-the-Word is born
And we exalt the true Bogoroditsa.
Praise, now and forever.
Lord, have mercy. Lord, have mercy.
Lord, bless us.
Lord Isous Hristos Son of God
Prayers for the sake of your most honorable mother
With the power of the honored and life-giving cross
And my holy guardian angel,
And for the sake of all the saints
Have Mercy and save me a sinner
For you are good and a lover of humanity.)
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By the time the old style Julian calendar on thdl wsaid
January 1, Masha began to come out of her dazetuged
her attention away from the gloomy suffering wahdt she
had envisioned in her dream. She started to smie again,
and the heavy burden of sorrow that she seemedrty &l
off her shoulders. She played more with the chiidne
Andrey's house, and she helped Paraskeva withoibldng.
Masha also began to talk with Ivan about teachirnigplli
how to read Old Church Slavonic so that he would be
educated in the holy books.

"Ivan, | have something to tell you," said Masha th
morning of January the 1st as they sat arounditbpldice.
They had just finished the service in celebratidntlee
Circumcision of Christ and in memorial also to Basil, the
great Greek teacher who wrote a lot of the litumbicooks
that the Old Believers read during their serviddsey were
alone in the house, for Andrey had gone fishingsteelhead
with Antip, and the children were playing outsidethw
Paraskeva.

"What is it, my dear?" asked Ivan. He slid clogeMasha
and put his arm around her and gently patted hiy tvéh
his left hand. "Is it something about our othetdibne?"

"No, it's still too early for that," remarked Mash&have
three more months to go. It's about Kolya that hinta talk
to you about.”

"What about Kolya?" asked Ivan.

"Kolya told me you would teach him thes6yka/Azbuka
(Primer), and then you would buy a car and take fom
rides in it," said Masha in one steady stream.

"A30yky yuar, Bo Bcio m30y kpuuar/Azbuku uchat, vo
vsyu izbu krichat" (They're learning the primerdahey're
screaming it out throughout the hut), said Ivanptong an
old proverb he had learned. He thought in reveaw kis
Grandfather lov had taught him how to recite théd Ohurch
Slavonic back in China. He could still hear theasshof the
past as the names of the beginning letters,, [Oyku,
Beau/az, buki, vedi] (a, b, ¢) sounded clearly in hasse
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"You will teach him as you promised, won't you?ke
Masha. She was determined to hold Ivan to his word.

"Of course,” responded Ivan immediately. "We'llrsta
today. What better day to start than a holyday."

That same day in the afternoon the seven-year-tddl&
was shown his firsAsoyka/Azbuka (Primer prayer book).
The Azbuka was a small compact book of 48 pages,itan
thin 4 1/2" wide by 7" long form was covered withthan
dark red cover.

"Will you buy a nice car when | learn to read?" edkhe
anxious Nikolai. He had his mind fixed on ridingthre front
seat of a car beside his dad.

"Yes, | promise to buy a nice car for both of us,"
conceded Ivan. "And maybe if you're a good boylaad to
read good enough to recite the holy books in chufitiyet
you a car when you are old enough to drive."

"How old will I have to be?" asked Nikolai with heyes
wide open.

"In America you have to be sixteen years old to get
permit to drive,” said Ivan with a smile on hisda¢ie was
watching his son's eager expression on his faceu"dhly
have nine years to wait," added Ivan facetiously.

"l can't wait," said the hyper-active Nikolai.

"First things first, though,"” said Ivan as he plkhdbe
Azbuka (Primer) in front of Nikolai. "Cross yourkdlefore
you open any holy book. Remember, this will be ybrst
book."

lvan used the worauura/kniga (book) to mean a holy
book. Any other book was always referred to inraidutive
term —xumxka/knizhka (small book).

Nikolai crossed himself and so did Ivan. Then Ivan
opened the tiny book and explained the red titteldmg.

"The red letters say," began Ivan, "'Beginningringion
for any person who desires to study the books df ho
writings.' Now the first prayer you must say wheyupegin
to read this book is, 'In the name of the Fathel twe Son
and the Holy Spirit. Amen.' After that you must yraGod,
give me help and enlighten me in this study.' "
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Nikolai learned to repeat the prayers by heart.nThe
was shown the thirty-six letters that comprised thid
language and he was taught how to recite the nafmeach
letter, which were used as an aid to rememberiegnime
and order of each letter. Afterwards, he was taughead
each letter in combination with one of the eleveswsl
variations. Then a consonant lette' ‘(American "r") was
added to teach the concept of how to blend letters.

Nikolai kept repeating all the letters, and comboes of
letters, for over one hour. Finally he sighed andidated
that he was tired. The father allowed him a halfthbreak
and time for a snack. Then the long process of holy
education continued.

"l will read to you the following words and namést are
shortened in print by the use of a sign we cathara/titla’,
which is used over a word when it needs to be shed to
make room in a line or when it's a commonly useddyo
explained Ivan. "Most of the time therma/titla (shortened-
word sign) is used constantly with words and nathas are
holy and are used over and over, likry/Bg’] (God) and
[Ucw/IST] (Isous).”

"But the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) doesn't halat t
funny sign,"” observed the astute student, pointimgthe
abbreviatedBua/Btsz].

"Very good, you noticed the difference," commentiesl
teacher. "Yes, some words like Bogoroditsa hawettarl on
top to show how the word is shortened. The two most
frequent letters used on top of words @®’ (American 'd’)
and 'c' (American 's'). Sometimes 'T' (Americanist'used,
also."

"You mean like this word with the 'c' ('s’) heresdid
Nikolai, pointing to the word Kpte/Krt] (cross).

"Excellent,” applauded Ivan. "That word ipect/krest
(cross). My, you are a good student. | think I'mingoto
enjoy teaching you."

Several of the Ribrov children had gathered arotired
family room coffee table and were listening quietiby the
reading of the Old Church Slavonic language. Haaitivas
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watching Nikolai show off. Prokopy was following eth
teacher's finger as it pointed to the printed word.

"Now listen to the holy words that you will need to
memorize later," said Ivan.

"All those words!" exclaimed Nikolai with exaspeaoat.

"It's only two pages and a few lines on the thiedyg"
said Ivan, turning the page and showing the tirealent
what lay in store for him.

"That's a lot,” said Nikolai. His face turned redthw
frustration and tears began to well up on the oteners of
his eyes.

"Remember the car,” said the coaxing father. Hehist
arm around his young son and comforted him. "Wake it
nice and slow. It will be hard at first, and youllviiave to
submit to many hours of study, which means les tior
play; but in the long run you will become strongtlie holy
word. And you will learn how to read the holy worfds the
people when they come to church to pray to God."

Nikolai imagined himself reading the holy books. kil
seen a boy about eight years of age reading thHeePback
in Brazil. He recalled the boyish voice chanting thords of
King David:

brnaxxen myx, WKe HEWJE Ha COBET HEUYECTHUBBIX, U Ha

MyTH TPEIIHBIX HE CTa, ¥ Ha CEJAININU TYOUTEIbh HE Cee.
Ho B 3akoHe TOCIIOAHHU BOJIA €T0, U B 3aKOHC €T0 MMOYUYUTHLCH
JIeHb 1 HOlb. U OyneT sSIKo IpeBO CakACHO MPHU UCXOIUIITUX
BOJI, €K€ IUIOJ CBOM JacTh BO BpeMs cBoe. U muct ero He
OTHAJET, ¥ BCS €JIMKA allle TBOPUT, YCIIEET.
(Blessed is the man that walketh not in the coun$e¢he
ungodly, nor standeth in the way of the sinners,sitteth in
the seat of the scornful. But his delight is in tae of the
Lord; and in his law doth he meditate day and nigimd he
shall be like a tree planted by the rivers of watéat
bringeth forth his fruit in his season; his leasakhall not
wither; and whatsoever he doeth shall prosper.)

"What are you daydreaming about?" asked the pexturb
father, who saw that his son's mind had wanderdd of
somewhere into the distance.
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"I was just thinking of Iriney reading bnaxen
myx/Blazhen muzh' (Blessed is the man),” remarked
Nikolai.

"You will learn to read that, too,” commented Ivan.
"Now, let's get back to the words and names with th
tutialtitla (shortened-form sign).”

lvan began reading the long list of holy words aadhes
that seemed to be a children's catechism in thet mos
frequently used holy words. The words simultanepusl
acquainted the beginner with the most importanttshed
holy words and with the religious ideas that wehe t
foundation of the Old Belief. The words were likeyk into
a spiritual world.

For the first letter 'A" (A) were the wordsturen/angel,
anrenbckuii / angelic,apxanren / archangelapxanrenbckuii
/archangelicanocton/apostle amocronsckuit/apostolic.

The letter 6/Be' (B) had:bor/God, boxxecto/Godhead,
boropomuiia / Mother of God, 6naxen / blessed,
omarocioBiaate / consecrate,6marociosenne / blessing,
6naronatasiii / beatific.

The letter 'B' (V) had: Bmageika / Lordship,
Bnanerauma/Our  Lady, BnageiuectBo /  Sovereignty,
Bockpecenne/Resurrection (Sunday).

The letter I'/Ge' (G): Tocmome [/ Lord God,
rocniogctBo/rule, rocymap/state  official, rocmoxun/sir,
rocroxal/lady.

The letter ' (D): Hdyx/Spirit, myxosusri/Spiritual,
Hasun/David, nesuma/virgin, mesctso/virginity, myma/Soul,
nens/day.

The letter 'E' ('ye'): ecrectBo/Substance-essence,
Esanrenus/Gospel, eanrenuct/evangelist,enuckon/bishop,
emucKoncTBo/episcopate.

The letter Nn/Ee' (‘ee’): W3zpawns/Israel,
Wspaunsckuit/Israelite Ucyc/Isous,Mepycannm/Jerusalem.

The letter 'K' (K): Kpect/Cross, kpemenue/Baptism,
Kpecturens/Baptizer.

The letter JI' (L): Jlro6omynpsii/Lover of Wisdom,
mroackoi/human.
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The letter 'M' (M): Myunpsiii/Wise, myapocts/wisdom,
muinocte |/ mercy-grace, muiiocepaue [/ compassion,
musocteiasg/alms-charity, momnursa/prayer, mats/mother,
Mapuss / Mary, myuenuk [/ martyr, mecsary / month,
mitaaenen/infant.

The letterH' (N): He6o/heaven-skyne6ecusiit/heavenly,
Har/our, uerHe/NOW-today.

The letter 'O" (O):Oreun/father, oreuectro/fatherland,
oreueckuti/fatherly.

The letter IT/Pe" (P):ITpemympocts / All-wise, npecton
/throne-altar mpenogo6Hsrii/reverend paBeansiii/righteous-
just, mpopox/prophetmpenreua/forerunner.

The letter 'P' ('R’): PoxnmectBo/Christmas-nativity,
poxnaecteerckuit/of Christmas.

The letter 'C' (S): Cear/Holy, cssmennuk/priest,
conHie/sun, cepaue/heart, crpacre/passion, cmeprs/death,
cnasa/praise ceer/light-lamp.

The letter 'T' (T): Tpouua/Trinity, tpect/trust, thrice
blessed, thrice holy.

The letter 'Y' ('U): Yuurens/Teacher, yuenuk/student,
yuenuia/school-girls,yuénsriii/scholarly.

The letter 'X' ('kh") Xpucroc/Hristos, Xpucros/of Hristos,
Xpuctuanus/Christian.

The letter TIT' (ts’): Laps/King, Ilapuma/Queen,
LepxoBs/Church IlapctBo/Kingdom,mapckuii/kingly.

The letterq’ ('ch’): YUenosek / Man-personwueinoBeuecTBo
/humanity,genoseueckuii / human,sects / honor,dectHbrit
/honest.

By the time Ivan finished reading all the holy weréven
little two-year-old Nestor was peering into théditbook that
contained all the magic words of power. All theldten's
ears were absorbing the chant-like sound of thg Wwolrds.
Nestor tried to imitate some of the sounds he weeihg.
The children laughed as they listened to Nestortdrgay
TlapctBo/Tsarstvo' (Kingdom), "Oa! Oa!"

Even Ivan laughed with the children, for he fekat of
comic relief after all the serious study. He grablibe
laughing Nestor into his arms and threw him up ssve

101



times in the air. The other children started begdio be
tossed up also. Ivan, however, could only manageitbthe
other children. The playfulness continued for saler
minutes, when all of a sudden Haritina heard adcae up
to the house.

"Tars npuexan/Tyatya priyehal” (Daddy came home),
Haritina cried out. She ran to the living room womd to
look.

Sure enough, Andrey Ribrov and Antip Svyatogorog ha
finally returned from their fishing trip. It wasrahdy dark,
and a fine drizzle began to fall gently to the lealt wasn't
cold enough yet to produce freezing rain. The teatpee
hovered around 33 degrees.

"Well, fellows," said Ivan as he walked out to tbar.
"What did you catch today?"

"l got two nice-sized steelhead,” proudly statedddsy.
"A male and a female." He picked the fish out @& ttunk of
the car by the gills and held them up to his shensldThe
fish from head to tail measured about 42 inches Jilver
scales reflected the porch light as Andrey prouti$played
his catch.

"And what did you catch?" asked Ivan as he turred t
look at Antip. Antip kept his cap over his eyes ahdn't
look into Ivan's eyes as he calmly answered, "l ba€e on
the line, but it got away."

Masha and Paraskeva came outdoors to look at ghe fi
The children followed after they had put on théipes and
warm coats.

"Which one of you women is going to clean the fish?
asked Andrey when he saw the two women comingeadse
prize catch.

"You caught it, you clean it,” answered his wife
Paraskeva succinctly.

"Well, Antip," said Andrey to his fellow-fishermanhjou
go home and get your wife and children and come\er
for a fish dinner tonight. According to oytras/ustav (book
of rules), we can eat fish today, so we're goingdee us a
feast.”
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"That sounds like a great idea," said Antip. Heetbd up
when he thought of the tasty piece of fish he wdaddeating
for dinner. He didn't mind going fishing with Angreeven
though he knew Andrey was a better fisherman tleawds.
If he didn't catch any fish, at least he knew Andweould
share whatever he caught.

Antip went home while Andrey cleaned the fish ire th
garage. The boys watched Andrey clean out the guts.
Haritina screamed at the sight of the bloody saartkwent
back inside the house to help her mother set tile.ta

When the three families finally gathered togetloeshiare
the fish with the fried potatoes and vegetablewais raining
outside and the temperature had dropped below gfeés.
lvan kept adding dry logs to the fire. The childrkept
poking around the fire with little twigs that weused for
kindling.

Before the parents and children started to eatyéyngaid
a prayer and everyone crossed themselves. He deaise
usual "Lord, have mercy" several times before hantdd
some words about a holy feast, which included #evanly
bread of Hristos, the bread which everyone who eftsill
never die. After the prayer, everyone began toEatryone
had a piece of oven-baked fish except Nikolai armdlithha,
who couldn't stand the smell and taste of fish.eAfthe
sumptuous meal, the families gathered around tkewfhile
lvan read a section from the Azbuka (Primer prdogak) in
memory of St. Basil.

"St. Vasily (Basil) the Great,” read Ivan, "was mpi
through Antioch and was teaching the disciples elbdnon
how to have spiritual purity and physical dispasside told
them to follow the path of meekness, to have ardeted
voice and a devout word, to make sure the food drimk
was agreeable, to keep silence before elders anbeto
obedient to wise men, to perform one's duty topieerful,
to show unhypocritical love to one's equals andngeu
ones, and to separate oneself from the evil caeaple."

As Ivan continued reading the moral instructionsSof
Basil, Masha started to think about the future abdut her

103



wish to own her own house and farm. She had talt¢al
lvan previously about working in the fields whereibey
could find work so that they could save enough mdoe a
house. Andrey had told them about berry fields thauld
need work on as soon as the cold month of Januady h
passed. Masha would be able to help at least dulirg
month of February and possibly part of March if $b#&
strong enough and the newly-formed life within s able
to stand the strain of hard work. Masha was detezcthito
see all her dreams fulfilled in the bountiful anegperous
land of America.
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Chapter 9 -- " The Epiphany (12th Day)"

Twelve months later, during the season of the Egmgh
(the appearance of the Holy Trinity at the BaptisinChrist
at the Jordan River), Ivan finished putting up thangular
trusses for the roof of his new home. Masha hadrghirth
on the last day of March (which came in like a laard
went out like a lion) to a healthy eight-pound b&lmy. The
boy was christened Pasha, and he was a spittingeim@his
mother, bearing the same narrow cheeks and indented
forehead that his mother carried.

Nikolai had finished learning the azbuka, and hes wa
rewarded with a ride during the summer to Austint Ho
Springs on the Clackamas River in a 1958 Ford @tati
Wagon. Nikolai had even helped his father and nrathéhe
berry fields, where the industrious family soon near
enough money to put a down payment on a five aereyb
farm with enough land to build a new home.

lvan had also made a large sum of money when hedoi
his friend Antip in the lucrative logging busine3$iey spent
several weeks at a time cutting down trees neagview,
Washington. The money Ivan earned at the dangguaius
made it possible for him to buy a decent used tar.
addition, he had money left over to buy buildingtenials
for the new three-bedroom house that Masha wanted.

Ilvan's old friend Alyosha Chestnoslov and his fgnhiad
moved from Brazil along with several other familiggring
the past year. Alyosha and his three strong soesyaP
Mihail and Tihon, were able to work on the buildiog
lvan's new home for minimum wages. lvan made adarg
with Alyosha that he would help him when he decided
build his own house. Alyosha had helped build mahomes
in Brazil out of necessity to make extra money, hadaw a
good future in house building in Oregon.

"Do you think we'll be able to put the plywood up
tomorrow," asked Ivan as he finished securing #s¢ fruss
over the garage.
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"If it doesn't rain,"” responded Alyosha. He lookaal at
the scattered gray clouds as they migrated fromctieest
eastward to higher elevations.

"I'd like to get the roofing finished and all thigetlaid
before the holyday,” Ivan said, referring to thelyday
known as the Epiphany, which reached a climactimtpo
twelve days after Christmas.

"My boy Petya will lay the tile on the roof overetmain
part of the house in less than a day," boastedshigo"He is
really fast with that hammer. He'll outdo both &f on that
roof."

"I know," admitted Ivan. "l saw how he set up thanie
of the house. | had to keep filling his pouch wntkls almost
every hour."

"And with Mihail carrying the tile on his muscular
shoulders and Tihon lining them up with the chatles$, you
should have that roof completely covered in lessth day
easily, including the garage, "predicted Alyosha.

"I'd like to start moving in soon after the
npasauuk/prazdnik (holyday),” said Ivan. "A new family is
expected to arrive from New Jersey tomorrow, andrén
wants to take that family in for a while, espegiallow that
he knows | can make it without his help."

"That Andrey is quite a friend," remarked AlyosHBle
helped me find a nice home in town to rent untdaved
enough money to buy a nice farm and, hopefully]dbai
house someday like you're doing."

"He told me that the family coming from New Jerseyw
family of Old Believers from Turkey," said Ivan. H& father
was an elder in Turkey, and he hopes to start achhu
somewhere in this area."

"What is his name?" asked Alyosha.

"l think his name is Golubin," said Ivan. He tooK bis
cap and scratched the short hair on his head dddaeto
recall the first name of the Turkish elder. "Ohalgenow |
remember. It's the same as my second son's nawed,"Pa

"l hear that several hundred of them want to connet@
Oregon and settle down," said Alyosha.

110



"Andrey told me that in one of the letters thatrbeeived
from Pavel Golubin, he was informed of their need riew
marriage partners for their young people,” saichlva

"I wonder if it will work," reflected Alyosha. "lemember
how our Harbintsi fought with the Sinziantsi forgsession
of the land and for better profits at the marketepl back in
Brazil. Sometimes | wondered if we even belongedh®
same religion or believed in the same God."

"Andrey assured me that the Turkish Old Believesptk
the OId Belief, and that they will be compatiblethwiour
people,” reassured Ivan.

"That's still to be seen,” stated Alyosha in a peistic
tone.

The two old friends climbed down from the secured
trusses and put the tools of their trade away letatling it
quits for the day. They drove to Alyosha's hougedianer.
Masha and Varvara had put together a huge pot iR
borsch. The meatless borsch was filled to the bmitn
chopped potatoes, beets, carrots, celery, oniodslaa of
cabbage.

The men spent most of the evening talking about the
building of the house. Alyosha suggested hiring sdeflow
Old Believers to do the plumbing and electrical kvarde
recommended Vladimir (Volodya) for the plumbingdame
suggested Asteriy for the electrical wiring. Heoalsamed
Meletiy as the best man for laying the carpets &mel
linoleum in the kitchen. Most of the other workgcluding
the building of the fireplace, would be done bynvand
Alyosha with his sons.

The women, Masha and Varvara, spent their timénén t
kitchen talking about their children. The older bognd
Nikolai were playing in the garage with a pigeoattNikolai
had caught; the pigeon had built a nest on onéefdfters
and obviously meant to stay permanently in his heme.
While the older children played and the youngemhBasat on
his mother's lap, Varvara kept telling Masha hoekjuthey
all were to be in America. Varvara continuously ugbt up
the subject of life in China.
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"When | think how life was in China," said Varvaraho
was seven years older than Masha and was ablenember
more about the big war, "l thank God and all thatsahat |
made it out alive."

"You lost your mother and father during the waidnd
you?" asked Masha, who had remembered hearingestori
about mothers and fathers being tortured at thelah the
invading Japanese.

"l was only 14 at the time, and | had nowhere tg' gaid
Varvara. She began to reminisce with a sorrowfual tarful
look on her face. "I went from house to house,nlivivith
whoever would feel merciful toward me. | would wak a
maid, as a farm hand, sometimes milking the cows as
regular chore, and even as a cook for one famsy t stay
alive and have a place to live. | prayed three
necroeku/lestovki (three rounds of the rosary) every nigght
be delivered from the trials and sufferings thatds being
put through. Finally, after the war, Alyosha met atethe
home where | milked cows for a living. He had coower to
buy some milk since his parents' cow had just drdten he
saw me stooping over to fill a pail of milk for hime smiled
at me and said some kind words that made me fdbva
with him instantly."

"How is it that you only had three boys by him?ked
Masha. She was beginning to reflect on her own &atea
mother of two boys.

"The boys were born almost one right after the pthe
said Varvara. "No sooner would one be weaned thathar
one would be born. They're about a year and a djzit
from each other.”

"How is it that you didn't have any more childrer®ked
Masha curiously. "Maybe you would have had a girl."

"As a matter of fact,” said Varvara, "l did havegid, but
| lost her when she was barely three months. | iaveld
many people about this, but | had an accident wiehlast
pregnancy. | had fallen into a ditch during a darght in
winter, and all my water had gushed out. It was a
miscarriage. My womb dried out afterwards, and &n€se
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doctor told me | wouldn't be able to bear any nariédren.
He was right, after all.”

"That is so sad,"” said Masha. "But how did you kribw
was a girl if it was only three months?"

"Those Chinese doctors had a way of finding out,"
answered Varvara. "That's all | know about it.dtjaccepted
the word of the doctor."

"lvan and | are hoping and praying that our nexidobill
be a girl," remarked Masha.

"l hope and pray for you, too," said Varvara. Séléihto
a silent reverie as the impact of her recollecbhosught back
old, forgotten feelings of loss. She found it hardhold back
the tears as she remembered laying the three-gtahk into a
tiny box for an Orthodox burial. Varvara hid hecdaas she
walked away from the kitchen and went into her bedr.
Masha did not follow, for she understood that heend
wanted to be alone with her painful memories.

The following day the men worked on the roof intspof
a slight drizzle that kept coming down all day. Yoihce,
during the noon hour, did the sun break throughothercast
sky. When the roof was completely covered with shed
plywood, the sky cleared up. The men were not tappk
with the forces of nature playing such tricks oerth raining
on them when they wished it would stop and stoppinky
after they had finished their work and it was nmder
important whether it rained or not. But such was\treather
in wet and green Oregon, and the inhabitants ofahé had
to get used to the mixed blessing and curse.

On the day before the great holyday, which is kndoyn
various names (Theosophany or Epiphany, which mtans
appearance of God through the person of Christ; taed
Baptism of Our Lord, which was for the cleansingnmdn's
sins), the roof was finished and Ivan was able toerin. He
set up temporary sleeping quarters in the livingmio The
rest of the house would be built piecemeal witmtHeing
in it. But now that he had a roof over his hea@gnhdidn't
mind. And neither did Masha. It was her first house
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America, and she could now think of beautifying logvn
home.

Later, on the evening before the service of thepEgmy,
the father called his son to go with him to Andsdybuse for
a ritualistic cleansing in théans/banya (steam-bath or
sauna). Andrey had built a modern version of thiati@use
that his father had taught him how to build bacKhina. He
had discovered and dug out a well about a hundretl a
twenty feet deep behind his house, and over ttathspbuilt
a wooden bathhouse that measured twelve feet gthdoy
seven feet in width.

Andrey brought his son Prokopy, also, to what wees t
young boys' first experience with a cleansing titliae men
entered the front door and undressed in a smathiecd area,
where hooks on the left wall were hung for the tewand
clothes, and a shower on the right was attachewv&shing
with water after the steam-bath. The young boykpldi and
Prokopy, undressed shyly, following the examplettadir
fathers.

"You mean | have to take off my underwear, tooXeds
Nikolai. He stood in the entrance area and heldoimhis
white shorts with both of his hands.

"You want to wash and clean your whole body, don't
you?" questioned his father.

The young lad stood for a moment and thought about
what his father had said, then he slowly droppexdshiorts
and followed the men through a second door intostkam
room. A box of chopped wood stood in the left cormeder
a low bench. Andrey put some small pieces of kiglivood
cross-wise into a brick stove made out of brickat thad
three holes partially drilled through them. Hedimatch and
set a curled newspaper on fire, then he carefuligau it
under the wood. He closed the square iron doorveaited
for the fire to flame up before he placed some éidggs on
top to heat up the little brick stove, which wagyal8" wide
by 18" high by 36" long. A round aluminum vent werd
from the stove and out the side of the bathhouse.
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"Can | throw some water on the rocks?" asked Prgpkop
who had opened the cold water faucet that was cbexd¢o
a large water tank and was filling up a pan withexa

"Not yet, son,” answered Andrey. "Wait till | puibet
bigger wood in." Andrey unlatched the iron door geeked
inside the stove. It was time to place the hedoigs in.

"You know," said Ivan, as he sat on the narrow ficsv
of the double-tiered benches. The children had lecwp on
the broad top tier. "I remember reading in the
‘meronuce/letopis’ (ancient Russian chronicles) about the
Apostle Andrew's visit to the land that later beeaRussia.
After he had blessed the hills of Kiev and propbésihat
God would build many churches in a great city twauld
arise there, he went to Novgorod. There he sawlpeagpo
lived according to the customs of their forefathensd he
marveled when he saw how the people bathed theesseiv
their wooden bathhouses. The Apostle Andrew labéd t
many listeners how in the land of the Slavs thepfeewould
warm themselves to extreme heat, then undress,atiad
anointing themselves with soap made from animatstiiey
would take branches and lash themselves in, whatled,
voluntary torture.”

The round river stones piled on top of the briakvst
began to heat up, and Andrey threw some cold veatehe
stones to start the steaming process. The two ydayg
climbed down from the top bench and helped throwewan
the stones. The steam rose up to the ceiling anthdrto the
sides of the rectangular room.

"Then the Apostle Andrew told his listeners thae th
people would beat themselves so violently that bedered
how they even came out alive," continued Ivan. Sdigl that
they revived themselves by drenching themselveb wold
water."

"And now we do the same thing that our ancestads' di
commented Andrey. He climbed up on the top tier and
picked up a bundle of seven birch branches thae wied
together with a short thick green and orange béle
continue to mortify our flesh just like our fathéasight us."
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Andrey beat himself with the thin ends of the birch
branches. The pores of his skin opened up anditieehing
steam penetrated into the openings to cleanse iy the
outer layer of the body.

"Tarsa/Tyatya,"” asked Prokopy curiously, "why are you
beating yourself with theenuk/venik (bundle of twigs)?"

"To drive away all theoecuxu/besiki (little demons),"
answered his father in a semi-serious tone. "Lehingou a
little." The father playfully swung the branches los son's
behind. Prokopy was not pleased with the mild laglain his
bottom, and he grabbed the branches from his faher
said, in imitation, "Let me hit you a little.”

The father laughed and he grabbed a plastic cupoful
water and dumped it on his son's head. Prokopygonall
cup and threw water on his father's head. And sobtittle
continued while Ilvan and Nikolai sat on the top ramwd
laughed at the spectacle.

Eventually every one got their turn at being lashed
splashed on with water. Soon the room was steasongpt
that the young boys couldn't stand the heat anynidrey
went to take a shower and cool off, while the olden
continued to sweat until the air coming out of theastrils
felt like fire and the breath entering their luriggned their
inner bronchial passageways. Then they too wenobttie
steam-room and revived themselves with cold water.

After everyone washed himself with soap, dried
themselves with towels, and dressed, they went hantk
prepared for the evening service. The services atdtdneld
at Andrey's house, even though more families hacear
during the past year from Brazil and Argentina. Agydhad
asked his guest, Pavel Golubin, to inspire the egaif of
worshippers with the chanting of the confessioargdjy of
Saint John of Chrysostom the Golden-mouthed
['3maroyct/zlato-ust]. lvan walked in through the door with
his family as the evening service was already ogp@ss. As
he bowed to the front where the ikons stood and tbehe
right and left to honor the worshippers who hacdeadiy
gathered, Ivan heard the deep voice of the Tunkéstoyatel
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(elder) chant: ¥ moMonHUKY TH COTBOPUTH MUJIOCTBHIHSMH U
npunomenuii/e pomoshchniki ti sotvoriti milostinyami e
prinosheniy" (and bring alms and gifts to those wramt to
help).

lvan walked up to the front to join the group ofaaokers
who stood behind a lectern and waited for the cuehtant
the canon-hymn in honor of the three wise men, Nelg
Balthasar, and Caspar, who came bearing gifts a& th
holyday. Ivan glanced at the black-robed nastoyaith a
thick stringy black beard and an oval bald spothentop of
his black-haired head. This was the first time ke seen
and heard the commanding voice that seemed tihdéilfoom
with the feeling of the presence of an awesomegbein

When Pavel Golubin ended his liturgical flight thgh
the wisdom of "Golden-Mouthed" St. John Chrysosttime,
group of chanters behind the lectern glanced alatige holy
book in front of them and lifted their voices agtinitial lead
of Ivan in praise to the wise men who brought tluédg
frankincense, and myrrh. As Ivan chanted, his ninew
images on his inner screen of the gold that wasidgirbas
tribute to God the King; his nostrils were filleditv the
surrounding sweet-smelling incense as he phraseavtind
"frank-incense"; and his stomach turned as he atefte on
the myrrh that was used to embalm the dead, andhwhi
symbolized the sacrificial victim. After the canoal hymn
to the wise men was ended, there was a momerieatsi

And then an old familiar voice rang out in a higlteped
tone:

“Bo mopnaHe Kpemaromycst Te0e rocrnoau, TPOMUYECKOe
SIBUCS MMOKJIOHCHUC: POOUTECIICB 00 riac CBHCTCIBCTBOBAIIIC
TeOe, BO3JIOOJIEHHAr0 TA ChIHA HUMEHYs, U AyX B BHIE
rojlyOMHe, W3BECTBOBAIIIE CIIOBECE YTBEpKACHHE. SIBieics
Xpucte boxe, u Mmup npocseiiel, cnasa Tebe.”

(When Thou, O Lord, wast baptized in Jordan, theship
of the Trinity was made manifest. The voice of father
bore witness to Thee, and called Thee his Belowved &nd
the Spirit, in the form of a dove, confirmed themuttability
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of the words. O Hristos our God, who didst appead a
illuminate the world; glory to Thee.)

lvan was surprised to hear Simeon Raskolin's vagaen.
He did not know that Simeon had just recently camtéa a
group of Old Believers from Brazil and had settieear
Salem in a small town named Gervais. He had bedsyp
working on the building of his own house that hel hast
track of time and had not bothered to find out d@libe new
developments in the community of Old Believers.

During the purification-by-water rite, the worsherp
walked two-by-two to the front to receive a smdHlsg of
holy water. The worshippers first crossed themselvieen
they kissed a holy ikon, and finally they were aia to
drink the blessed water. The water had been blebyed
putting four candles around it in the four cardidagctions:
north, east, south, west. The partners took thige of the
salt-flavored water and then made a half bow ag taeed
each other. Nikolai and Prokopy marched down thedfei
together and made their bows just like their faghéran and
Andrey. The women also joined in the spiritual paation,
vowing that they would be careful not to allow amyclean
thing to enter their mouth, nor would they spit any of the
holy contents from within.

A confession of faith in the Holy Trinity was pramaced,
and a short prayer was uttered to the Holy Trinity:
“IlpecBsaTas Tpouiie moMmIyid Hac. [OCIOaM OYMCTH Tpexu
HallA, BJIAJbIKO IMPOCTU 6633aKOHI/I$I Hallla, CBATHIU IIOCETHU U
WCIIEJIM HEMOIIbl Halllsi, UMEHE TBOero paau. [locrnoau
nomwiyi, 'ocnogu nmommiyii, 'ocnongu mommnyi. Cnasa
HBIHE U BOBEKH.”

(Holy Trinity, have mercy on us. Lord cleanse usirour
sins. All-mighty forgive us our lawlessness. Andyntae
saints visit and heal our sicknesses, for your rarsake.
Lord, have mercy. Lord, have mercy. Lord, have merc
Praise now and forever.)

And the entire service was concluded "in the nafh®
Father, and the Son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen."
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BUNDLE OF TWIGS
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Chapter 10 -- " Presentation of Hristos (Christ)"

After the service, Ivan had a chance to talk witmeébn.
He showed the old gray-haired and gray-beardedyeist
(elder) his grown-up boy Nikolai. The old man totte
young lad in his arms and lifted him up on his knee

"Well, tell me, Nikolai," said Simeon in his usdakndly
manner whenever he spoke to children, "how old yane
now?"

“I'm eight years old," answered Nikolai with a widgn
on his face, "and | go to school.”

The young boy was proud to have finally startedosth
He had missed his first year at school becaus&athigy had
just arrived from Brazil and they were not awardhe laws
of the land in America. Paraskeva had told Mashat th
children could be enrolled in school at the agese¥en,
while Varvara had said that she didn't even bo#meolling
her three sons in school since they were all overtéen
years of age and were no longer required to gachod if
the parents didn't wish them to go to school.

"And what do they teach you at school?" asked the
inquisitive elder. His face became serious andeansibok
shown deep in his eyes.

"They teach us to speak American," answered Nikolai

"Don't forget your native tongue,” admonished Simeo
"You don't let him speak American at home, do yoasKed
Simeon, turning to Ivan, who had been standing bg a
watching the scenario between the elder and thag/@oy
who had been baptized by him more than eight yegos

"Oh, no," answered Ivan quickly. He felt a panggafit
grip his conscience as he recollected immediatiégneards
of the times he had asked Nikolai what he had zhrat
school and Nikolai had verbalized the new Amerieands
he was learning. "Well, only American words thatén#o do
with his school work," added Ivan as an afterthdaugh

"Be very careful, Ivan,” cautioned the old man, &0
face took on a more merciful aspect. "You have maue
understandable mistake, but do not repeat it. Reveeno

120



preserve the Russian language like your fatheraséather
did. If you allow a foreign language to creep igiour home,
it will destroy you and your children. It will sgour children
against you, and they will no longer keep the guoit the
Russian language. That will have its effect on@ihe Belief,
too."

lvan stood with his arms crossed against his bbbt
and listened to the forewarning. The position o Arms
were the same as when he stood during servicebsasiged
to the liturgy, except that this time he felt defime about the
issue at hand.

"Don't you think we need to learn the languagerateoto
live in this land?" asked Ivan in a defensive tolvan had
already run across business situations where he thad
depend on the more learned Andrey to help him ldathad
felt ignorant and insecure during those momentd, renhad
tried to learn more of the American language ineori be
able to communicate whenever the need arose.

"Learn only as much as is necessary to perform your
everyday business," taught the old man, who hathéela
how to live in China and Brazil without learningeth
language of the land.

Nikolai listened to the debate between the old araoh his
father, and he began to wonder who was right.

"If 1 don't learn how to speakio-amepukancku/po-
amerikanski (in American)," interjected Nikolai, wivanted
to tell his father something, "then | won't be alite
understand anything at school.”

"If the law of the land says you must go to schimoh
certain age," said the elder, who wanted to tehehybung
lad some more of his ancient wisdom, "then you nobsty.
But do not forget your mother tongue, which is RarssYou
must speak only Russian at home. You'll learn ehaighe
American language at school to get you by in life."

"But it's so hard at school if nobody helps me amb,"
complained Nikolai.

"Listen to your elders," demanded Ivan, talkind\i&olai
in a sharp direct tone. "They know what's besttar."
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"That's right, Nikolai," said Simeon approvinglyt says
in our holy books to love, honor and obey our p&reAnd
that also means those who instruct you and guidarygour
spiritual life, like your nastoyatel (elder) and uyo
kpéctubie/kryostniye (Godparents). lvan, hand me my book
on the table there.”

Simeon pointed with his stubby finger to an anciembk
with wooden covers that were wrapped around witchol
leather and nailed to the wood with short nailsinlwalked
over to the small table against the wall and pickedthe
heavy worn-out book with faded green edges on dyep.

"Nikolai, go get a chair and sit beside me," dieelcthe
old man. "lvan, you too. | want to show your somsthing
in this book that will be of interest to you, too."

While father and son fetched chairs to sit on,dlteman
unclasped the two brass clasps that bound the gu®ci
treasure that he never went anywhere without. Hefaidy
thumbed through the faded brown pages with molaegr
edges till he found the section entitled]oYyuenue xako
nogobaer gereM utuTH poautenan cBost/Poucheniye kako
podobayet dyetyem chtiti roditeli svoya" (Instraction how
children should honor their parents).

"Listen to what it says here," instructed SimeolN&®lai
hurried back with a chair and sat down beside tdereon
his right hand. Nikolai peered into the book anédrto
make out some of the words, hoping to put his legrof
the azbuka (primer) to some use.

Simeon read in a slow and steady monotone:
[Tocnymaiite OpaTtue 3amoBeid TOCHOTHH, €Xe pede K
3aKOHHUKY, CHS €CTh TepBas 3aloBelb, J1a JIOOUIN OTIa U
MaTepb, Aa Omaro Tebe Oymer, W OyAemnd MONTOJIETEH Ha
3EeMJIU. WNxxe 00 wuyTeTh poauTens CBOS, W CIyIIaeT
IIOBEJICHUS €10, CEM OUUCTUTH I'pexXu U oT bora mpociasurces,
aze KTO 037100uT pomutens, ceil mpea borom corpemms u
HOPOKJIAT OT Jojeil. Mbke ObICTh OT OTIHA M Marepb U OT
LIEPKBHU A OTIYYUTHCA ¥ CMEPTHIO J1a YMPET.

(Listen brothers to the commandments of the Losche has
spoken to the one versed in law. This is the first
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commandment: love your father and mother that iy ina

well with you, and you will live long on the earthor he

who honors his parents and obeys their commandmathts
cleanse his sins and will be praised by God. Buwhe

angers his parents, this one has sinned before &addis

cursed by people. Let this one be separated frotenmr

father and from the church and let him be consiideszad.)

Nikolai kept staring at the words on the printedgg@aand
he tried to verbalize some of the words along \Bitmeon.

"My goodness," remarked Simeon, after he had fedsh
reading the passage to Nikolai, "you know how tréaVVho
taught you?"

"My father," proudly replied Nikolai.

"He was a good student,” explained Ivan.

"You're taking after your father,” complimented ®iom.
"He was a good student, too, from what | heard fodhers."

"Can you teach me to read your big book?" askealsik
"I've only read the Azbuka (Primer prayer book¥ao"

"I'l be more than glad to," joyfully said Simeamho was
pleased to see such a willing student.

"Can you show me some places in your book that talk
aboutPaii/rahiy (paradise)?" asked Nikolai. "I like to hear
about paii/rahiy." Nikolai pronounced the wordaii/rahiy
('rye’) without the strong trill in the letter r.

"I'd love to," said the old teacher, who was cdtgfu
thumbing the pages back to a section entitl€doBo o
nepBoM HebOecu/Slovo 0 pearvom nebesi” (The Word about
the first heaven).

"Here it is," said Simeon when he found the righge.
"I'll read slow, and you read along with me."

Nikolai pressed his knee against the old man'htagthe
old teacher placed the right half of the age-oldkothhat was
printed in 1878 on his left leg. Nikolai reverentyok hold
of the half-inch leather-covered wooden cover & Hook
and followed the old man's stubby finger as thegdrén
unison:

“B navane bor B niepBblil IeHb COTBOPH JIECSTh YMHOB: a/
yuH adrend, B/ apxanrenu, 1/ wHagamo, g/ BimactH, e/
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npectonu, S/ rocmoxactBusi, 3/ cuibl, u/ xepyBumu, ¢/
cepadumu, i/ TopHUX CHIT HEOECHBIX.”

(In the beginning God on the first day createdraarks: (1)
angels, (2) archangels, (3) principalities, (4)nglpowers,
(5) thrones, (6) dominions, (7) powers of might,) (8
cherubim, (9) seraphim, (10) high powers in heayenl
places.)

Simeon skipped over to the next page. His blue eyes
rapidly flowed through the words, absorbing evenghn its
path.

"I skipped the part about Michael, Gabriel, Raphael
Uriel, and the others,"” remarked Simeon as an gpold
want to show you the part about the four cherubiere it
is."

The old teacher pointed his index finger again he t
appointed spot and started reading again. Nikalkhowed
along with intense interest and enthusiasm ashb#yread:

“W 4geTBBIpH XEPYBHMOB CO3/1a. BOCTOK, 3amaj, CEBep,
for. YerBepooOpa3Hu nulla UX MO 00pa3y CMOTPEHUs CH
boxusa: mepBoe mnuile, MOMOOHO JIBBY BIJIAJIBIYECTBO €TO
apbckoe oOpa3yercs; BTOpOE JUIE MOAOOHO TeIbIly,
CIy)KE€HHWE HEOECHbIX YHHOB CKa3yeTcs, TpPEThEe JIUIIC
YCJIOBCYBLEC, CKA3yCTCsd NPUIICCTBUC CbIHA BO)KI/IH, 1 CbhbIHA
YeJIOBEUeCKaro, 4YeTBEpTOE JHIE IMOAO0OHO OpJy CBBIIIE
JETSILY 1yXa CBATOTO C HEOECH CXO/sIIa CKazyeT.”

(And four cherubim were created: east, west, noattqg

south. Four images were on their face, accordinghto
divine face that was in view: the first face wdsela lion to

represent God's lordship over his kingdom; the sg¢dace

was like a young ox, which speaks of service toveely

ranks; the third face was a man's, which decldrexcbdming
of the Son of God and the son of man; the fourte ia like

the eagle and tells of the flight from above areldkscent of
the Holy Spirit from heaven.)

As Simeon read about the heavenly places, Nikolai's
imagination began to soar and he began to form esag
his mind of what he was reading. His curiosity veéisred
up, and he wanted to know more.
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"Can we read some more abaqutii/rahiy (paradise)?"
asked Nikolai. The pleading expression on his tgmeealed
to the old teacher.

"l have a book at home that has pictures of theeplaf
fire and of the place where a river of milk and éprflows,
and where God sits on his throne in the heavenatéd
Simeon enticingly. He saw that the young boy had an
insatiable thirst for knowledge.

"May | see it, please?" begged Nikolai.

"Not tonight, my dear boy," answered Simeon. "It's
getting late, and we must get some sleep. Tomasrawiew
day. You ask your father to bring you over to whetee,
and I'll gladly show you everything you want to saed
teach you everything you want to know."

lvan conceded to the boy's wishes and told him lieat
would take him to Simeon to learn more from theyhol
books.

And so for over a year Nikolai continued to visiingon's
humble hut in Gervais. He learned to read from dezef
holy books, but his favorite was the picture-bobkttwas
entitled “Kutme npenomoOnaro Bacunms wHoBaro/Zhitiye
prepodobnago Vasiliya novago"” (The Life of holy Washe
New). This favorite holy book of his included thisiens of
Vasily's disciple Grigory. There were 44 colorfuttpre-
plates to illustrate the visions of the after-life.

The first picture showed the soul of a sleepingidls,
Grigory, being taken out of the body by angelsde what
happened to a soul after the body died. The neytteli
pictures showed the soul being carried by angelshé&o
nether regions where it had to be judged in tharza by
wicked-looking administrators of the soul's fatéheTpure
soul (known as Theodora in the holy book), aftesspay the
lower regions and toll-houses, was next seen gthirgugh
the gates of heaven in three pictures. One picinosved the
pure soul afterwards looking back down and seeixg s
regions of the place of punishment: in the firgioa was a
lustful person eaten by a snake; in the second aas
unmerciful person sitting in fire; in the third wasdrunkard
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sitting in a pot stewing over a fire; in the fourttas a
sorcerer hanging upside down with a snake coiledirat
him; in the fifth was a gossiper hanging by thegiom and
standing in fire; in the sixth and last region wasobber
standing in darkness and pleading for mercy.

The pictures that showed punishment, demons, aad th
lower regions scared Nikolai. He enjoyed the prsuthat
showed the heavenly places more. Of the brigheayénly
pictures, there was one which showed Grigory takerby
angels and thirty which depicted in detail scenesnfthe
Apocalypse and other events of the after-life.

Meanwhile, the year 1965 passed quickly. The Ttrkis
Old Believers had moved from New Jersey and werekiyu
building a co-operative village three miles south o
Woodburn called Bethlehem Village. A white churclasv
erected by the able-bodied men in the middle of tmy
community, and by the end of the year, a bell frarsmall
tower could be heard for miles around, awakenirgptople
to come and worship. A church was also erectedhen t
rapidly growing Harbin community.

Masha had given birth to her first girl six daysoirthe
new year 1966. Eight days later the baby was emest
Ustina. According to the custom of her people, Masid
not eat with her family for forty days. She waseagiva plate
that was kept for "the unclean" and theransi/pagani'
(pagans) to eat off of. Forty days later, she wad®n to
church where a candle was lit and the mother, alatiythe
child, received a special prayer for purification.
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Chapter 11 -- " The Annunciation™

"Look!" cried Nikolai on the first day of springThere's a
flock of ducks flying north.” Nikolai pointed up tilne blue
sky where a V-shaped formation of ducks was wingtag
way back to its nesting grounds in the north aftexinter
sojourn in the warm south. He had heard the sodiribedr
honking for several minutes before he was ablesterchine
their location in the sky.

"That's a sure sign that spring is here at lasigd Masha,
who had come outdoors to enjoy the warm spring hexat
while the baby slept in her crib. She held littlesRa, who
was almost two years old now, in her arms. He hrad baby
bonnet that was especially made for him by Masheerd
were seven blueberries on the left side and selsbérries
on the right side of the bonnet; and on the tophetween
two rows of white lace, was a blue flower on thel ef a
long green stem. The blueberries were divided antduster
of three in the middle and four individual onesnfiang a
square around the three in the middle.

"Um, Um," shouted little Pasha, as he excitedlynpeu
up to the sky in imitation of his big brother.

"He thinks we should get one for food," translated
Nikolai, who had heard his little brother make #@®unds
whenever he saw food or wanted to eat.

"We can't eat meat, now," said Masha, instructiregtiny
tot in her arms. "It's the time of th@hsoit moct/bolshoi
post' (great fast), and we're not allowed to egtrapat nor
any dairy products.”

"Um, Um," repeated little Pasha, not paying angraton
to his mother.

Masha and Nikolai laughed at little Pasha's penscs.
The little one was not aware that the great fast.émt) had
started seven weeks before Easter. It was the $origst of
the church year, and even the children were sidgjeict its
trying asceticism. The body was placed under thetstle
of the holy order of the church in preparation fibve
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glorious, illuminating meeting with God during tl&aster
season.

"Mother," said Nikolai thoughtfully. "Why is it thawe
must fast for such a long time before Easter?” tiblged a
stick with the palm of his hand and gripped it sgly as he
threw a rock up in the air and hit it with the kti¢de had
wanted to ask that question ever since Lent stavtbdn he
prayed threerecrosku/lestovki (rosary sets) and when he
saw people go through confession for drinkimgso/peevo’
(beer) and for other sins.

"Come and sit down beside me," said the mothed Tén
tell you." Nikolai dropped the stick and sat doweside his
mother on a bench under a green patio cover. "Thwasea
holy man named St. Theodosious who instructed peopl
according to the rules of the church, and he tb&ht how
they must fast and pray to keep away the demonseaihd
thoughts that were set up as temptations to onewdrdged
to cleanse the soul and prepare for the resurredifothe
Lord. He said that we should use the sign of tlessrand
pray, I'ocriomu Hcyc Xpucrtoc momunyit mHac/Gospodi Isous
Hristos pomilui nas' (Lord Isous Hristos, have nyesa us).
By fasting and praying thus, we keep away from sgive
food, which causes evil thoughts and desires, aond f
laziness and too much sleep, which causes demoest¢o
into the body and keep us from praying and going to
church.”

"But it's so hard to stay away from all the sweatsl
candies that all the other children eat at scha@alid Nikolai.

"Thosenaransie/paganiye (pagan) children never fast like
we do," said MashaO%uwu Bce Oyayt ropets B orae/Oni vsye
boodoot goryet v ognye" (They'll all burn in theel. But
you remember to fast so you'll go pait/rahiy’ (paradise).”

"l want to see rahiy (paradise),"” said Nikolai sely.

"Ask your anren xpanurens/anghel hranitel' (guardian
angel), and pray to him, and maybe he'll show yalieam
of paii/rahiy (paradise)," said Masha.
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"Did you ever have a dream of paradise?" asked |Biiko
Little Pasha had climbed off his mother's lap bwramd was
running around on the green lawn, chasing a snudieily.

"l once had a dream where tBeropoauia/Bogoroditsa
(Mother of God) took me to all the places wheregheare
punished," said Masha.

"Tell me about it," pleaded Nikolai, who was cusou
about such things. Masha told him her dream abbat t
journey with the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) thrbutihe
lower world.

"Did you ever have a dream about paradise?" asked
Nikolai again after his mother related the awe-insg
dream of the lower regions.

"There was only one time that | came close to kivad of
dream,"” confessed Masha, "and that was when | saw a
bearded old man in a long white hooded robe witbuand
dot on his forehead who brought a baby boy to nok st
him down on my lap and told me to feed him. Thas jest
before you were born."

"Was | the boy in your dream?" asked Nikolai.

"I don't know," answered Masha. "When your fatheds
| should ask the elder Simeon to interpret the mrdze said
that the dream was about Hristos, who came asld ahd
was the Word made flesh. The child was dark-skinaed
Simeon said that the child was dark because o§tiffering
he had to bear for mankind in order to redeem toedwv
from sin and darkness."

"Simeon is a very wise man and a good teacher,'lteetin
Nikolai. "He taught me how to read many holy bodkwill
have to ask him about the dream.”

Nikolai fell into a silent dreaminess. All of a sleh his
life had taken on a deeper meaning, for he begamagine
that he was the boy in his mother's dream.

On the next week-end that Nikolai went to Simeon's
humble hut to read the holy books, he asked Sinadmut
the dream and whether he was the boy in the dream.
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"My precious little one,” responded the old man
endearingly upon hearing the boy's question. "Do §onk
you were the boy?"

"Yes, | do,"” replied Nikolai. "My mother told me eslhad
the dream just before | was born."

"And where were you born?" asked the old man.

"My mother said she found me on the water somewhere
replied Nikolai naively.

"And who made you?" asked the teacher.

"boxxennka/Bozhenka (God)," answered the student.

"And do you know what God made you out of?" ashed t
teacher. Nikolai shook his head.

"Cearoit Escradumii/Svyatoy Evstafiy (St. Evstafiy)
teaches us that the first man Adam was made ouhef
earth, the sea, the rocks, the sun, the fire, theds, the
wind and the Holy Spirit," said the teacher in dmeath.
"The flesh God made from the earth, the blood ftbesea,
the bones from the rocks, the warmth from the tine, eyes
from the sun, the thoughts from the clouds, thatbrérom
the wind, and the soul from the Holy Spirit."

"Man is made from all that?" asked Nikolai in awe.

"Yes, from all that," reaffirmed the teacher.

"l didn't know that,” said Nikolai. For the firsinte he
became aware of how much he didn't know.

"You have much to learn, my boy," stressed theheac
"Listen now very carefully while | tell you a wigearable
from this holy book that | carry with me all thene."

Simeon cleared his throat. Then he rolled his eysgard
to refresh his memory. He held the old wooden bdkich
was written 7367 years since Adam) in the palmisfiand
without opening it, for he knew the parable by he@inen he
began to relate the allegorical story:

"A certain man had in his house a certain wife was
noble and beautiful, and she was born from a rbgahge.
That man was with her day and night and still henitaable
to satisfy his desire, for he loved her very muthat wife
had 20 servants. And the man was with those 20ast3y
and still he wasn't able to satiate himself witheith
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sweetness. From them were born 108 very beautifuthg.
They always presented themselves before a certagnand
sang well-known pious songs. The king loved themy ve
much. The certain man was with those youths alltitine,
and still he couldn't fulfill his desire and his shi The
beautiful and noble wife had two older women, wherav
wet-nurses to the youths. And the certain man wiss the
older women, and even with those he wasn't ablilfdl
himself, and he regarded them as more than hondy an
honeycomb. This man also had a house of his owrchwhi
was most wonderful, and in this house was his spowbo
was shut up like a dove in a cage which glistenke &
palace. That same man had a very high and wondntlus
which was higher than his house. From that hilwgd two
streams (sources) of warm water. He bathed in taeeny
day and every hour, cleansing and washing awayyéifgr
and healing every sore. And he remained in thatlgooral
behavior of his all the days of his life. And fraitmere he
went to the Lord into eternal life. And may we lkise live,
that we, your humble servants, O Lord, may be fonadhy
to receive your eternal goodness and blessing.

"And now listen carefully to the explanation ofghwise
parable: The certain man is Everyman. And thatisnrhiouse
is a wife of kingly blood, that is God's holy bodke Psalter.
It's of a kingly line because it was compiled anatten for
all generations of people by King David. The manvith it
day and night, means he is constantly with thet@saknd
where it says that the noble wife had 20 serviaintseans 20
catechisms (confessions of faith); and where itsskigm
these servants were born 108 youths, it means $aBnp.
And where it says two older women, it means theeold
songs of the Psalter. And the man sang those pmugs day
and night, and he couldn't satisfy himself with ithe
sweetness. And he regarded it the greatest thihgsifife to
be with them day and night, and the tears he shexé Wwis
bread and water. And so in that good confessiohi®the
went to the Lord to Eternal Life. And where it salst he
had a choice and clean house, that is the tempiesdiody.
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And where he has a spouse in it, that is his oelyelten
soul in the middle his body; and it stays there kkbeautiful
dove in the midst of a palace of light, becausebudy is
clean and pure. And where there is a hill highemtlhis
house, that is the head on top of his temple. Ahdre/there
are two streams (sources) of warm water, thosetlaze
continuous gladdening tears from both of his eyes."”

Simeon stopped speaking. He looked squarely atlaliko
face and watched the boy's expression.

"Wow!" exclaimed Nikolai in an outburst of emotiohhe
expelled breath that flowed with the only word thatcould
think of to express his total involvement seemedhib
Simeon with a force that made the old man recoil in
astonishment. He did not expect the story to hawsh s
strong impact on the boy. "That was simply bealitifu
added Nikolai after a moment of reflective thought.

That night Nikolai dreamed that he was in paradisel
he saw Hristos on a throne behind which shone the s
Beside him sat his mother, the Bogoroditsa (Motifegod).
And he saw himself sitting on his mother's lap. Whnee
woke up he was reassured in his own mind that retha
boy in his mother's dream. He tried to tell his nestabout
the dream, but all he could remember was that resiiting
on his mother's lap and looking up at Hristos ahd t
Bogoroditsa.

"I saw God and his wife,” was the child-like wayath
Nikolai expressed it.

"Kolya," said Masha endearingly after Nikolai had
finished telling his dream. "l sewed a new shint you for
Easter. | finished it earlier than | thought ofidining it, so
you can wear it for thepasauuk/prazdnik (holyday) that's
coming up tomorrow."

"Which mnpasmaux/prazdnik (holyday) is that?" asked
Nikolai.

"It will be 'bnaroBemenue  bBoropomuuber  /
Blagoveshcheniye Bogoroditsi' (The Annunciation tbe
Mother of God),” answered Masha. The holyday was
celebrated on March the 25th, according to the stide.
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"That was when the angel Gabriel came to the ViMary
and announced to her that she would be the Moth@od."

"Haritina told me that girls won't be able to corttieir
hair on this prazdnik (holyday)," said Nikolai. ‘ttsat true?"

"She probably misunderstood her mother,” explained
Masha. "Girls and women won't be able to braidrthair on
that day, that's all. They'll have to braid theairithe night
before."

"Haritina told me that God made this prazdnik (loialy)
because God saw a chickadee build its own nedtairday,"
said Nikolai. "Is that true?"

"That's partly true,” explained Masha. "There istary
that a chickadee doesn't build its own nest. Anothied
builds a nest for it, and when the chickadee lé&y®ggs in
the nest, then the bird who built the nest comes zand
warms the eggs for the chickadee. There is anatoey that
tells of a man who was building a house. When the
chickadee saw the man building the house, it watdedo
the same as the man; so it built a nest right gnatfothe
man's house. It was the first time that God sawniekadee
build its own nest, so he made a holyday to remertiz
day. That's the way the story goes."

"That story must have a meaning to it," intuitivéhpught
Nikolai. "I'll have to ask Simeon what it meansg &aid to
himself.

But the next day, when he heard that his
'kpécthbriit/krostniy' (Godparent) Vasily Velikov had arrived
from Brazil and was coming over to his house asesy
Nikolai forgot all about asking Simeon about thergtof the
chickadee and its nest.

Nikolai was so excited about his godparent thahduwelly
paid any attention to the new shirt his mothergruhim that
day. It was a violet shirt with four clusters ok gourple
grapes each on the front panel of the shirt arel dlusters of
six purple grapes around the collar; two green dsav
stemmed from the top of the purple grapes and ralsp
green vine connected the clusters of grapes.
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Nikolai was also excited at seeing his three "amls{by
virtue of their being daughters of his godparethiat he had
a hard time concentrating on the liturgy that wiaanted on
the evening before the holyday. His three "couSins,
Nadezhda, Anastasia, and Irina, were grown-up gio,
ranging in age from eleven for Irina to fifteen féadezhda.

Nikolai stood beside his dad and chanted along tiéh
rest of the worshippers: "Holy Virgin Mother of Ggayful
Mary, the Lord is with you. Blessed are you amoraman.
And Blessed is the Fruit of thy womb."

At the midnight service, Masha proudly stood withr h
friend Zinaida Velikov and her three daughters aratle the
'moksionsl/poklony’ (obeisances to the ground) together with
them. It seemed as if there was a natural rhytranhttie five
women felt as they crossed themselves and then dbdéave
the ground, touching their forehead to @oapyunuk
/podruchnik’ (square prayer-cloth) that they haeldheir left
hand as they bowed. They made the movements ghgcefu
and in unison.

As the closing hymn was chanted, Masha thoughhef t
beautiful holyday, of being reunited with her frilnin
America, and of the big dinner she had preparedhfar
guests in her house.

The closing words seemed to echo in the green ppunt
monenbsHs/molelnya (church) hours after the worshippers had
gone to their separate homes:

“JlHech cIlaceHHMie HAILIETO TJaBH3HA, M CXE OT BEKa

TaWHCTBA SIBJICHHWE. CBIH boxkwuii, cbiH JIeBBI ObIBaeT, u
I'aBpunn Onaromate OsaroBecTByeT. Temke M MBI C HUM
Boropoauier Bozonuum: Panmyiics Gmaromarnasi, ['ocrionb ¢
TOOOM.”
(Today is the crown of our Salvation and the mamtéton
of the Eternal Mystery. The Son of God becometh3be of
the Virgin, and Gabriel announceth the good tidiofygrace.
Wherefore let us also with him cry to the Mother@dd:
Hail! Thou that art full of grace; the Lord is withee.)
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Chapter 12 --"EASTER WEEK (PASKHA)"

Nikolai spent most of his time now with his
kpécruprii/krostniy (Godparent) Vasily and with his three
cousins: Nadezhda, Anastasia and Irina. The Velilaowly
was given temporary living quarters in Ivan's hougasily
worked with Ivan throughout the autumn and wint@mihs
trimming Douglas Fir and pine trees for the lumipelustry.

It was a very lucrative business, and by springetiMasily
had saved enough money to put a down payment oomims
house and farm.

Whenever Vasily and Ivan would come home on
holydays or on week-ends after several weeks invibvads,
Nikolai would always run up to his Godparent Vasigd
beg him to tell him another story. Vasily was aesglid
story-teller, and he loved to captivate an entirdience with
Russian tales that he had heard his father telhwigewas a
boy. Vasily had told many short stories about aismizke
the favorite one about a fox and a wolf, and anothree
about a white duck. He had told them longer stoliks the
one about the Geese-Swan, and another one aboGetie
King and Vasilisa the Wise. One night he spent aleh
evening around the fireplace telling the long staloput Ivan
Tsarevich (the prince), the Firebird, and the GAlf.

But on this particular evening in 1967, severaldagfore
Bepbounoe Bockpecenne /Verbnoye Voskresenye (Palm
Sunday), Vasily decided to tell his favorite stoapout
Marya Morevna (Marya of the Sea). Andrey's famigdh
come to visit that evening, and there was a lamgeim of
listeners as Vasily began his story:

"In a certain kingdom lived Ivan Tsarevich (Princ&ho
had three sisters: Marya, Olga and Anna. The fa#met
mother had died, but before they passed away tidyuan:
'Whosoever comes first to court your sisters, ta give her
hand in marriage. Don't keep the sisters long witho
marriage!'

"After lvan buried his parents he went with histesis to
play in a green garden. Suddenly, a dark cloud aeplein

136



the sky. Just as they ran in the house the stogarband the
thunder clashed. At the sound of the thunder tliangesplit
in two and in flew a hawk. The hawk hit himself agh the
floor and changed into a good young man. 'Hell@nlv
Tsarevich, | come to you to court your sister Mdrgaid the
sharp fellow. 'If you love my sister, then take,leerd let her
go with God," said Ivan. Marya agreed to be martethe
hawk-man, and after the marriage ceremony he t@wkidh
his own kingdom.

"A year passed and Ilvan went with his two sisterplay
in the green garden. Again a cloud came. Just@s &® they
entered the house the ceiling fell apart and iw f& eagle.
The eagle hit himself against the floor and chanigeal a
brave man. 'Hello, Ivan Tsarevich, | come to you a® a
guest as before, but as a gentleman courting @ lsaig the
brave man. And he courted Olga. Ivan said, 'If youe
Olga, then | will not hold her against her will.lga agreed,
and she married the eagle-man, who swooped hemdp a
carried her to his own kingdom.

"Another year passed, and Ivan went with his yoshge
sister into the green garden to play. Again a bldokd and
a storm came up, and they ran into the house. Atmaer hit
the ceiling and in flew a raven. The raven hit lethagainst
the floor and turned into a valiant man. '‘Well, lya came
before as a guest, but now | come for your sistemal said
the valiant man. 'l won't take my sister's willrfxcher, so if
you love her, let her go with you," said lvan. Amarried
the raven-man, and he carried her off to his kimgdo

"lvan was left alone now. He lived a year by himseld
he became so lonely that he decided to searchigaigters.
As he traveled on the road he chanced upon aviibkte an
entire army lay slain. 'If there's a live man hegalled Ivan,
'then tell me who defeated this army." A live masveered,
‘This army was defeated by a beautiful queen naltaga
Morevna (Marya of the Sea). As he rode further hme
upon some white tents, and Marya Morevna rode muotdet
him. 'Hello, tsarevich (prince), where does Gocetgku--by
your will or against your will?* she asked. Ivanafievich
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answered, 'A brave fellow never goes against hiis Wiell,

if you're not in a hurry, come and be my guesid séarya
Morevna. Ivan stayed with her two nights, fell ové, and
married her.

"Marya Morevna took Ivan to her kingdom, and they
lived together for some time before she again aetid go
into battle. She left the care of the kingdom ian's hands
and told him, "You can go everywhere, except dook in
this store-room.’ But lvan opened the door as ssoNlarya
left, and there he saw Koschay the Deathless hgngm
twelve chains. Koschay begged Ivan, 'Have mercsnerand
give me drink. I've been hanging here ten years mayd
throat is dry.' lvan gave him a bucket of wateentfa second
and a third. After drinking the third bucket of waKoschay
regained his former strength, and he broke alluevehains.
‘Thank you, Ivan Tsarevich," said Koschay, ‘butrfnraow on
you won't see Marya Morevna." Koschay flew out the
window, caught up with Marya, and carried her awath
him.

“lvan cried bitterly and decided to go on the raad
search for Marya Morevna. On the third day, asstne was
just coming up, he saw a wondrous palace; in thecpavas
an oak tree, and in the oak tree sat a hawk. Tl lnat
himself against the ground and turned into the ggpmahg
man. Marya Tsarevna (Princess), Ivan's sister, aainto
meet him. lvan stayed with them three days andtteddh all
about his adventures and that he was searchiniyléoya
Morevna. 'It'll be hard to find her," said the hamkan, 'but at
least leave your silver spoon with us so that wél wi
remember you.' lvan left the spoon with them andtwn
his way.

"And so Ivan went for three more days until he saw
another marvelous palace. This time he met theeesgl his
sister Olga Tsarevna. He stayed with them three dayl left
them a silver fork, and then he went on his way.

"And so Ivan went for three more days until he came
the splendid palace where his sister Anna Tsarewiathe
raven lived. With them he left his silver box.
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"Then Ivan went on the road again. On the third day
finally met Marya Morevna. 'Akh, Ivan, why didntoy
listen to me and not look in the storeroom likeoldtyou,'
said Marya Morevna. 'Forgive me, Marya Morevna, kat's
forget the past,’ said Ivan. 'Let's hurry away befdoschay
catches us." Koschay, in the meantime, was huntang,
when he was returning home in the evening his hstesged
to stumble. 'Why are you stumbling, you foolish d&rdo
you hear some misfortune?' asked Koschay. 'lvaneVizn
has taken away Marya Morevna,” answered the horse.
Koschay quickly chased down Ivan and took away Mary
Morevna. This time I'll let you go,' said Koschay Ivan,
'‘because you gave me water to drink. And a secoml Itl|
forgive you. But the third time I'll chop you uptanpieces.'

"So Ivan went after Marya Morevna a second timel an
Koschay chased him down and took Marya away. Ivantw
after Marya Morevna a third time, and Koschay cHasien
down again. This time, however, Koschay kept hmpse
and chopped Ivan into pieces and put him in a bamd
threw the barrel into the blue sea.

"At that moment the silver that Ilvan gave to histbers-
in-law turned black. 'It's evident there is sonmmuble,’ they
said. The eagle went after the barrel in the baa the hawk
flew after the water of life, and the raven flevieafthe water
of death. Then they met together and put the pietégan
together. The raven sprinkled Ivan with the watedeath,
and the body grew together; the hawk sprinkled Ivath
the water of life, and Ivan shuddered and cameféo He
said, 'l sure slept a long time.' 'You would halepslonger
if it wasn't for us,’ said the brothers-in-law. Vhavited him
over, but he said he had to find Marya Morevna.

"After a short time lvan found her and told heintFout
where Koschay got such a good horse." Marya wefintb
out. Koschay told her, 'Past the thrice nine land#he thrice
ten kingdom, past a river of fire lives Baba Ya&he has
such a mare on which she rides around the eartly elag.
She has many such mares. | was a shepherd fohies t
days, and | didn't lose one mare, so she rewardedith a

139



colt.' 'How do you get across the river of fireSked Marya
Morevna. 'l have a handkerchief which makes a \egh
bridge when | wave it three times on the right saled the
fire can't reach me,' said Koschay. Marya secredigried
away the handkerchief and told Ivan all she haddea

"And so Ivan went across the river of fire. He wéstta
long time without food and water. He chanced upomogher
bird with her tiny chicks. lvan wanted to eat aytone, but
the mother begged him not to. 'There will comengetivhen
| will be useful to you," she said. lvan went futhand he
saw a bee-hive. He was going to eat some honey Wien
mother bee flew up to him and asked him not toefr&hwill
come a time when | will be useful to you,' she said went
further and he saw a lioness with her cubs. He echtu eat
a small cub, but the lioness asked him not to. r& il
come a time when | will be useful to you,' she s&d Ivan
went on hungry as before.

"Finally he came to Baba Yaga's house. Around thesé
were 12 hearths, and on 11 of the hearths were ingikals.
'Hello, 6abymka/babushka (old woman)," said Ivan. 'Hello,
lvan Tsarevich," answered Baba Yaga, 'have you coyne
your own free will or because of some need?' 'letonearn
a 6orareip/bogatyr (heroic) horse," answered Ivan. "You only
have to work three days, and if you don't losenglsi mare,
then I'll give you a bogatyr (heroic) horse; buydu lose a
single mare, then I'll have your head on top of tielfth
hearth.’

"lvan agreed and Baba Yaga told him to get to wék.
soon as lvan let the horses out to pasture, tHeypmlaway
and Ivan was left crying. He sat on a rock and werdieep.
Just as the sun was going down, a mother bird tipwo
lvan and awakened him. 'Get up, Ivan, the horsesalir
home," she said. Baba Yaga, in the meantime, wiisgyat
her horses, 'Why did you come back home?' 'Howdcaud
help it when birds from all over the world came aohost
poked out our eyes?' answered the horses. 'Welt, timee
run into the woods,' said Baba Yaga.
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"The second day the horses ran away to the woo@s wh
lvan let them out to pasture. Again lvan sat dowraaock
and cried, and then he fell asleep. The sun wenhdand a
lioness came to him. 'Get up, Ivan, the horseslagathered
together,' she said. Baba Yaga again yelled abhdreses, and
the horses said, '"How could we help not coming haien
wild animals from all over the world came and ng#ore us
to pieces.’ 'Next time go to the blue sea,’ shi sai

"The third day the horses ran away to the sea,thaey
stood in the water up to their necks. Again Ivandsavn on
a rock to cry, and then he fell asleep. The suntwewn,
and a bee came to him. 'Get up, Ivan, the horsesalr
together,' she said. 'Go on home, but don't shawsgif to
Baba Yaga. Go hide in the stable instead and ridey avith
a colt at midnight.' lvan did as he was told by biee. Baba
Yaga again yelled at her horses when they returansdithey
told her, 'What could we do? Bees from the foumeos of
the world attacked us and started stinging us.’

"Baba Yaga went to sleep, and at midnight Ivan rode
away with a horse. He rode up to the river of faed he
waved his handkerchief three times on the righte.sid
Suddenly, a high bridge formed a path for Ivan serthe
river. When Ivan got across to the other side, beed the
handkerchief just twice, and the bridge became tiagy In
the morning Baba Yaga gave chase to Ivan and tilenst
horse, and she came up to the tiny bridge. 'lt dolike a
good bridge,' she thought. But when she got tontiddle,
the bridge collapsed and she fell into the rivefiref

"lvan finally came to Marya Morevna. She ran ughim
and threw her arms around his neck. 'How did yomeco
back to life?' she asked. 'Oh, somehow," answesaa. He
told her to come with him. 'I'm afraid,” answerecaryh
Morevna. 'lf Koschay catches us, he'll chop yow ipieces
again.' 'No, he won't catch us,’ said Ivan. 'Ndvave a horse
that flies like a bird." They sat on the horse ande away.
This time when Koschay came home and the horses
stumbled, and Koschay asked what was the matehdlse
answered, 'lvan took Marya Morevna away again. Suodl
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knows if we can catch them this time, for Ivan hakorse
that is better than | am.’

"Koschay gave chase anyway. When he finally caught
with Ivan, the horse that Ivan rode on gave Koshégce
such a big kick that the face was crushed to pieles
made a fire and put Koschay on it and burned hiinthiere
was nothing but ash left. Then Ivan scattered ghesto the
winds.

"Marya Morevna then sat on Koschay's horse and $atn
on his own. They rode off to visit the raven, thiba eagle,
and finally the hawk. Everywhere they went, peogdad,
'‘Akh, Ivan, we thought we'd never see you aliveirag&ell,
you didn't go through all that trouble for nothirg.beauty
such as Marya Morevna can be sought for in the avinddle
world, but you won't find another one like her.t&fall the
feasting, Ilvan and Marya Morevna went to their own
kingdom, where they lived happily ever after.”

Vasily ended the story with a broad sweep of hiesar
and Nikolai and Haritina rushed into the extendedsa

"That was a beautiful story!" exclaimed Nikolai\&asily
put his right arm around him.

"l liked it a lot, too," added Haritina with a bhiag smile
on her face as Vasily put his left arm around her.

Some of the other children crowded in to hug the
overwhelmed story-teller. "Tell us another storyfey
demanded.

"Not tonight," said Vasily. "Some other night."

The children insisted, but Vasily stood his ground.
Eventually the children gave up and found other emand
activities to occupy their energetic minds and bedi

The following night Ivan and his family joined the
Velikov family and all the other parishioners oétBinkiang
group in the newly-constructed greewsensas /molelnya
(church), which was built less than a mile from fhekish
village of Bethlehem. A light rain sprinkled on theople as
they walked across the gravel road and parkingdothe
simple country church. The parishioners began gaitet
2:00 o'clock in the morning omBéponoe Bockpecenbe
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/Verbnoye Voskresenye' (Palm Sunday) in the chuahett
looked like a large undecorated hall. The simplé&evivalls
had no lavish embroidered designs. It was the tiéhe
great fast; at Easter the walls would be decoratéti
flowery drapes, curtains and wall tapestry. The yonl
decorations now were the 41 ikons which lined tye ghelf
of the eastern wall. One ikon was singled out a&srtiajor
ikon of the holyday, and that ikon depicted thensseof
Passion Week. The special ikon was set on a thbhlewas
flanked on both sides by large old holy books, \Wwhicere
covered with gold-tinted cloths. Forty-two candigere lit
before the forty-two ikons. The only other notaldature
was a hand-painted Russian Orthodox eight-limbedscon
the front of the table which held the holy books.

All the symbols of the faith were carefully insatb
around the cross, and a colorful flower arrangennesde a
wreath around the entire emblem of salvation. gnadbthe
cross was inscribed]' C Iaps Caasel / TS S' Tsar Slavi,
(King of Glory); on the side of the second beam was
inscribed 'C XC Icyc Xpucroc / Ic Xc' Isous Hristos, (Isous
Hristos), and below tha€Chin boxuii / Sin Bozhiy' (Son of
God); on the sides of the vertical beam was thergan
'Huka/nika' Hac uckymu KpoBblo amgamoa/nas iskupi krovyu
adamova (redeem us by the blood of Adam); on thetel
right sides of the vertical beams were the firdtels of
cryptic messages:

PB/RB (pa6 Ooxwuii/rab Bozhiy, servant of God)

MJI/ML (mecto noonoe/mesto lobnoye, place of the
skull)

I'A/GA (rmaBa agamosa/glava adamova, head of Adam).
Beside the lance was the letterk' (xomwé/kopyo), and
beside the reed was the lett&fT" (tpocts/trost). The cross
itself stood upon a raised platform which was redchy
ascending three steps from either left or rightesid
Underneath the cross was the skull of Adam.

The worshippers made their usual three crossings an
they bowed to the right and to the left, then thewed to
the ground. The chanting was continuous. Nikoladenhis
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way up to the front with his Godfather Vasily. Ivotiowed
behind them with little three-year-old Pasha, wlevrhad
his own blackxanar/halat (church robe). Nikolai looked at
the long row of ikons. He immediately recognizeck th
colorful ikon of the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God)ttvithe
God-child. He glanced momentarily at the ikon ofsktrs on
the cross and then at the ikon of St. Nikola. Hissewere
suddenly arrested by an ikon that he had not se@rd) it
was the ikon of the beheading of St. John the Bggnd his
head was lying sideways on a platter. Nikolai glyi¢krned
his gaze away from that unsightly image and proeded
look past the bronze ikons till he saw another dolane.
He smiled when he saw the familiar image of Hristhe
"image not made with hands,"” and he remembered ssme
the stories about the famous shroud or Mandylisnf avas
called by some.

He recalled hearing that a certain king asked Isous
come to him, but that Isous wasn't able to; insteadiped a
cloth or handkerchief on his face and his imagesapgd on
it. The king was instantly cured of his illness whege saw
the image not made with hands on the cloth.

Nikolai continued to look over the ikons as theuriy
went on. Only occasionally would he stop to crosaself
and make a bow with the rest of the worshipperer&hvas
one picture that caught his eye later on, and Wes the
colorful ikon of St. George slaying the dragon. ¢taildn't
remember hearing any stories about that image.

By 4:00 a.m. Nikolai's attention was brought bagkhe
main service, which now began to liven up as thetayatel
(elder) brought out a box of twigs to pass outh® people.
Another box was circulated from person to persorthat
back of the building; it was a box of short thinndges.
Nikolai reached out for a small twig of green pussiow,
which had just begun to lose its fluffy white miige star-
bursts and was bursting forth into a leafy greeanbh.
When Nikolai got the candle from the other box, it
from Vasily's already lit candle, and then he pthbeth twig
and candle in his left hand and listened as theght of the
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day was chanted by the nastoyatel (elder). "Hosamrihe
highest" was the main theme of the long liturgy,jclkhwvas
paid less attention to than the brightly lit casdénd dense
incense odor that floated over the tops of the [g@&opeads.

A short intermission allowed the young restlesddcan
and teen-agers a chance to leave through the lmkiar a
bathroom break and a chance to socialize, whileotter
men and women and the more orthodox children sahen
plastic-covered linoleum floor and on the benchresiiad the
wall to listen to a reading from the gospel accafritiristos
raising Lazarus from the dead and then riding denisalem
amidst shouts of "Hosanna in the highest." All damdles
were put out as the people listened to the slowntelike
reading, which lasted about half an hour. Thenrdsaling
ended, the young people re-entered, and the canélesre-
lit.

After the service, which ended at 8:00 a.m., thedti
worshippers went home to sleep. Ivan stayed wghfdmily
long enough to enjoy thempor/pyrog (meat pie) with
salmon, which Masha cooked for Sunday, when fisls wa
allowed. Then he took off with Vasily Velikov andnfp
Svyatogorov to the woods of the Evergreen State of
Washington. Antip wanted to join them on this seday
trip in order to help pay off his new Ford camgeatthe had
bought. Besides, they would be able to sleep ircémeper if
it got too cold in the woods. They promised thelveg that
they would be back by Saturday night and be readythe
Easter midnight service as they drove off.

The three men worked hard trimming and felling ayn
of the fir and pine trees as they could duringtthelve hours
that the sun gave them light to work by. The firgee nights
were cold, and the men slept in their sleeping hagde
roomy camper. Then the temperature changed, anthéor
next two nights they built a campfire and sleptideshe
campfire throughout the cool night.

It was on Thursday night that the men began to &eel
relaxing warmth course through their bones as began to
discuss the events of Passion Week. Antip Svyatagavho
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was usually a quiet hard-working man, began to esghis
strong religious views.

"I think our souls are in mortal danger if we reman
America for too long," said Antip seriously as hezegd into
the red-orange interior of the fire.

"How so0?" asked Ivan, who had finished eating eestif
Russian bread that Masha had baked for him.

"Our children are tempted with American ways," said
Antip. "Look at what happed to Alyosha's boy Pelgst
year. He got involved with some American girls ialeén,
and he started smoking that devil's marijuana. Tiergot
caught with some of it in his possession. Now, betsing a
jail sentence of six months."

"You're right,” said Vasily. "My girls are startirtg listen
to nothing but that rock 'n' roll on radio. And yh&eep
begging me to buy a television so that they canchvail
those ungodly programs that are full of sex andevice."

"I've heard talk that some of our folk are thinkiog
moving to Alaska or to Canada where the American
influence won't bring everlasting damnation on soals of
their children," said Ivan.

"l told my nastoyatel (elder) that |1 would be wnily to
take a trip later this summer with a few other nten
Alaska," said Antip. "I feel very sad for our chigth when |
see them talking in American at home, when theyt sta
running away from home and riding around in raciags,
when they don't say their morning and night prayeress
they're reminded, and when they forget about Hsistad the
trials and tribulations he suffered to save mankmd their
sins. Last week | mentioned the cross to a young dal
about wearing the Russian belt, and he told me kit
parents didn't care if he wore American shirts Anterican
belts; he didn't even have his cross around hik.hec

"That reminds me of a story that | read in a boloit t
Simeon Raskolin lent me," said Vasily. "It was abthe
cross that Hristos was crucified on and how itioady was
a tree that grew from three seeds placed in Adamlgh by
his son Seth."
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"l think | heard of that story," reminisced Ivansri't that
where Seth went to Paradise and a cherub gaveheiseeds
from the tree of life whose roots sank down intdl laed
whose branches reached heaven?"

"That's the one," answered Vasily. "Do you wanhé&ar
the story from the beginning?"

"Speak on," said Antip, who had risen to his feetf a
stump that he was sitting on and had started to the logs
on the fire.

"Correct me if | make a mistake, Ivan," said Vasily

"Go ahead, and don't wait for me to correct yoajts
lvan. "It's a long time since | heard the story. §fgndfather
lov told it to me back in China, and | scarcely esnber it."

"Well, here goes,” said Vasily as he crossed himsel
"May the Lord guide my tongue and my memory. If my
memory serves me right, | think it was just befédam felt
his death was near when he called his son Setlistside
and entreated him, 'Go, my son, to the Garden ehEahd
ask the angel who keeps the gate to give me thefMlercy
which God had promised mankind.' '‘But | do not knibnv
way,' said Seth. 'The path is easy to follow," Fsildm, ‘for
it's in an eastward direction and you will see ragtprints
which scorched the soil as | was banished fromgéreen.
Follow the blackened traces where my feel have and
where the grass has never grown since.’

"Seth followed his father's directions, and he spassed
the barren fields and came up to the walls of Regadvhere
he was suddenly met by a wavering line of fireighy like
a serpent of light constantly shaking. He saw ateathat it
was the flaming sword in the hand of the cherub who
guarded the gate to the garden. Before Seth cod wetter
a word, the angel said to him, 'The time of partias not
come yet. Four thousand years must pass before the
Redeemer shall open the door to Adam because of his
disobedience. But to show you how future pardori sbane
about, you will be shown the wood through which
redemption shall come about, and you will be gitba
seeds from which shall grow, out of the tomb of ytaiher,

147



a tree upon which the future Redeemer shall dieedeem
the old Adam and fallen humanity.’

"At those words the angel swung open the gate and
showed Seth the mighty tree of life, whose rootscdeded
into hell and entwined themselves around the bddgain.
Around the bark was coiled a frightful red serpemhich
scorched the lower bark and branches. As Sethdrdige
eyes to heaven he saw that the branches changed the
appearance, for they were not scorched and bartgrthey
were green and covered with flowers and fruit. Tieest
fruit was a little babe, a living sun, who seemed bie
listening to the songs of seven white doves whalemir
round his head. A woman, more lovely than the mdame
the child in her arms.

"Then the angel closed the gate and said, 'Instéad
giving you the Oil of Mercy that your father wantsshall
give to you three seeds from the Tree of Life, whyou are
to place in your father's mouth before he diegh $&turned
to his father and told him all that he had seen lzeatd. On
the third day his father died, and the three s&exte buried
in his mouth, as the angel had instructed. Thessbedame a
tree with three trunks in one, and the blood of Adaas
absorbed into the tree. The three trunks which drem the
three seeds were of cedar, cypress, and pine.

"The story then continues with Noah, who dug up thee
by the roots and took it with him into the ark. éfthe flood
he buried the skull of Adam near Mount Calvary or
Golgotha, and planted the tree on the top of Mduetianon.
Later Moses cut off a magical branch or rod frora tree
after he saw it as a burning bush. With the lif@rgy branch
he was able to bring water out of a rock and Hezde whom
the serpents had bitten in the desert. Howevenvd® not
allowed to carry the sacred staff into the Promitead
because of disobedience, so he planted the brartbie iills
of Moab.

"During the time of David and Solomon, as the story
goes, David sat beneath the sacred tree when hailbdvhis
sins. Since the tree surpassed all in the forebtKimg
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Hiram, David's son Solomon tried to use it as ttennpillar
in his Temple. But the carpenters could not cigoitthat it
could fit, for it was at one time too long and abther time
too short. So the enraged Solomon just threw the aver
Cedron, that all might trample on it as they crdstbe brook
in and out of Jerusalem. When the Queen of Sheina ¢ta
visit King Solomon, she saw the virtuous tree aedidkd
not to walk across it. Instead, she said a prayer then
removed her sandals and crossed the stream inll@vgha
place. The king was impressed by her reverencether
sacred tree, and he had it overlaid with goldenepland
hung above the door of his Temple. Some time later
Solomon's grandson, | forget his name, stole thd gad
buried the tree so that no one would discover tise

"From the ground where the tree was buried a spring
living water began to flow and a pool known as Rstla
was formed there. The sick came to the pool to dxdelal.
The angel of the pool was also the guardian ofriéw and it
was protected for many years. When the time of the
crucifixion came near, the wood rose to the sutfacal it
was used as a bridge between Golgotha and Jerusalem

"When Isous passed over the sacred tree to beied)di
was discovered that there was no wood on the msonthe
tree was cut up into the three types of wood thatiginally
was made of, cedar, cypress, and pine, and it vaake nmto
the cross as we know it. The cross was set up ersdame
spot where the skull of Adam had been buried. $hatly
we have the inscriptionriaBa amamosa/glava Adamova'
(head of Adam) on the bottom of the cross we weaunrad
our necks.

"After the crucifixion it was buried on Golgothautbit
was uncovered by the Empress Helena, mother of
Constantine the Great, in the year 328 A.D. Whesick
woman was healed by touching it, the tree becanered
as the cross of Hristos. History says that a Perkiag
carried it away when he plundered Jerusalem, laititlwas
recovered by Heraclius, who defeated the Persiag ki
battle on September 14, 615, and we celebrate this
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memorable occasion to this very day as the Feashef
Exaltation of the Most Cross."

"Whew," sighed Antip with a deep exhalation aftersity
had finished, "that was some story. | never knew d¢foss
had such a long history."

"There is much that is fascinating about the ctoss,
remarked Vasily.

"You revealed one of the mysteries that | have e@no
know for more than 10 years now," commented Ivan.

"What's that?" asked Vasily, unaware that he htated a
deep mystery in the telling of the story.

"When my Grandfather lov went back to Russia in7,95
said Ivan reflectively, "he told me about the thvamods that
composed the cross, but he did not know that ‘pevga a
pine. | have wondered about that for many years."

"What's so mysterious about that?" inquired Vasily.

"You mentioned that the three seeds grew into three
saplings, cypress, cedar, and pine," stated Ivamd"I
always knew that cypress and cedar were sacredisecar
Lord was crucified on them, but | did not know thia third
sacred tree was the pine."

"And just think," interjected Antip, "we've beentting
down pine trees for the past two days."

"That's just what | was thinking," remarked Ivanan
astonished tone.

"l think it's time for me to go to sleep,” said Mgwith a
big yawn.

Vasily crawled into his sleeping bag and coverexdidars
while Ivan and Antip continued talking about thesteyy of
the cross.

The following morning the men woke up at the breék
dawn and hurried to the working area with theiricksaws.
A thick fog had settled in the forest overnightdahe cold
damp feeling woke up the men earlier than they desired
to wake up. Antip was unusually quiet as the thmeen
walked to their destination.
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"Antip, why are you so moody?" asked Ivan. "Was it
something about our discussion last night?"

"I don't know exactly," answered Antip, who keps hi
eyes on the ground as he stepped along a narréw"paad
an eerie feeling when | awoke. It was as if | hatteam that
| was descending into a deep pit, but | don't retanany
particulars in the dream.”

"l have those dreams sometimes, too," said Vasihyo
had overheard Antip's statement. Vasily was leathegvay
down a path that had become narrower and was ahvetle
brush.

"I wouldn't worry about it," said lvan reassuringly

Antip didn't reply. The three men proceeded siigntl
maneuvering their footsteps over the fallen logsd an
branches. When they came to the spot where thegffehe
day before, they busily set to work trimming therwrhes
and felling the pine trees. By mid-morning the fiiggd and
the men were able to see in all directions all ttees that
they had cut for Weyerhaeuser, the big company ttiey
had contracted out to.

It was shortly before noon when Antip was beginning
feel dizzy and light-headed, and he wanted to &kench
break, but Vasily insisted that they finish theett@éat they
had started trimming the branches off of. Ivan bada nice
slice off the side which was facing west, the dicet in
which the pine tree was supposed to fall, and hiestarted
pounding wedges into a thin cut on the opposite,sithen
suddenly the tree started cracking. Antip and Yasgre off
to the right side.

"There's a knot in the tree!" yelled Ivan. "It'simg to
twist! Run!"

The tree jerked to the left, and then it was tvddie the
right by a thick knot that ran through the middlbese lvan
had made the cut. Ivan backed away, but Antip aadily
were confused by the commotion and the apparemtgsug
of the tree to the left. They were caught off thggiard, and
within seconds the tree came crashing down on them.
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"Oh, my God!" screamed Ivan as he saw the tree ¢and
his two friends with a thunderous crash. He heasdraam.
He ran over to Vasily, who was moaning under thighteof
a branch that had snapped his spine in two at ektern of
the lumbar region.

"Get the chain-saw!" screamed Vasily. "Get thisnoha
off me!"

lvan ran back for the chain-saw. He hurried back an
pulled the cord to start the motor. Vasily was simgafrom
the agonizing pain. Beads of perspiration linedfarehead
as he prayed with tears in his eyeFpchonu momwumyii
/Gospodi Pomilui" (Lord, have mercy). Ivan cut thanch
on both sides of Vasily, and then he lifted the d@vay
from the crushed back.

"Where's Antip?" asked Ivan.

"l last remember seeing him run further toward tipeof
the tree," said Vasily. "He wanted to run away fram
reach.”

"I'll be right back," said Ivan. He took off his wa jacket
and laid it over Vasily's quivering body. He wagiddy
going into shock, but Ivan had to see what had éaggp to
Antip.

lvan scampered over the untrimmed upper limbs ef th
tree. He saw a red jacket under the trunk and dushweard
it. He stopped in his tracks when he suddenly she t
crushed head and the cerebral contents oozing fotheo
sutures of the broken skull. lvan turned away aaldl nis
hands to his mouth. He was feeling sick to his sitimat the
sight of his friend's head being crushed and atthioeght
that a life had been snuffed out like the lightaafandle. The
thought also occurred to him that Antip had wargednuch
to go to Alaska.

When Ivan staggered back to Vasily, he saw that his
friend was still conscious. Ivan felt helpless, figr knew not
what to do. It was a mile back to the camper tritd.would
have to carry Vasily there on his back and driva ko the
hospital.
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"Antip is dead," solemnly announced Ivan to theepal
faced Vasily. As if in anticipation of Vasily's ogteon of
how he died, Ivan added, "The tree fell on his Head

Vasily looked sorrowfully at Ivan. Then he said,cdn't
feel my lower limbs. | can't move anything from tivaist
down."

"I'l have to lift you somehow on my back and cayqu
back," said lvan. He maneuvered Vasily slowly dmsoright
side, and then he had Vasily grab him around thek rzes
lvan slowly lifted the heavy body from the foredodr.
Vasily's legs dangled at the sides as Ivan hundved and
began the long walk back to the camper. He leftipAahd
the chain-saws behind. He would have to returriferdead
after he had taken care of the living.

Both Evgenia Svyatogorov and Zinaida Velikov were
informed of the tragic accident when Ivan finalgached a
hospital in Longview. Evgenia couldn't believe hesirs
when Ivan told her about Antip; she was crying otles
phone into Ivan's ear that she was only thirty yedd, and
now she was a widow with two young daughters tgerai
Zinaida was thankful to God that Vasily was stlive, but
she was worried down deep inside how she would @tipp
herself and her three teen-age girls now that tlead
winner was immobilized.

It was hard for the friends and relatives of theo tw
families that were hit by the tragic event to bgfyd when
the ITacxa/Paskha' (Easter) services began. The week-long
Easter Feast became a sorrowful occasion for thpl@evho
were involved with funeral preparations for Antip.was
also a time of mixed joy and sorrow for Nikolai, evlwas
glad that his godparent had survived the accidedtad the
same time sad that his favorite story-teller waspitalized.

It was a blow to Vasily's ego when the doctors toiich
after the operation that he had suffered irrepardamage to
that part of the nervous system which controlleel ldwer
limbs and the entire lower part of the body frone thaist
down. They told him he would be paralyzed for thet rof
his life and would have to move about in a whedlcha
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Vasily stayed in the intensive care unit all dayu&day; the
following morning he was moved to his own room.

On Paskha (Easter) Sunday, after the long mid-night
service, and after continuous exclamations Xpucroc
Bockpece / Hristos Voskresye' (Hristos is Risen) and
responses oBouctrHo Bockpece/Voistino voskresye' (He is
truly Risen), Nikolai went with his parents and telikov
family to visit Vasily in the hospital. Nikolai bught along a
book that he wanted to give Vasily to read while vires
bedridden. It was about the Passion of Hristos, clwhi
included the Betrayal, Trial, Crucifixion, Descento Hell,
and Resurrection of Hristos. Nikolai liked the bduécause
it had colorful pictures of the entire story of Blas Week,
starting with the raising of Lazarus from the deadl the
triumphant entry into Jerusalem dBeponoe Bockpecenbe
/Verbnoye voskresenye' (Palm Sunday), then comgwiith
the cruel trial at the hands of the Jews and thend&o
Governor Pontius Pilate and the suffering of deaththe
cross, and then concluding with the climactic resetron on
'‘Bockpecenue/voskreseneeye' (Easter Sunday).

Vasily was overjoyed with Nikolai's gift. He thumbe
through the pages and tears came to his eyes. diligmod
by the bed in his negwy6axa/rubaha (shirt) with four clumps
of red cherries on the front panel: each clump ttade
cherries arranged in a triangular pattern withgbmt down;

a green branch with green leaves connected thepslwh
cherries.

"Why are you crying?" asked Nikolai. The othersosto
beside the bed and looked on as Nikolai bent ovidr &
napkin to wipe his godfather's tears away fromelyiss.

"I was crying because the pictures reminded mehef t
suffering and shame that our Savior had to go tjinan the
cross," said Vasily, when he regained enough coompo®
talk without sobbing. "In comparison to his suffeyj what |
went through is so small and insignificant.”

"Thank God you're still alive," said Nadezhda, bider
daughter. "That's what counts.”" Nadezhda was wgdrar
new red dapadan/sarafan’ (jumper dress) with dark red
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hyacinth flowers. Over the dress was a whit&du/zapon'
(apron), and on her head wasiaarok/platok’ (scarf) with
red roses.

"You're right,” said Vasily. "But | do feel sorryoff
Antip."

"He went to paii/rahiy’ (paradise),” said Anastasia, "and
there's nothing sorry about that. He's happier twarare."
Anastasia was wearing a new pink sarafan (dresf) wi
twelve groups of three strawberries embroiderediradahe
hem of the calf-length dress. Over her dress waghide
zapon (apron) with lace, and on her head was d wsatr
yellow and orange butterflies.

Irina stood silently beside Anastasia and crie@; wiped
her eyes with the sleeves of her light green dndssh had
five brown birds with red crests and orange feaher
embroidered alternately with five orange-red flosvevith
five petals on the lower part of the dress. She toot a
silver-colored egg, which she had received at tlastdf
service, from behind her white apron and handed ier
father. Vasily took the silver-colored egg and heldh the
palm of his hand.

"You all are such a comfort to me,” said Vasily, les
reached out his arms to embrace his wife, thregltaus,
and Nikolai. lvan and Masha stood back and watched.
"Zinaida, will you do me a favor when you get horhé@
asked, after the tearful embracing subsided. "y@ill get my
‘moapyunuk/podruchnik’ (prayer-cloth), the new one with the
red diamond-shape in the middle that you made ®atrthe
Epiphany, and give it to Nikolai as a present?"

"I'll get it for him tonight,” said Zinaida obedity She
had a hard time keeping her tears back.

"Nikolai,” said Vasily, addressing the boy in an
instructive tone. "The podruchnik (prayer-cloth)llwbe
yours to keep, and | want you to always remembemajou
bow your head to the ground during your poklony
(obeisances) that the red diamond-shape in thelengidnds
for Hristos, and the twelve triangular-shapes adouine
center stand for the twelve apostles. And remenaiso
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during this holy week of Paskha (Easter), that elmghhas a
prayer which is addressed to someone in heavend&iis
prayers are addressed to the angels, Tuesdayairib J®hn

the Baptist and other prophets, Thursday's to thesfles
and St. Nicholas, Saturday's to the Bogoroditsatligioof
God) and to all the saints; Wednesday, Friday amcd&y

are special days because on those days we adduess o
prayers to Hristos in remembrance of his betrayedith and
resurrection. Remember always to keep the fashasettwo
days when the betrayal and death are remembered,
Wednesday and Friday."

Nikolai listened as hiskfostniy' (godfather) instructed
him. He noticed a serious tone in all of his womisg he felt
that his godfather had become more serious aboait th
religious life now that he had experienced suchragit
accident and had such a close brush with deatlreTwas a
change that had occurred in all of their lives tEaister
season, and the repercussions of that event wdfelct éheir
future for years to come.

EASTER EGG
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Chapter 13, " Mid-Pentecost Wednesday"

"Anastasia is going to get married to Giorgiy," dsai
Mihail Chestnoslov teasingly as Anastasia walkedafuhe
church with her sister Nadezhda.

"You're jealous,” said Nadezhda in defense of her
blushing sister. They hurried away in the darkhe girls'
bathroom. The boys who were standing outside thecbh
laughed as the girls disappeared behind the dotirea$mall
building where the bathrooms were located.

"What are you laughing about while church is in
progress?" asked an elderly woman who had opeedotbr
and had come out to scold the playful young mery sifil
enjoyed playing pranks. "You should be inside prgyi A
Hy, 3axoaute/A nu, zakhaditye!" (A nu, get inside!)

The laughter quickly died down and the embarrassed
young men scampered into the church ahead of thidrgh
index finger of the old woman.

It was a warm Sunday morning in early May. The was
just beginning its slow ascent over the easterizbony and
the first rays of daylight were visible on the riof the
Cascade Range. A gray GTO roared up to the pawkedon
the gravel road, and a young man in his early tigent
stepped out. He was dressed in a black shirt witdsse
stitched red roses climbing on a vine on his froamel and
around his collar, and with twin roses on his cufffe had a
fuzzy light brown beard which was sparsely distidou
along his light-tan colored cheeks and chin.

All of a sudden, the young man stopped in his saak he
heard a shrill scream coming from the small buddwhich
stood about thirty feet away from the church. Therdf the
small building opened and out rushed Nadezhda.ybheg
man rushed up to her.

"What's the matter?" he asked.

"Giorgiy!" exclaimed Nadezhda in a surprised voice.
"What are you doing here?"
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"Our church just finished, and | wanted to see Aasa,"
explained Giorgiy quickly. "Where's Anastasia?"

"She's in the bathroom, and there's a snake i theaid
Nadezhda. Her voice trembled at the thought oféhesome
snake which had scared her out of her wits.

"Help!" cried Anastasia. "The snake is blocking thaor
and | can't get out.”

Giorgiy rushed inside the bathroom, and the snakeed
its head at the sight of the intruder.

"It's only a garter snake,” said Giorgiy as he éarn
around to look at the brown snake. "It won't haon.y

"Kill it!" screamed Anastasia. "I'm afraid of snaké

"All right," said Giorgiy in an acquiescing voicéle
looked into the eyes of the snake, whose quivetaniged-
tongue was lashing out in self-defense. Then hekbui
raised the left heel of his shiny black shoe amddihit like a
spear into the head of the defenseless snake. iGighed
the head of the vanquished snake.

"Oo, how can you do that?" asked Anastasia in afve o
Giorgiy's fearlessness.

"You asked me to do it," replied Giorgiy. "Otherei$
would have picked it up by its neck and thrown fuiuat into
the bushes."

"Get it out of here," said Anastasia as she magienaace
on her face. "It's ugly and bloody."

Giorgiy picked up the snake by the tail, carrie@dtoss
the road, and threw it as far as he could intofigdd which
faced the church.

"There, | saved your life," said Giorgiy when hemea
back to Anastasia. She had started to walk batket@hurch
with her sister. Giorgiy wanted to put his arm ardthis
bride-to-be and give her a kiss.

"Don't touch me," said Anastasia as she squirme/aw
disgust. "You touched that awful snake."

"O.K. I'll go wash up," said Giorgiy, who was begiimg
to feel less of a hero now that Anastasia was tiegdis
advances.
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A group of children gathered by the bathroom asrgdyo
went up the stairs to wash himself. They had cootefar a
break from the long service.

"Giorgiy loves Anastasia,” yelled Natasha Svyatogor
who had already forgotten that her father Antip luaed
more than a year ago in the woods.

"They're going to get married soon,” yelled Prokopy
Ribrov in jest. Then he made an obscene gestuite s
two hands, which he laughingly displayed to hiserd
Nikolai.

"Dr1o rpex tak nokasesiBaTth/Et0 grekh tak pokazivat" (It's
a sin to show that), said Nikolai, who used the dvor
"rpex/grekh" (sin) whenever he disapproved of something.

Prokopy instantly withdrew the right index fingeorn
the left oval shape that he had formed, and he felt
embarrassed by his friend's righteous accusation.

Giorgiy emerged from the boy's bathroom with clean
washed hands, and he rustled the hair of the emlavho
had gathered around him as he made his way tohinelc.
The girls had already gone in. Giorgiy made hisgatibry
crossing and bowing after he entered the churchstbled in
the back section, where outsiders and unbelievezse w
supposed to stand; mothers with babies also stoothe
back to watch over their babies.

Giorgiy caught Anastasia's eyes looking at him as h
stepped to the right side in the back. She waslsigrio the
left and in front of the partition that divided thmain
sanctuary from the back section. They exchangedetsec
smiles and warm heart-throbbing feelings as theinds
merged with the thought of their forthcoming wedypday.

After the service, Giorgiy saw Vasily Velikov was
him and heard him call his name.

"Giorgiy, wait a minute," yelled Vasily, who stadte
pulling the wheels of his wheel-chair as fast acheld to
catch up with the youthful Giorgiy, who had alreadgched
his showy GTO and was ready to go home. "Come tover
our house," said Vasily in a demanding voice.
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Giorgiy agreed. This would give him a chance ton
Anastasia and to get acquainted with her familg phrents
had already consented to the marriage, even though
Anastasia had just turned fifteen and had not dathered
to finish school. Anastasia's parents didn't mirdht t
Anastasia wanted to get married at such an easy thgy
figured that it was better if she got married tRuassian boy
who was also an Old Believer, than to run arourudéoand
free with the possibility of getting attracted to American
boy who was not of their faith.

"l talked to your father last night,” added Vasdg an
afterthought as he started to turn his wheel-chanund.
"He'll come over today to give the blessing to jext with
the wedding arrangements."

Giorgiy was surprised. He had not expected the
engagement arrangements to take place so soooygithhe
had heard talk of the traditional dinner at thed&s house,
where the two families eat together. He got in® dar and
was about to head left down the road toward Anas$as
house when the thought suddenly struck him thatvbeld
need to exchange gifts with Anastasia at the engage
dinner. He turned his car in the other direction #nored
the accelerator. The wheels screeched and the sfmuke
the burning tires rose into the air as Giorgiy lettthome for
the gift.

"There goes that show-off Giorgiy with his hot GTO,
said Mihail Chestnoslov as he started the motdri®Dodge
Charger.

Anastasia smiled as she watched Giorgiy race away o
what to her was her prince on a white stallion. Bae fallen
in love with him ever since that one day last summleen
he drove up to Settlemeier Park in Woodburn in riesv
GTO, which he had bought with the hard-earned mahaty
he had accumulated while working at a furnituretdac
Giorgiy did not follow the path of the farmer nohet
woodsman that his predecessors followed. He wasngpar
out a path for himself through skilled labor.

160



Anastasia did not show her love for Giorgiy at tfirs
because of her innate shyness. But then one Suredagked
her if she wanted to go for a ride with him. Shes\ada loss
for words at first; but after he took her for atfapin down
one of the country roads, she knew that her hedwoniged to
him forever. She had seen some of the other Ruggin
imitate the American way and sit close to their Ifiognds,
and she did the same. That melted Giorgiy's haad,from
that day on he began to concentrate all his tinteesrergy in
courting Anastasia.

Giorgiy lived in the Turkish village of Bethleherand he
did not have to drive far from the Sinkiang churahich
was about a mile driving distance away. He ranhgpstairs
and into the house to the room which he shared titgh
brother Leonty. In the near future he would be isigathat
room with Anastasia.

"Where are you hurrying to?" asked his mother Sofia
who was busy preparingmuasi/bliny (think pancakes with
filling) and mupomku/piroshki (turnovers with meat filling)
in the kitchen.

"I'm going to Anastasia's house," answered Giortand
| forgot about the gift which | have in my room."

"We're all going there,” said his mother, "so whatie
hurry."

"l think Anastasia's father wants to talk to medoefthe
rest of you get there," said Giorgiy.

"Tell him that | will bring the ikon of the Blessed
Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) for the blessing,” s&dvel
Golubin, who had overheard Giorgiy's voice and hadied
from his bedroom. He had been reading a holy bao#, he
was still dressed in his long blagkadran/kaftan (church
robe).

"O.K. I'll tell him," said Giorgiy as he turned go to his
room.

"And tell him to prepare a candle," added his fatiado
was the nastoyatel (minister) to the Turkish group.

"l will," said Giorgiy as he ran into his room amgnt to
his desk. He reached into the back of the bottgitihand
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drawer and pulled out a special box with a girlalet that
he had bought for Anastasia. He knew that Anasteestaled
the wallet to go with a purse she had bought fasté&a he
also wanted Anastasia to have the wallet becaudenée
she would handle the finances and shopping forfahely
that both of them wanted to start on right away.

At Vasily Velikov's house, the three girls were Yus
helping their mother makenmumenun/pilimeny (like ravioli)
and xotnetsi/kotlety (meat patties). Anastasia was also
responsible to cut up the cucumbers, tomatoesstrag]
onions, lettuce and other vegetables for a bigidadavl. The
girls worked in the kitchen while Giorgiy talked tvithe
father in the living room.

"You are a healthy young man,"” began Vasily after h
future son-in-law sat down on the sofa beside Yasil
wheelchair. "And you have a good-paying job. As yaun
see, I'm not able to do much for my family anymdresides
making leather belts to sell for a few dollars, resice that
tragic accident last year."

"l heard about it," commented Giorgiy. "Those traes a
risky business."

"You're right," said Vasily, who wanted to continwéh
his little speech. "It's fortunate for me that thes are grown
up and can start earning their own bread. Nadehhddeen
working as a seamstress for a clothing store, anasfasia
wants to join her there. | know that the two of yeill make
enough money to buy your own little house after 'ou
married, so you will both be well off. But that'stnwhat |
wanted to talk to you about. I'm concerned about my
daughter and about her children. | know that Angei& a
good and prosperous country--better than Brazil @htha,
where | lived for most of my life--but America idsa a
country of immorality and wickedness. | don't wighsee
my daughter raise children that will follow Amencavays
and lose their Russian heritage."

"l agree with you," said Giorgiy. Vasily didn't I&iorgiy
say what else was on his mind. Instead, he cordimugn his
accusation of American ways.
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"In America there is much freedom and also much
lawlessness,” continued Vasily. "People are peeahitall
kind of immoral filth, and the schools teach ouildien that
man comes from a monkey. Well, maybe the hippietaed
American does, but not the Russian Old Believerd Go
created us in his image, and we wear our beardsobut
respect for that fact.”

Vasily stroked his beard as he began to wandemudf
his favorite subject about beards. Giorgiy letdyss wander
away from the talkative Vasily to the kitchen, wehne
observed Anastasia standing at the cutting bodtd &
grown woman and preparing food for her man. Theight
of her in his kitchen cooking food for him made (@jig's
heart skip a beat, and his face flushed pink fragitement.
His head started turning in spirals, and all of wmlden
Giorgiy felt dizzy.

"I need some air," said Giorgiy as he stood up.cise
me for a minute while | step outside into the frasti'

"Go ahead," said Vasily, who had forgotten whae die

wanted to say against the American way.
Anastasia ran outside after Giorgiy. They walkeaviddhe
road together until they saw his father's car apghng.
Then they turned around and went back to the hd@sisegiy
had not intended to be rude to Vasily. He had evdnted to
be alone with Anastasia.

Giorgiy's father began the ceremony when both iemil
had gathered together in the living room. He hadybung
couple kneel before the ikon and a lit candle. Theade
several obeisances (bowings) to the floor, and ttien
father-nastoyatel (minister) asked if they wished ke
married of their own free will. Giorgiy and Anasi$ooked
at each other and said, "yes," simultaneously. IRae&ibin
explained that the couple had received the parblassings
to proceed with the wedding preparations, and meloded
with the statement that God's blessing would beergiin
church on their wedding day.

"Now let's see the gifts," said Sofia, as she cap& her
son to congratulate him with an embrace and a kiss.
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"Mama, go into my room and get the bag on my bed,"
said Anastasia. Zinaida hurried to get the gift.

"Leonty, there's a box in my glove compartmentitsa
Giorgiy to his brother. "Go get it for me."

The two gifts were brought to the young couple.
Anastasia took out a beautiful orange belt withegréines
that criss-crossed to form a tic-tac-toe desigeraditely with
a cross-framed window design.

"This is my favorite belt that | weaved myself,"ida
Anastasia, giving the belt to Giorgiy. "It is fooy to wear
when you marry me."

"It's beautiful,” responded Giorgiy, wrapping theltb
around his waist on top of his own belt to try it for size.
He handed the gift-wrapped box to her as he staodw a
bow in the belt. "This is for you," he added inhy snanner.
"Open it."

Anastasia opened the box and pulled away the white
tissue paper inside to reveal a beautiful brown e
wallet.

"That's just what | needed,” exclaimed Anastasiae S
wanted to run up to Giorgiy and kiss him, but sk&ltback
her emotions in the presence of the parents.

"Look inside,"” said Giorgiy. He smiled to himself
nervously as Anastasia unsnapped the wallet anketbo
inside.

"There's money in here!" she shrieked excitedly.

"How much?" asked her sister Nadezhda, who ran up
beside Anastasia to see.

"There's one-two-three-four-five fifty dollar bill's
announced Anastasia as she counted the grandohildy
one.

"My, what a wealthy man you're getting married tegid
Anastasia's mother Zinaida. "You're a fortunate"gir

"He's been working hard at saving for this for ower
year," explained Giorgiy's mother Sofia.

"Let's eat! I'm hungry!" cried Irina, who was milg
around anxiously in the kitchen.
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Everyone agreed. It was almost noon, and no ona eve
had breakfast yet. The two families squeezed ardwud
tables joined together, and the feast began. Tlkeataund
the table centered on the imminent wedding arraegésn
the Golubin family were discussing the make-shiftdoor
patio they would have to build in front of theirrgge to
accommodate the many guests from both the Turkidhtze
Sinkiang groups that would come; the Velikov family
discussed thensumnuuk/divishnik" (nightly parties for the
bride at her home); both families discussed theirstpaof
food preparations and expenses, the homemade ikee-I|
drink called 6para/braga” that would have to be made, and
the hog and livestock that would be slaughteregravide
the meat.

For the next two weeks Anastasia was busy wittthel
woman's part in the wedding preparations. She badake
"oantuku/bantiki" (pin-on cloth corsets in the shape of a
flower) for all her guests. She had her sisterp helr make
the "kpoccora/krossota" (wedding-cap) out of 30 small pink,
red, and white flowery bows and a large bow in liaek
with a dozen colorful ribbons with all the color$ the
rainbow which trailed down to the bottom of hersireHer
mother helped her sew a blue dress with groupsedf r
apples, purple plums and oranges abundantly ardamg¢he
pattern; for the apron, Zinaida made a bright riedet silk
one with white lace; on her white blouse Anastasia
embroidered her own flowery red roses with budsvgrg
out the sides to put on her shoulders. Her fathasily
bought Anastasia a jewelry piece to be used asdbaad in
front of the krossota. The jewelry piece consistédour
rows of 72 white glistening gems which Anastasias wa
wear on her wedding day.

At night the young people and Giorgiy arrived. @igr
and Anastasia sat at a long table covered witlbladith of
pink, violet, and purple flowers. Behind the atthae couple
was a wall tapestry with a proud peacock with y&s-shaped
feathers trailing behind her; in the background was
magnolia tree with its rosy-pink flowers in bloorand
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beside the tree was a lake with white water lilesir the
shore and two mature white swans swimming gracefidle
by side in the middle.

"Well, let's sing a song for our two love-birds.aic
Nadezhda. She was older than Anastasia by two.years

"You sing the songs, and we'll throw the kissesits
Petya Chestnoslov, who had been eyeing Nadezhda eve
since he had walked in through the door. He haldaydook
in his eyes.

"Will you give as good a kiss as the song thathseig?"
teasingly asked Nadezhda in response. She gavedlletak
of disapproval, for she disliked him ever since Bhd heard
that he had started using drugs.

Petya blushed as the others laughed. The wit antbhu
continued to fly back and forth like a ping-pondlkst a
tournament. Then there was a moment of silence.

Nadezhda took advantage of the silence, and sieksip
a song in a raspy high-pitched voice. The othds giround
the table who knew the folk song joined in. The gsovas
about a young maiden who was leaving her girl tigeto
live with the man who came to marry her. The |lastptet of
each verse was repeated for emphasis and to maksotiy
last longer.

Sometime after midnight the festivities began tbsste
as the guests began to leave in preparation fongkeday's
work. By Saturday, the day before the wedding, thé
embroidery work, including new clothes for bridedagroom
and new curtains for the home they would live iterathe
wedding, was finished. The revelry came to a cliroag last
time when Anastasia and her girl friends went te th
oansi/banya (bathhouse), where the girls talked andhedg
about Anastasia's future with Giorgiy.

On Sunday morning at 6:00 a.m., the church bellsopn
of the Turkish church in Bethlehem Village chimedai two-
tone dactylic beat to awaken the villagers andalbtbem to
worship. The bells rang like an alarm clock for atihirteen
minutes, then they stopped as suddenly as theybbagdn.
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Five birds flew up to the cupola to see what alé th
excitement was about and then sat on the roof aaitbav
Several older folk hurried to the steps and crossed
themselves three times before entering the saariéding. A
white pigeon flew up to the roof and perched itsel& spot
where it could watch the villagers assemble.

For an hour the regular morning service proceeded
without any sign that a wedding was to occur thay.d
Shortly before the end of the service a chain wé foeople
entered the full church and zigzagged through tbevd till
it found a spot on the left side where there wasrdor the
group of five. The two men and three women helthairc of
five white handkerchiefs tied together. An older nma
Giorgiy's kpécrusriii/krostniy (godfather), led the way; he
was called the thicsuuk/tysyachik” or spokesman. Giorgiy
and Anastasia were in the middle, and tweattiku/svashki”
(ladies) were beside Anastasia. The group mader thei
customary three bows to the ground in unison, tthey
bowed and crossed themselves thrice as the moseirvice
continued in its natural course.

Half an hour later the morning service ended, dntbst
all of the people vacated the premises except far t
participants in the sacred ceremony, and the velstand
close friends of the bride and groom. They sat @ltmre
sidelines on benches. A few curious spectatorsds&idhe
back of the church.

"Tebe He creigHO/Tyebye ne stidno?" (Aren't you
ashamed of yourself?) asked an older woman as iiarit
peered in through the back door. She was shooeg. awa

Outside the church, the people sat on cars, talaed,
walked around while the nastoyatel (minister), Pave
Golubin, read from his holy book about the Weddufg
Cana, about the duties of husband and wife, andtabe
sacred commitment they were making to each othethi®
rest of their days on earth. The couple was segp@rBiom
the chain for the ceremony. They kissed holy ikdas
solemnize their vows; they kissed the holy crossdal the
sacred pact that they would not separate eithgoad or bad
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times but would stand together; and they bowed raade
noksonsl/poklony (obeisances to the ground) before their
parents. Anastasia also made an obeisance to thendyr
before Giorgiy to signify her servitude and loyattyhim as
head of the household. The sweat poured down Giergi
face from the numerous poklony (obeisances) theyt tere
required to perform. Anastasia had tears in herseye
throughout most of the ceremony, especially wherfdtber
Vasily repeated the words of the nastoyatel (mem)sto the
young couple and started crying himself.

Finally the chain was re-established, and the méhrri
couple, Giorgiy and Anastasia, followed a groupbtck-
robed male chanters to Giorgiy's home. The maletehs
sang a prayer of blessing at the steps of the haumkthen
the "myxosueiii mup/dukhovniy peer" (spiritual feast) was
officially in progress. The long tables under thakershift
building that Giorgiy and his father had constrdcigere
equipped to seat over 200 guests, and there wasypbé
food ando6para/braga (berry-wine drink) to make everyone
full and happy for three days and three nights.

Giorgiy and Anastasia sat behind the center takée d
king and a queen. Anastasia was wearing the jewsdad-
band that her father had given her, and it sparkiles
hundreds of suns on the crown of her head.
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Wedding Cap

169



Chapter 14 -- " Ascension”

"We finally sold our farm, and we'll be moving up t
Alaska," announced Alyosha Chestnoslov to his &iéran
forty days after the beginning dflacxa/Paskha (Easter).
Alyosha had come over to Ivan's house for a visit.

"It's cold up there,” said Ivan. "You remember Anti
Svyatogorov? God rest his soul. Well, his wife Hvge
moved up there with five other families last sumnagrd she
wrote later to Masha. In her letter she said shiethavork
real hard in a fishing cannery near their villagdich they
named after our patron saint, St. Nikola. | thihle said the
place where she worked was called Homer."

"What you're saying is true,” said Alyosha, "andlso
have received letters from friends saying that fishing
industry is very competitive and that they werenkimg of
building their own boats. But they also told mettieere is a
lot of construction work for me and for my threasd

"Masha told me Evgenia wrote that the first fansillead
to camp out in tents on a bed of gravel," continlah.
"There was a fire in one of the tents, and a gaswurned to
death and her mother was scarred for life."

"I didn't hear about that,” said Alyosha. "I wasdtthat
the men had begun building cabins out of the spwoed
that was located on the 640 acres of land they|jbiady
purchased. They also had to rent out some bullddrerlear
out an access road to Nikolaevsk Village from tlearhy
roads leading inland from Anchor Point."

"When are you moving up there?" asked lvan.

"As soon as the papers are signed and we get oneyno
from the title company," answered Alyosha.

"How does your family feel about moving to that ctol
country?" asked Ivan.

"My sons didn't want to move at first because thaye
many friends here," answered Alyosha. "Petya didaltt to
go because, as Tihon told me later, he had alldhis
connections here. That was one of the main reastys|
wanted to move away from this place. The dirty reppare
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swarming everywhere like flies on manure. Would you
believe it, Petya wanted to grow his hair long lkegirl.
What is this world coming to?"

"What did you do when he wanted to grow his hang®’
inquired Ivan.

"l did like our holy book commands us to do," ansye
Alyosha in a stern voice. "I whipped him with atlear belt
eighteen times."

"But he's twenty-one years old," said Ivan in gpsised
voice.

"That's true,"” responded Alyosha. "But he livesniy
house. And as long as he lives in my house, heolvly me
and not bring filthy American customs into my Rassi
home." His face turned red with anger.

"Do you think he'll straighten out in Alaska?" adkean.

"l pray to God he will," said Alyosha as a tear &edo
expand within his eye. "I'd hate to lose him or atlger two
boys to the temptations of this American world."

"l sympathize with your situation," said Ivan, "dla hate
to be in your shoes. It's a long, hard road.”

"I know," said Alyosha. He cast his eyes down oa th
ground as he thought of the long, hard road. "Whxllle to
rent a truck to move all our furniture and belomginPetya
and | will take turns driving it."

"What do you say we take a ride up to Mt. Hood @s¢
time?" asked Ivan in a cheerful voice. He changee t
subject because he saw that his friend was begjrinirieel
despondent. "We could invite Andrey Ribrov andfaisily.
It'll be just like old times."

"Hey, that's a good idea," said Alyosha. "lI'd Ideesee
that beautiful mountain one more time before wedea

"There was a light snowstorm two days ago," statad,
"so we should have some nice snow to ride dowrhithen
the sleds with the kids."

"Tonight's the Ascension service, right?" askedoAha.

"So we can go tomorrow,"” said Ivan. "It's a holydagd
we won't be working. And Andrey won't have to gothe
cement plant, either."
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"And if we don't go tomorrow, which is Thursday,"
thought Alyosha out loud, "we'll have to wait @haturday or
Sunday."

"No, let's go tomorrow," said Ivan.

"Jlangno/Ladno" (O.K.), agreed Alyosha.

That evening (the Orthodox Church had accepted the
tradition of the Old Testament Church to begin 24ehour
period with the sunset of the previous day, ands tthe
evening service always belonged to the following)d#éhe
parishioners gathered to conclude the forty daykifas
(Easter) season. They chanted the "Resurrectidtrisfos"
liturgy three times to commemorate the gloriousnéubat
was in their hearts and minds ever since the baginof the
Great Feast, when they had affirmed with their rheut
"Hristos is risen from the dead, trampling down tdeby
death, and bestowing life upon those in the tomkhé
Paskha (Easter) decorations were still hanginghereastern
wall above the ikons and candles; there were five
magnificent bouquets of flowers hanging acrossitak, and
between the bouquets was an eight-limbed Russitro@yx
cross with the initial "X" on the left side of tleeoss and the
initial "B" on the right side of the cross; thetials signified
"Xpucroc Bockpece/Hristos Voskresye" (Hristos is risen).

Nikolai, who would turn twelve later in the yearasvnow
allowed to read from the Holy Scriptures. He hadsteed
the technique of chanting the words in a rhythnaidence as
he read. He also now always carried to church a
necroeka/lestovka (woolen-beaded rosary) and his favorite
noxpyunuk/podruchnik  (prayer cloth), which  his
kpécrueprii/krostniy (godfather) Vasily had given him two
years ago. He never forgot what his godfather @t
him; each time he bowed to the ground and toucheddd
diamond-shape in the middle, he thought of Hristasc
each time he got up from his knees and saw thevéwel
triangular shapes which were formed by three exipgnd
squares (which seemed to make an eighth of a tuthe
right with each expansion in size), he thoughthaf twelve
apostles. He had never found out, though, why Hreet

172



squares were green, pink, and purple with floweos, why
there was a sky-blue background and then a yellamd
with flowers.

When the worshippers chanted theicrfoBenanme
npaBOCiIaBHBIL Bepbl /iSpovedaniye pravoslavniya veri"
(profession of the Orthodox faith), Nikolai's voioese like
the sweet song of a nightingale above the otheregoiHe
added a special amplification of volume when hee#onhis
favorite section:

“U Bockpecmiaro B TpeTUi ACHb MO MHUCAHUHX

Y BO3IIE/IIIAro Ha Hebeca,

U CeIsa OJIECHYIO OTIA.

W Taku rpsaymaro co ciasolo,

CYJIUTH KWUBBIM U MEPTBBIM,

€ro e IapCTBUIO HECTh KOHIIA.”

(On the third day he rose again in fulfillment bét
Scriptures;

he ascended into heaven

and is seated at the right hand of the Father.
He will come again in glory,

to judge the living and the dead,

and his kingdom will have no end.)

Each time Nikolai reached that section in the msif@n
of the Orthodox faith, he pictured in his mind tbeenes
from the holy book which Simeon had given him agifa
after he had learned how to read with considerskiléand
fluency. The holy book was about the visions of\&tsily's
disciple Grigory. Nikolai spent many hours lookiag the
pictures of heaven, and the one that he spent timston
was the colorful plate of Hristos seated in heawehe right
hand of the Father-God.

After the night service ended, the sun's goldes uld
be seen spearing their way up over the snow-ca@jpsdade
Range. It was a beautiful day to go on a drivehtorhajestic
Mt. Hood, which could be seen from the Willamettallgy
where the small rectangular-shaped church humldgdst
Andrey took his family of five in his new Plymousitation
wagon; Ivan took his family of five in his new Focdmper;
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Alyosha let his son Petya drive his family up te thountain
in his Pontiac Grand Prix. They drove about thirtjes on
99E along the Willamette River, then past Oregoty Giey
started the steady climb for the remaining fortyesnito the
top.

When they reached Timberline Lodge, which looké&é li
an ancient stone castle, they parked their vehmteswent
to play in the freshly fallen snow. There was erfopgcked
snow in places to ride the sleds and snow coastatghey
had brought. The children began making snowballd an
throwing them at each other. The women stayed hegeind
watched, while the men played with the childreniluhiey
were too tired to play anymore and decided to stednd
and talk instead. Petya and Mihail disappeared sdraee
behind the lodge.

"Masha,” said Paraskeva as she zipped up her warm
jacket. "Why didn't you tell me you were expectanbgaby?"

"l didn't tell too many people,” answered Mashapwias
beginning to show.

"How many months are you along?" asked Varvara. She
sneezed several times as she felt a cold wind lown
from the mountain.

"l think about five," answered Masha. "Anastasiano a
lady doctor in Portland and she recommended trgu to
her. | followed Anastasia's advice. The lady docsoreally
nice. She told me | should have the baby towardeti of
September."

"Is Anastasia expecting a baby, too?" asked Pavasike
an astonished tone of voice.

"The last time we were over to the Velikov's house,
explained Masha, "Zinaida told me Anastasia haddorthe
lady doctor to see if she was pregnant.”

"And what did she find out?" asked Varvara impétien

"She found out that there was a little embryo depielg,
and that she was three months pregnant,” said Masha

Just then little five-year-old Pasha came runnipgta
Masha with tears in his eyes.

"Oh-ah," cried Pasha at the top of his lungs.
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"What's the matter?" asked Masha as she took her bo
into her arms to comfort him.

"Nestor hit me in the face with a snowball," scream
Pasha.

"Nestor!" screamed Paraskevdigi croga/ldyi syuda!”
(Come here!)

Nestor was several years older than Pasha and dhe ha
taken advantage of his age and size to pick onaP#&sh
some fun. The other kids were bigger than Nestud,he did
not like feeling left out, so he had used the sesalperson
around as a scapegoat. The two mothers had theibtys
apologize to each other, and in no time at all tveye on
friendly terms with each other again.

The men saw the minor infraction, but they thought
nothing of it. Boys will be boys, they thought. Bess, they
were too busy talking about Alaska to bother with small
stuff.

"l received a letter last week from Artemy PiatKisaid
Andrey Ribrov, who kept his hands in his jackete"Baid
they're starting to put power lines in, and preitpn they
will have electricity and all the conveniences addarn life
that we have here."

"That's a smart fellow," commented Ivan. "Stickhe old
ways, but don't give up the new if it serves a uisgfirpose.”

"And he further stated,"” continued Andrey, "thae th
government there is very congenial to them. Wherkiénai
Peninsula Borough asked them why they wanted ® ilv
Alaska, Artemy told them that they wanted to rettwna
community life of their own, to own land and homeslive
in harmony with neighbors, to protect the integofythe old
faith, and to raise children with a minimum risk of
contamination from modern temptation.”

"He told them all that?" asked Alyosha in amazement

"He likes to talk a lot,” said Andrey in a joculaanner.

"He didn't tell them that he had five daughters] #rat he
didn't want them fooling around with American bdysaid
Alyosha. "That's why he really went to Alaska."

175



"I heard he took to his heels because he thought 9fas
going to be the end of the world because it was \B&drs
since the dpoxnsarerii/proklyatiy’ (cursed) Nikon brought
destruction to our people and our holy books backG666,"
stated Ivan.

"And last year before he left,” added Andrey, "bkel tme
that seven thousand years had passed since thewmrea
the world, and the second coming of Hristos cothidrefore,
come any day."

The men were interrupted by Varvara's loud shout.

"Alyosha!" she called from a distance of forty feehere
the women had been watching the discursive mentlaad
frolicking children at the same time. "Where isyRéet'

"He went with Mihail to the lodge," yelled back Algha.

"Why don't you go find them," called Varvara. "It's
getting cold for the children. We should be gettioagk."

Alyosha went to look for his two sons. He was notige
of them hiding behind the trees as he walked byntlaad
went into the lodge.

"He's probably looking for us,” said Mihail as fear
gripped his heart when he saw his father. He pasised
marijuana joint back to Petya and signified witgesture of
his hand that he didn't want any more.

"Don't be so paranoid,” said Petya as he took dinefally
rolled weed-stick and inhaled deeply. He had formech a
habit of smoking marijuana for the last three ydahet he
was not able to break it any more. Once, when tebuated
and had to sit in jail for six months, he thoughgiing up
the habit; but as soon as he got out and met Hismabking
partners again, he was hooked again.

"Dad’'s gonna get mad at us,” said Mihail. "I'm gpin
back."

"Hold it a minute,” said Petya as he tried to hwidhe
stupefying smoke and talk at the same time. "I reeeduple
more hits to get high."

By the time Petya took his couple more hits, hischeas
spinning in the clouds and he was totally losthe world
around him.
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"Wow, this is heavy," exclaimed Petya as he closisd
eyes and watched the whirling colors and formsisnniind.
"I'm gonna stay here and trip out under this tréeu go
back and tell them I'll be there in a couple of ntés."

"You're crazy," said Mihail. "Dad's gonna whip yagain
if he finds out that you're smoking grass againd Ae'll get
me for it, too."

"He's not gonna whip me no more,” said Petya
rebelliously with a smile on his face. "Next time tnies I'm
gonna run away for good." Petya leaned back agaimest
pine tree and allowed his mind to take him on amein
voyage of fleshly sensations and pleasures.

"Come on, let's go back before he returns,” pleaded
Mihail.

"I'd rather lay around here and think of the Amamnic
chick I met last week in Salem," lustily said Pet#ygahe felt a
tingling sensation ascend up the back of his spine.

"I'm leaving," said Mihail. He left Petya in his ghoric
state of mind.

Mihail did not dare tell his father that he had meweth
Petya. He lied and told him that Petya had gonentdf the
woods by himself.

It was an hour later when Petya meandered out ®f th
snowy woods and came back to the waiting parerte. T
other two families had left, and Alyosha was armgfrjraving
to tell his friends that Petya maybe got lost wihenknew
down deep in his heart that he was somewhere gettoned
again. Alyosha reprimanded his son, but Petya gusted
back at his father with a blank look in his eyes.

Nine days later, Alyosha packed all his worldly
possessions into a U-Haul truck and drove away With
wife and three sons to Alaska. He hoped that thb 4&te
would be a better place for his three sons. Petyredh that
he would be able to score on some good weed indhbern
country as he sat behind the wheel of the big tamd sang
"North to Alaska."
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Chapter 15 -- " Descent of the Holy Spirit"

B nagane 6s110 C10BO

u Cnoso 6s10 y bora

u Cnoo 0110 bor.

Ono 6bu10 B Havase y bora

Bce upe3 Hero mauasno ObITS,

YTO HAYaJIO OBITh.

B Hewm ObuIa )XKU3HB,

U KU3HB ObLIIa CBET YEJIOBEKA,

1 CBE€T BO TbME€ CBCTUT,

U ThMa He 00bsjIa ero.

bru1 uenoBek, nocinadgeii oT bora;

nMms emy MoanH.

(In the beginning was the Word,

and the Word was with God,

and the Word was God.

The same was in the beginning with God.
All things were made by him;

And without him was not anything made
that was made.

In him was life;

And the life was the light of men.

And the light shineth in darkness;

And the darkness comprehended it not.
There was a man sent from God,
Whose name was John.)

Such was the liturgical reading on Thursday May %70
(old style), which was St. John Bogoslov's day. s the
apostle who was cherished by the OIld Believers for
presenting God the Word (Bogoslov) in his gosped. whs
also recognized as the apostle to whom were reddale
"last things" or the "end times," which he had tent down
in a book called the "Book of Revelation." Nikolaécame
interested in St. John Bogoslov when his fathet boin that
the visions of Grigory, the disciple of St. Basiere similar

178



to the visions that were revealed to St. John endland of
Patmos.

After the service 12-year-old Nikolai asked hishfatto
explain the "end times" that both Grigory and $tn) had
seen. He brought out his book with the picturethefvisions
of Grigory.

"Is this what happens when the world ends?" asked
Nikolai. He pointed to a picture in which the righus judge
sat on his throne in the sky and judged the pedplen
below.

"Those saintly people you see in bright robes \udloes
around their heads are the saints who suffereddeed! as
martyrs for the cause of Hristos," explained Ivan.

"Were they Russian saints?" asked Nikolai, who had
always heard that only Russian Old Believers wayddto
paradise.

"Yes," answered Ivan, who firmly believed that tinee
faith had been given to the Russian people to preder all
generations. "They are the ones who had to suffanym
years ago when our people first were persecut®lssia.”

"Tell me about it, please,"” asked Nikolai. "How wa
the beginning?"

"Let me bring you a book and show you how it wagmwh
our people were first called Old Believers," saidrl. He got
up from the sofa and walked over to a glass cabvhete he
kept all his religious books. Meanwhile, Nikolaioto the
book of the visions of Grigory back to his room.

"What are you looking for?" asked Masha, who was
rocking her seven-month baby to sleep in a regjrahair.
Little Luba (short form for Lubov, Russian for "le¥) was
holding on tightly to her mother's nipple with hstrong
jaws. She had been born just as the lady doctor had
predicted--on the last day of September. "I'm lagkior the
book on the history of the fathers and martyrs loé t
Solovetsky Monastery," answered Ivan. His eyes rsedn
across the two rows of books.
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"Vasily was looking at it the last time he was hére
commented Masha in a soft voice so as not to distie
baby. "I saw him put it back on the top shelf."

"Oh, yes, here it is," said Ivan as he looked i@ far-
right corner. He brought the book to Nikolai, ld@detween
their laps, and opened it up to page one.

"This is a picture of Simeon Deonisovich, one oé th
brothers who had a large number of Old Believershair
community, which was called Vygovskaya Pustinya (a
wilderness near the river Vyg)," pointed Ilvan. duholarly
author of the book on the Solovetsky martyrs waswsh
standing beside his writing table with the manyxcin his
left hand. "He wrote years later about the siegethsf
monastery by the tsar's soldiers and the subsequent
persecution."

lvan leafed through a few pages and stopped attarpi
of Russian soldiers on horses at the walls of thghip
fortress which stood like a bastion of the Old Bebn the
shores of the White Sea.

"This is a picture of the soldiers trying to sctie walls
of the fortress-monastery," pointed out lvan. Hadd a few
more pages. "And this is a picture of the solditrsng
cannon balls on the walls. But each cannon ballldv&aep
bouncing back like an arrow in circular movemenhey
tried to cut off supplies, but the Solovki Beliesesent
petitions to Tsar Alexei and pleaded with him tture to the
Old Belief, which was the belief by which all Rumsisaints
achieved saintliness and were saved. But he wadlsien,
and he didn't accept their logical argument thatef church
honored the saints, then the church should alsortibe Old
Belief and ritual that the saints observed. Thep ahformed
him that the new religious instructors were teaghannew,
unheard of faith, as though the Solovetsky belewsere
some outlandish tribe knowing nothing about God."

lvan turned a few more pages. "Here is a pictur¢hef
traitor Feoktist who showed the secret passagenaythe
monastery which was used at night to get supplisait
lvan. He turned some more pages. "Here is a picfitbe
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soldiers hanging some of the Solovki monks whery the
finally defeated them on August 22, 1676. That'®wthey
started torturing and killing them for the Old Bli

Nikolai's eyes were wide open and his ears weredum
to all his father was telling him. He began to féeltred
coursing through his blood for the government thatd
ordered the killing of the Old Believers.

"Why did they have to torture and kill them?" asked
Nikolai. Ivan turned to a page with a picture ol alexei.

"See this tsar who is near his death here?" askaw, |
pointing to a picture of a priest blessing the kimth a two-
fingered sign and saying the last rites for thenging.

"Yes, | see," said Nikolai.

"This Tsar Alexei Mihailovich was a good Orthod®at
before the cursed Nikon corrupted him with new ®ree
mixed with pagan Latin ways," said Ivan. "God phed
Tsar Alexei for listening to Nikon; a week aftereth
monastery fell into the hands of the soldiers, kingy died.
All because of the Ante-Hrist, the accursed Nikowan's
tone of voice changed to show the disgust he delatd the
accursed patriarch. "We don't even permit pictafelsim in
our books because of the damage, destruction, and
desecration he did to our holy books."

"Why did he do that to our holy books?" asked Nakol

"I'd have to take you back before the great ragkahism)
of 1666, when the Ante-Hrist appeared on Russial
loann Bogoslov (John the Revelator) prophesied beldy"
began Ivan. "There was a great religious movemefre
all the trouble began. A group of believers calldgok
‘Boromroousr/Bogoliubtsy' (Seekers after God), or Zealots of
Piety, as some called them, tried to put a stofhéoheavy
drinking, gambling, ckomopoxu/skomorokhi (musical
entertainers with dancing bears), and all the #halt was
spreading throughout the land. Then when Nikon imeca
patriarch and head of the church in 1652, he treechake
everyone submit to his authority, including the tséhom he
made bow before him as God's representative oh.eByt
submitting to Nikon's authority, Tsar Alexei waslgiess
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when Nikon started to revise the Russian holy baokeake
them conform to the Greek models. Some of the el
put up a fight to stop these changes; becauseatf tiney
began to be calle@taposepsi/Starovery' (Old Believers) or
'Crapo-o0psaisl/Staro-obryadtsi' (Old Ritualists) for they
continued to follow the belief of the old holy baoland
performed the church ritual and liturgy accordinghe way
they had been taught by their forefathers.”

"Couldn't they just get rid of this Nikon?" askeddlai.

"The ones who tried were deported and sent to @&iber
remarked lvan. "One of the leaders, Ivan Neronoas w
exiled along with the Archpriest Avvakum. Others reve
forced into jail or tortured and made to confess the new
way was the right way. The ones who submitted and
accepted the Nikonian way became Nikonians, as alle c
them to this day."

"Why did Nikon hate the Old Believers so much?"eakk
Nikolai.

"Because they wouldn't submit to his authority aey
his ungodly laws," answered Ivan.

"What laws?" asked Nikolai.

"He tried to make all the people cross themselidis tve
Latin sign of the cross, like this," said Ivan, girg with his
left hand the manner in which Nikon tried to fore#
Russians to cross themselves. He put the threderfidders
in a group and the thumb and small fifth finger etbgpr.
Then he waved the sign away and showed the rightwiti
his right hand. "This is the way we were taughtthwiwo
fingers grouped together to signify the two natuids
Hristos, God and man, and two last fingers joineth the
thumb to show the hidden nature of the Trinity."

"You mean the Old Believers were persecuted just fo
that?" asked Nikolai in amazement.

"There was much more that he tried to change,”
responded Ivan. "The Greeks made him go completely
against the laws of oWrormas/Stoglav (Hundred Chapters)
Co6op/Sobor (Council) of 1551, where all our Old Belief
had been confirmed by the holy council of all theees and
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priests. Then when the Greeks took over at the €lboh
1666 and sang "anathema" to our Stoglav, to our- two
fingered cross, to our spelling of Isous without eixtra ‘e’
after the first ‘e’ (I in Isous is pronounced liae 'e"), and
after the Greeks denounced our entire Russian anissithe
world as the Third Rome after the fall of the Greek
Constantinople to the pagan Turks in 1453--welierathat
there was complete opposition by the Old Believ€emn you
imagine, the Greeks at the Council forbade 'The Bhlthe
White Cowl' and began destroying copies of it s tio one
would know that Holy Russia was the place where the
Kingdom of the Holy Spirit would be established.”

lvan stopped talking for a minute while he leafebugh
the book to show Nikolai another picture.

"Here is a picture of the monk Epiphany having his
tongue cut out,” said Ivan. "The priest Lazar tdrgj on the
ground. They had already cut off his tongue. Ancehg the
Prophet of God lliya (Elijah) standing beside Lazatling
him to be a witness to God. Both were condemnedhby
Council and exiled with Archpriest Avvakum. Avvakum
however, was exiled without harm to Pustozersk (alzo
hundred miles from the Arctic Ocean in the tundfa o
northeast European Russia). There he wrote abaait th
persecution of the Old Believers, and he saysilngn the
Prophet lliya told Lazar to be a witness, then irdiatly
afterwards Lazar spoke again without his tongue."

"Why didn't they hurt Avvakum like they did the etis?"
asked Nikolai.

"Avvakum was an old friend of Tsar Alexei and the
gueen, and he had a faithful follower named Theados
Morozova, who was a lady-in-waiting to the queen,"
explained Ivan. "They were able to influence thte faf the
Old Believers for some time. However, Theodosia had
sister Eudoxia were arrested later for supporting ©ld
Believer movement, and both died in prison. Avvakwith
Lazar and Epiphany were later burned at the stakause
they continued to influence the OIld Believers, esyby
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Avvakum with his many treatises and epistles whieh
wrote while in exile."

"You said something earlier abddbanu Borocios/loann
Bogoslov (John the Revelator),” interrupted Nikpl#nat he
prophesied about the Ante-Hrist. What did he sayualhe
Ante-Hrist?"

"Do you remember those pictures of the Ante-Hrisd a
all thoseoecuxu/besiki (demons)?" asked Ivan.

"Yes, | looked at them a hundred times,” answered
Nikolai.

"Go get the book and I'll show you something," daah.

Nikolai ran to his room to get the book which wastof
his personal library.

"Why are you going to scare him with those pictuaed
that talk of Ante-Hrist again?" asked Masha, whd baen
listening quietly to what Ivan had been teachingd\i. The
baby was sleeping in her arms. "You remember howdte
those nightmares several years ago when you &kdthim
about the Ante-Hrist."

"I remember,"” said Ilvan. "But he's older now. And h
wants to know. | think he'll be all right this time

"Nikolai rushed back with the book. Ivan openetbithe
page where a picture of a beastly man with fiery had
beard was shown in a palace.

"This is the Ante-Hrist," stated lvan, pointing tbe
mangy creature with two horns on his head. "Theehigy
showing him a scroll on which is writtenflocnanue
FOCHOILHC K CaTaHC€ IJIaroJromu IKO0 CKOH4YaCsa HapCTBO TBOC
(The Gospel of the Lord to Satan saying how yoang#éom
is finished)."

"Is that also Ante-Hrist?" asked Nikolai, pointing a
picture of the beast with wings being manually édrbut of
a palace by an angel.

"Yes, it is the devil himself in the flesh,” statk@n. "He
is forced to vomit all the evil, destruction andgan and all
the poisonous uncleanliness, untruthfulness andskethat
he spread during his three year rulership ovehelkarth."

184



"What an awful sight," said Nikolai. "It's makingensick
just to look at it."

"loann Bogoslov prophesied that he would reign ehre
years, and then Hristos would come and put an enlfaist
kingdom," said Ivan, not paying any attention tckdai's
pale face. "And loann prophesied that his mark wdd the
number 666. So when 1666 came about, every believer
understood that the prophecy of the Ante-Hrist Wwasg
fulfilled in the Russian land and that there wdallng away
of the faithful from the true faith, and the lashrGtian
kingdom, Moscow--the Third Rome, had come to an'end

Nikolai grasped his mouth with both of his handsl an
quickly ran to the bathroom. He didn't quite makéoithe
toilet bowl, and he vomited his breakfast all ovée
linoleum bathroom floor.

"I told you not to talk about those ugly pictures,”
reprimanded Masha as she heard Nikolai vomit irow |
heaving, guttural sound.

"l didn't think he'd get sick from that," apologizlvan.

"You should show him just the pictures of paradisejd
Masha. "He's happy, and he doesn't get moody ky sitten
he looks at those pictures.”

"l know," argued Ivan, "but he needs to know abitnat
evil things that he must avoid in his life in orderachieve
salvation."

Masha didn't want to argue that point with her launh

"Go help him clean up,” she said in a commandinigejo
as if to blame Ivan for the mess he had caused.

lvan listened until Nikolai had finished heavingdan
expelling the toxic matter from his stomach a thinde, then
he went to get a mop and a bucket of hot water.

185



Chapter 16 -- " Saint John the Theologian”

The next day was St. Nikola's holyday, May 9 (didey.

It was based on the historical transfer of thecsebf St.
Nicholas. The celebrated event took place in ther W€®87
when the people of Bari, in Apulia, Italy, orgamdzen
expedition to Myra in Lucia, where his remains aetics
were. The people of this expedition stole the remaf St.
Nicholas and fled with them to Bari, where they aver
received in great triumph and celebration on MayL@37.
The foundation of a Basilica was laid to honor fgupular
patron saint, and many churches were built in loison all
over the Christian world, including Russia, wheeebecame
the national patron saint.

Nikolai came home from church with the feeling of
nausea still with him. He couldn't forget how hel telt the
previous day. He had never gotten that sick befanel, he
had seen those same pictures many times. Somethmg
the evil in the world and about the killings of tl@id
Believers and the Ante-Hrist had combined to make feel
totally sick at the thought and sight of it all.

Later in the afternoon some guests came over, dmail
forgot about his sick feelings. Vasily, his godthalways
made him happy, and he still occasionally toldaysfrom
his repository of Russian tales. But today Nikalainted to
ask Vasily about the history of the Old Believeilg. wanted
to find out more about the people his father hdd tom
about yesterday.

"Nans Bacummii/Dyadya Vasily" (Uncle Vasily), asked
Nikolai, "could you tell me some stories about t©dd
Believers?"

"I told him about the persecutions at the Solowetsk
monastery and how all the trouble started with MNiko
interjected lvan, who wanted Vasily to know why bliki
was curious about the Old Believers.

"What did your father tell you?" inquired Vasily,ha
rolled his wheelchair closer to the sofa where INikavas
sitting.
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"He told me that they killed and burned Old Believat
the stake for not obeying the church authority dod
opposing Nikon and his changes," reported Nikdide told
me about Lazar, who had his tongue cut out, andakam,
who wrote letters about the Old Believers and wasidd at
the stake. And . . ."

"Oh, that Avvakum," interrupted Vasily with a laudiie
was truly a fool for Hristos. | like that part inish
autobiography where he writes that dancing beard an
skomorokhi (traveling entertainers) with drums dntes
came to his village and he drove them out becaasd)e
says it, he was zealous in the service of Hridtesbroke the
skomorokh's masks and clubbed one bear senseldsetan
the other go."

Nikolai laughed with Vasily. Masha overheard tharfy
anecdote and laughed, also. At that moment therg ava
knock at the door, and Nikolai ran to the door. ®guests
were arriving. This time it was Giorgiy and Anassawith
their five-month baby. They both bowed to the ikafighe
Blessed Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) and St. Nikialdahe
eastern corner of the living room. Then they turteadard
the people in the room and said their greetin@sopos
xusére/Zdorov zhivyotye" (May you live in good health).
They were answered with the customary welcome respo
"Munoctu npocum/Milosti prosim” (We ask for mercy).

"There's something very wise about that Avvakum,
though,” continued Vasily after the greetings were
exchanged. Nikolai had sat back down beside Vasilisten
to what else he had to say, while Giorgiy sat ichair not
too far away. "All joking aside, Avvakum said somwerds
which | think sum up the main idea that guided #zely
leaders of the raskol (schism). He said: 'Althoughm a
foolish man and without much learning, |1 do knowatthall
the traditions of the church handed down to usHhgytioly
Fathers are pure and holy. | hold them unto death a
received them. | change nothing in the eternalhtrdthat
which was laid down before our time, let it remamforever
and ever.""
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"He also said thafarana/Satana (Satan) had obtained our
radiant Russia from God that she may become rell thvé
blood of martyrs,” said Ivan, who suddenly recalled
Avvakum's story about his vision of the Anti-Chrish
which the Anti-Christ himself admitted that he abunly
possess those souls who were ready to obey hind@uedtil
works.

"He often quoted what the Scriptures said,” saigilya
"He said: 'We must through much tribulation entdoithe
Kingdom of God.' | remember his favorite expressias:
‘No cross, no crown.""

"During his time many believers considered all
government officials and church officials that émlled
Nikonian ways to be the servants of Ante-Hrist, where
working to destroy true Christianity,” continuedaiv with
his train of thought.

"Didn't Avvakum say that it was better to burn irself-
created fire in your home and save your soul tleafoltow
the ante-Hrist way that Nikon established?" askeordsy,
who had been listening to the conversation anddeecio
make his contribution to it. He had establishedademal tie
to Vasily, his father-in-law, through marriage with
Anastasia; now he wanted to establish a spiritealdbwith
lvan through friendship.

"Yes, | heard that many perished in fires set girtbwn
homes because of his teachings," responded Vasily.

"l think that a lot of that talk about people bungiin fires
was made up by government officials,” commented.lva

"How could that be?" asked Giorgiy. "My father totte
that thousands set fires to their own homes andcbles
rather than accept the Ante-Hrist teachings andsway

"Thousands were persecuted, killed and burned by
government officials," corrected Ivan, "and themtrsaid
that the Old Believers did it to themselves."

"That makes sense," said Vasily, scratching histhea

"But my father said the age of Ante-Hrist had coamel
the end of the world was near,"” argued Giorgiy, fisany
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Old Believers cleansed and purified themselves itgy if
order to join Hristos before the Judgment Day."

"There might have been small groups who set thaedta
to their own home rather than die at the handsheirt
persecutors,” conceded lvan, "but most of the bloedrk
was done by the government officials, who were 1igglion
by heretical church leaders. Look at Avvakum and hi
friends Feodor, Epiphany and Lazar, who were burmed
government order from Moscow on the 1st of Aprillé82.
Even though Avvakum might have preached self-
immolation, he never set himself on fire, did he?"

The argument that Ivan used was flawless. He didyab
any rebuttal from Giorgiy, who sat thinking abol tfate of
Avvakum and his friends.

"l think that it was worse during Peter's time dséasily,
breaking the momentary silence and changing thgesuto
another time in history. "He made the peasantffuheir
beards and adopt western clothes and customs.”

"He was an instrument of God visited upon Russidnéy
sins,” said Ivan. "It was all because of those Ni&o
reforms. He was another Ante-Hrist, another western
trying to uproot our old ways and our Old Belief."

"My father told me that the Turchany first left Ris
when Peter the Great started persecuting the Oliévees
and cutting off their beards," commented Giorgiy.

"That Ante-Hrist was trying to destroy the imageGxd
in man," stated Ivan in an angry voice, "just likeose
Latinizers and westernizers."

"When our people left Russia,” continued Giorgithey
took all their ikons and old ways to Rumania.”

"Didn't the Turchany move into Turkey about two
hundred years later?" asked Vasily, who wanted dar h
Giorgiy talk more.

"My father said our people moved to Turkey in 1879.
They farmed and fished for a living in Konya Praxgnnot
far from the Taurus Mountains," remarked Giorgiy.

"Did your father ever tell you about the beautiéilurch
of Hagia Sophia in Istanbul?" asked Vasily.
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"I don't remember," admitted Giorgiy.

"Well, it was the most beautiful church, dedicatedhe
Wisdom of God (Sophia), that was ever built in the
Byzantine Empire,” said Vasily, "and when our Rassi
forefathers visited Tsargrad--that's how Constaptie was
called in those days--they found that the gloryGafd was
worshipped in a more holy way there than in anyepth
church or religion anywhere in the world. That'sewhthe
emissaries reported back to St. Vladimir and toich to
choose the Orthodox faith from Constantinople andfthe
Greeks as the national religion of Russia."

Vasily continued with the story of how the Christia
religion was first carried to Russian soil from tBeeeks and
how the missionaries Cyril and Methodius providdu t
Church Slavonic books for the Slavic tribes.

Meanwhile, the women were having their own kinduwf
in the kitchen. They were comparing Masha's seventm
old Luba with Anastasia's five-month-old Stefaneyhad
finished talking about their experiences at the doo
Samaritan Hospital in Portland, and Anastasia aighied
showing Stefan's soft spot on the crown of his hedten
she overheard Vasily and her husband Giorgiy tglldbout
Turkey.

"He tells me a lot of stories about Turkey," said
Anastasia, as her left ear tuned in to the contiersan the
neighboring room. Nikolai walked into the kitchear fa
drink of water.

"What kind of stories?" asked Masha, who was bagci
little Luba on her lap.

"There's this one story he told me of the kingstahbul
who was telling his people to leave the countryase of
some trouble that was coming,” began Anastasia.e"Th
people didn't believe him. 'I'm telling the trutbaid the king
to his people. The king was eating a fried fishhat time.
And one man said to him, 'If this fried fish runsay from
your plate, then I'll believe you." Just as hestid saying
that, the fried fish got up and ran out the door."
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"Ha, ha,"” laughed Irina, Anastasia's younger sister
don't believe it."

"Come on, this is true,"” said Anastasia. "It's ne holy
book that Giorgiy showed me."

"And then what happened?" asked Masha, who wanted t
hear the rest of the story. Nikolai stood by thaksiith a
glass of water in his hand and listened to therasteng
story.

"As soon as the fish got up and ran out the ddwer,nhan
who disbelieved ran to the church of Hagia Sopmd a
prayed boxxe munoctus/Bozhe milostiv' (God, be merciful).
And then he began to run home. As soon as he ratheu
church, the Holy Spirit came into the church amasetl the
door. People inside the church tried to open tlgetdm-foot
doors. Every time someone tried to open the dagy tould
either be blinded or they would fall down as if yhwere
dead. Someone managed to make a small crack idothre
A whole line of people came to see what happeneéagy
says his mother went to see that sacred placeeirntid
church when she lived there for several years, siredsaid
people would come there, and through the crackendioor
they would get a breath of fresh air, which theig seas the
Holy Spirit because of the miracles that happehedet”

"l can't believe it," said Irina. "It's not true."

"Quiet, Irina," said her mother Zinaida, whose raitee
face perked up at the mention of the word ‘'miraceid
Giorgiy's mother have a miracle happen to her?"

"She said that the room where the Holy Spirit was
smelled like sweet fresh air,” answered Anasta8dhen
she went there her throat was very sore, but when s
crossed herself and went up to the door which dealethe
room, and smelled the sweet aroma as if it were
frankincense, then she got well instantly and heydt didn't
hurt anymore.”

"Is the Holy Spirit still there to this day?" ask&thsha,
who peeked into the oven to see if hernyousi/golubtsi
(stuffed cabbage) were ready.
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"Giorgiy's mother said that several years afterrtiiecle
happened to her," answered Anastasia, "someonegaana
open the door through the small crack that washéndoor,
and the Holy Spirit left. But she said she neveevkrwhat
happened to her. All she knew was that she fefjosal, like
never before in her life."

"Do you know any other stories from Turkey?" asked
Nikolai, whose interest in stories from Turkey vgagldenly
stirred up.

"Ask Giorgiy," answered Anastasia, "he knows a dbt
stories from Turkey." Anastasia said her husbandme
intentionally loud so that he would hear her. Gipigft the
living room and walked into the kitchen.

"Did somebody mention my name?" he asked. His tall,
robust manly figure towered over the women, who ewer
seated around the kitchen table and eating sunfleaeds.

"Nikolai wants you to tell him some stories fromrkey,"
said Anastasia, as she reached into the bowl oflosuer
seeds and grabbed a handful into her free rightl leard
placed the seeds in front of her on the table.\vi&seholding
her sleeping baby in her left arm.

"Sure," said Giorgiy as he grabbed an empty chradrsat
around the table with the women. "Grab a chair,0Nik and
sit beside me, and I'll tell you a few scary sterihat my
grandmother used to tell me before she died."

Nikolai ran into the other room and brought a choack
with him. He sat beside Giorgiy and listened to .him

"My grandmother Ksenia, who died in Turkey,” began
Giorgiy, "had only one cow and they didn't have wayto
milk. Someone was stealing milk from them, but tlkén't
know who. One day they thought of trying to see wliit.
They lay down to sleep, and they heard someonangitke
cow. My grandmother went to see, and she saw aoghatl
an old lady with her hair all messed up and ughereé was a
gate there with a stick nearby to close the gate. S
grandmother took the stick and started beating dite
woman. 'Aaakh," screamed the old woman in a loudl sh
voice. And suddenly she turned into a white doge Tlg
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tried to leap over the high fence that they haduagothe
yard. Grandmother kept hitting it with the stickn&lly, just
as the dog was about to jump over the fence, gratithn
grabbed thapapryx/fartuk (apron), which belonged to the
old woman, and pulled it off of the dog. Then slads
'Whose ever apron this is must bexanaxyus/koldunya
(witch)." Later a boy was leading his cow to pastand he
saw grandmother carrying the apron. He said, 'Shaty
grandmother's apron!" My grandmother asked the 'Bowse
6aba/A gdye baba?' (And where's grandma?) He s@igh '
Ha meuke Jiexut, xBopaer/Ona na pechke lezhit, khvorayet.'
(She's on the brick-oven. She's sick.) Then grarideno
knew who the witch was."

"Konayusr/Kolduny," said Nikolai, "why do you tell
stories about kolduny (witches)?"

“In Turkey there's millions of xongynsr/kolduny,”
answered Giorgiy. "There's another story about a arad
his wife who were walking in the desert and a snaike¢he
wife. She screamed, 'A snake bit me!"' The man wedpyper
leg and they went to a village for help. He saictallager,
'Oi, oi, a snake has bitten my wife's leg." Theagiér, who
was really aconayn/koldune (wizard), went to a nearby river
and said some magic words, and then he washedabedv
with the water and she was well again.”

Giorgiy looked at Anastasia as he related the stanyl
she understood that he wanted her to remembentident
with the snake at the church.

"Tell Nikolai the story about yoylien/Dyed (grandfather)
Epifan,” said Anastasia. Masha got up to check loa t
ronyousi/golubtsi (stuffed cabbage).

"My grandmother Ksenia told me this one years dtgr a
he died," said Giorgiy. "When he was walking in they, a
konayn/koldune (wizard) came up to him and said, 'Take th
chain and try to tie me up.' People had trieddditm up, but
nobody could, for each time they tied him up he Mou
escape and the chains would fall gffen/Dyed (grandpa)
Epifan asked, "What's the matter here?' Then vileefound
out that the koldune was playing tricks on the peope
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started saying a prayer to the Bogoroditsa (MotfeGod)
real loud. The koldune said, 'Hey, old man, why woe
shouting at me for?' He didn't know that Dyed Epifaas
saying God's words at him. Then Dyed Epifan tieth lip
and then laughed, 'Ha, ha, ha, now try to untie.'mmd he
walked away. Nobody could untie the chains for Dyed
Epifan's prayer was stronger than the koldunek.tri

"The romy6usi/golubtsi (stuffed cabbage) are ready!"
announced Masha. She pulled the stuffed cabbadperivé,
vegetables and beef out on the table. The meneiritmng
room smelled the tasty aroma in the air, and thaigkty
dropped their discussion and hurried into the latch

194



Chapter 17 -- " Transfer of relics of St. Nikola"

"Did you hear that Giorgiy brought a televisionartis
new home in Woodburn?" asked Zinaida one hot Monday
early summer. She had come over to Masha's hotesetlaé
church service which celebrated the Descent of Hoky
Spirit fifty days after Easter.

"No, | didn't hear anything about them ever sinast |
December when Anastasia got her baby girl, Katya,
answered Masha. "We've been so busy on the fartiingu
up the berries, and taking care of the new calfgetfrom
our cow. You know how farm life is, always busy."

"Well, anyway," continued Zinaida with what she had
started to say, "he bought this new Zenith col¢evision.
And when Simeon Raskolin, our nastoyatel (ministeegard
about it, he came right over. He wanted to tallAt@astasia
about the fact that it was against our religionhtve a
television in the home3’ro rpex/Eto grekh' (This is a sin),
he told her. Giorgiy stood up for her and said @@ne of
his Turkish friends were getting televisions andwisn't
grekh (sin) for them."

"Giorgiy said that?" asked Masha in disbelief. She
couldn't believe that a good boy like that coulddenly go
bad.

"l was there," stated Zinaida. "l heard it all. drdd not
say anything against our nastoyatel (minister)ugfno He
told Giorgiy in an angry voice, 'You have brougint idol
into your house. It's like inviting the devil iA.'

"What did Giorgiy say to that?" asked Masha. Slok tap
a dress she had been sewing for her two-year-dba.Lu

"He said it was only a picture-tube,"” answered ifiaa
"and he tried to explain to Simeon how the images wa
transmitted through waves--I think he called thebrations-

-in the air just like radio waves. Simeon couldmiterstand
all that new technology. Giorgiy, you know, has rbee
studying electronics at night school.”
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"No, I didn't know that," responded Masha. She iometd
embroidering a flower design on Luba's dress whiteaida
continued with her report.

"Then Simeon said, "The only images that shouluh libe
home are the holy ikons that God has imprintedu®rin
order for us to be in communion with the saintg] aot this
hocus-pocus devil-stuff with unreal acting." Gigrgot mad
at Simeon when he said that, and he said, 'If yanltdike
this, then you don't have to watch it. You can &a8imeon
said he was going to talk to his father, Pavel Gluabout
the abomination he had brought into a house wheré'sG
ikons were."

"Did he go to Pavel Golubin's house and talk to About
the television?" asked Masha. She glanced fromwuek
momentarily to look into Zinaida's eyes.

"Yes, he did," answered Zinaida.

"And what happened?" asked Masha. Her gentle hles e
looked up and waited for Zinaida's reply. She sashange
of expression on Zinaida's small round face.

"Simeon told Pavel Golubin that Giorgiy would hatee
be punished for hispex/grekh (sin)," answered Zinaida.
"Pavel didn't want to excommunicate his son, buhegin
insisted that an example had to be set or elsheaill young
children would go to the devil. Sofia told me sHeaged
with her husband not to excommunicate Giorgiy, lisaid
Simeon was right.”

"So now he isn't amnpuxoxanun / prikhozhanin
(parishioner)?" asked Masha, who began to sympathith
Zinaida, for her daughter's husband had becomeit@mast in
the eyes of their society.

"He was anpuxoxanun/prikhozhanin (parishioner), but
now he'smaransiit/paganiy (unclean, pagan),” said Zinaida.
"Our nastoyatel (elder) told us we're not supposed
associate ourselves with nor eat at the same vatiigoeople
that have sinned and becomeranrsie/paganiye (pagans,
outcasts).”

At that moment someone knocked on the door, and
Nikolai, who had been sitting in the living room dan

196



listening to Vasily tell his father the same stampout
Giorgiy that Zinaida was telling Masha, ran to th&or to
open it.

Giorgiy and Anastasia stood at the door. Littlef&te
who was not two-and-a-half years old, ran through dpen
door to his grandmother Zinaida. Giorgiy and Ansisia
who was holding seven-month-old Katya in her armsie
about to step across the threshold when suddeaty ¢ame
up to Giorgiy and looked him straight in the eyathwa stern
look.

"Please don't come in," stated Ivan seriously. "Monot
welcome here while you're outside the grace otthech.”

"What?" asked Giorgiy in disbelief.

"You know our laws," continued Ivan. "If someone is
excommunicated from the church he cannot assowdlte
the believers until he has done penance and mafi#i a
confession before the church."”

"I know the church law," said Giorgiy. "But you dike
family to me, and Vasily, my father-in-law, is gatiier to
your son."

"That is true," responded Ivan, who kept his handfre
door and kept the young couple from stepping inehouse.

"Ivan!" cried Masha, who had put Luba's dress aamy
decided to come to Anastasia's rescue. "At leagtriastasia
in with the baby. You can go outside and hash this
between you and Giorgiy."

"No!" said Ivan, standing firmly behind his print2s.
"Don't get involved in this, Masha. If | let Gioygand his
wife in, then |, as an assistant to the nastoy@&ieler), will
be guilty of trespassing against God's law." Makheked
away, overwhelmed by what was transpiring in herseo

"God's law says you must love your neighbor as
yourself,” argued Giorgiy. He looked at Ivan with
antagonism in his eyes, as if lvan had suddenlprechis
spiritual enemy.

"I love my neighbor, and | love God," respondedniva
"but | also fear God."
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"Why fear God?" asked Giorgiy. Anastasia was beogmi
impatient and she nudged Giorgiy with her elbow.aityV
Anastasia. | have something else | want to salitorhan."

"We must fear God if we want to achieve our sabrati
and make it to paradise," began Ivan.

"Let me say something before | leave,” said Giargiy
cutting off lvan before he could say anything el$en sick
and tired of all these laws and rules. No televisiovo meat
from American stores, no movies, no Christmas frees
this, no that. What good do all those rules andilegpns do
you, if you can't show love to your fellow-man?"

Before Ivan could answer anything, Giorgiy turned
around and started back to his car. Anastasia dcdtie
Stefan to come with her, and then she followedhusband.
Giorgiy rode away in a furious rage.

"Those people don't let me do any of the thingsjbg"
said Giorgiy angrily. "All because of their old-fFasned
religion.”

"But it's our religion, too," said Anastasia, "whet we
like it or not."

"You won't see me going to their church,” statedr@Giy,
"not after being kicked out and treated like a ddéprse
than a dog, I'd say."

When Giorgiy got home he started to drink agairwds
something he hadn't done since he got married. Samge
was starting to eat him up inside the innermosttdepf his
soul, like a worm in the core of an apple. On oas he
would go to a tavern in nearby Salem, where he evduhk
heavily as much vodka as he could consume to drimen
sorrow and guilt. When Anastasia would complainuatios
drinking habits, he would beat her up.

"Isn't this the old Russian way?" he would say véven
he had humiliated Anastasia and beaten her intonssion.
"Doesn't it say in their books that the woman sti@ubmit
to the husband?"

Anastasia would run away to her mother after such
beatings. Before long, Giorgiy began to grow hig hang
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like the hippie friends he was associating witlthie taverns.
Eventually they introduced him to drugs.

"l can't go on like this," cried Anastasia one nighen
she came home to her mother after another fighh wit
Giorgiy. "He came home smelling like a pig. Thenskerted
smoking marijuana right in front of me."

"He's gone down the wrong road," said Zinaidaniyyio
solace her daughter. "He'll come back."

Months passed, and Giorgiy suddenly disappeared for
several days. When he came back home, he confexfsed,
persistent probing on Anastasia's part as to hsredbouts,
that he had been staying with an American girlatesh.

"Get out of my house," yelled Anastasia, whoseegnat
with Giorgiy had run out. "I'm through with you."

Giorgiy was too stoned to think or react. He jusive
away without packing or taking anything with himev@ral
days later, when he came back to take his belorging
Anastasia announced that she wanted to divorce him.

"But | thought your religion doesn't allow you twarce,"
said Giorgiy sarcastically.

"I'l probably get excommunicated, also," said Alasga.
"But | can't go through this hell with you anymdre.

Giorgiy's moral feelings and conscience had woiin, th
and he no longer cared what happened. His awarenés
was limited to drugs, drink, and debauchery. Hdifgs for
his children were also insensitive. He was estrdrigall his
family and former friends. Existence took on a bjusspect
for him, and he saw everything in the form of shaslcever-
changing from moment to moment. He seemed possessed
with an inner drive to explore all the caverns gitd of the
underworld that he had entered. He stumbled anhdni@hy
times on the stony road amongst souls who werelastan
the maze of life.

It was a year later when Giorgiy chanced upon Awndre
Ribrov in one of the taverns that Giorgiy frequgntisited
when he made his rounds in search of somethingrheekf
wasn't sure of.
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"Giorgiy Golubin," said Andrey as he looked at theg-
haired bearded face which he hardly recognized.th
you?"

"And who are you?" said Giorgiy with a sharp tongde
cleared his throat.

"I'm Andrey Ribrov," said Andrey. He got up and sat
the stool next to Giorgiy. "I heard about you."

"What did you hear about me?" asked Giorgiy inuared
raspy tone of voice.

"l heard that your wife divorced you," said Andréyjing
to be friendly. "She's having a hard time makingvang
with her embroidery ever since you left. She haledve the
children at home with her mother while she works."

"Don't lay a guilt trip on me,” said Giorgiy. "l din't
leave. She kicked me out. All those people kickedaut as
if | were no better than a dog."

"Tell you what," said Andrey, "why don't you comeeo
to my house and get cleaned up. | have an extra rext to
the barn. You can stay with us until you can getkba
together with Anastasia.

"We're divorced," stated Giorgiy.

"Maybe in the eyes of the civil law," said Andréput in
the eyes of the church you're not. What God hasegbi
together no man, nor law, can separate."

"By the way, what are you doing in a place likes#fi
asked Giorgiy.

"l like to have a shot of vodka once in a while elf)s
confessed Andrey. "My wife would scream at me ahéof
| tried to drink anything stronger than braga (hemnewed
berry wine) or an occasional beer, so | sneak amsnever
| get the urge. Just don't tell anyone you sawdre,lO.K.?"

"Agreed,"” said Giorgiy. "You sound like a reasomabl
man. | haven't met any Old Believers like you. Mafsthem
judged me as an outcast and won't have anythirmlp teith
me."

"That's because they were brought up that way,"
explained Andrey, "and they observe all the chuaegys and
rituals as if their life depended on it. I'm diféeit because
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I'm an easy-going fellow, and | try to get alonghnall the
people | meet on the path of life. After all, orfelltese days
| might be in your shoes and you might be in mifieat's
how life is."

"That's an interesting point-of-view," said Giorgiyi
think I'll take you up on your offer and come howmiéh you,
if you'll accept me just as | am."

The next morning Giorgiy woke up in a little roommat
was attached to the barn. He had a large splittepache,
and he went to the house to wash his head with waler.
The back door was left open in case Giorgiy neddedse
the bathroom during the night. Giorgiy opened theean
door, then the old creaky back door, and he quigihioed
through the back porch, where all the clothes, aoid
shoes were scattered. Giorgiy opened the dooret&itbhen
and was just about to turn towards the bathroomennie
heard someone praying in the living room. He walked
quietly up to the threshold and peeked in. He sawirgy
praying in front of the ikons in the eastern coroérthe
room. He stood and listened to the prayer he haeaitd in
years.

Andrey prayed:

“Ilapro HEOECHBIN, YTEITUTEINIO,

Jyllle UICTUHHBIN, UK€ BE3JIE ChIU,

U BCS UCITIOJIHSAA,

COKpOBHIIIC OJarux, M )KM3HU [OLATEIIO,
MPUIAIA U BCEIUCA B HBI,

1 OYUCTH HEI OT BCAKUSA CKBCPHBI,

W criacy Oyraxke aymis Hamis .7

(O heavenly king, O Comforter,

the Spirit of Truth, who art everywhere
and fillest all things,

the treasury of blessings and giver of life,
come and abide in us,

and cleanse us from all impurity,

and of thy goodness save our souls.)
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Giorgiy fought back the tears that all of a suddesiled
up in his eyes. He turned around and walked in® th
bathroom, where he tried to wash away the teainsvibee
pouring out of his eyes like a spring of living weat
Something bitter and hard was exploding in his theerd he
rushed out of the bathroom and out the back doguakly
and quietly as he could. He wanted to let the ddm o
resentment and antagonism break loose and wash laway
past two years that he had spent going throughohedlarth.

He got into his car and drove up to the mountaiisre
he could spend some time alone. His head reeled fhe
sobbing as he drove on the curvy road along thek@haas
River. It seemed as if his entire past life wasrtigug him
like a giant phantom, and he was hopelessly trgmgun
away from it. After stopping at a campground beside
river and watching the flow of water downstream gexeral
hours, Giorgiy finally calmed down enough to golbdown
the same road to face the friends he had left behin

When Giorgiy came back to Andrey's house, it wast pa
lunch time and the Sunday meal had already beesn.eat
Some beardless guests had come over to talk witledm

"Giorgiy, these are some Russian people who haweco
from California to live in Oregon," said Andreytiaducing
Giorgiy to two men in American clothes.

"My name is loasaf Otstupnikov,” said the older man
who was bald down the middle of the head.

"My name is lakov, but people call me Jack--that'y
American name," said the younger man, who was about
Giorgiy's age. He got up to shake Giorgiy's hamdy ‘tlad
and | have come to get acquainted with the Oldeselis."

"You say you're not Molokans?" asked Andrey, who
continued where he left off when Giorgiy walkedttmough
the front door. Giorgiy sat down on a chair antehed.

"No, we're Pentecostals,” stated the father. "Weebin
the baptism of the Holy Spirit and talking in toregu'

"We also believe in the Holy Spirit," said André{i.he
second council at Constantinople in 381 A.D. setrdohe
teaching and article of faith which we pray in attur ‘U B
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AyXa CBATOro rocroJia MCTUHHAro0O M KUBOTBOPAIIArO, HUIKC

OT OTLa ucxogsamaro, k€ Co OTIuOM M CbIHOM CIIOKJIOHsEMAa

U cciaBuMa, rinaronasmaro npopoku.’ (I believe in the Holy
Spirit, the Lord, the giver of Life, who proceedsrh the
Father, who with the Father and the Son together is
worshipped and together glorified, he has spokesutfh the
prophets.)

"In the Bible it says," said Jack as he openedibte and
quickly found the passage he had underlined in &&h O
Testament book, "here in Joel 2:28: 'And it shaline to
pass afterward (in the last days, interpolated)Jaicat | will
pour out my spirit upon all flesh; and your sonsl aiour
daughters shall prophesy, your old men shall drdesams,
your young men shall see visions.' That talks alioeitHoly
Spirit that came upon the apostles after lesousnaled into
heaven and when they started talking in tonguestlier
languages.”

Andrey winced when Jack pronounced the name lesous
with an extra "e" sound, but he did not commenit.on

"And people in our church talk in tongues when tey
filled with the Holy Spirit," added loasaf.

"That's strange,” said Giorgiy, who broke his ssken”|
never heard anything about that before. You mean yo
actually start talking in another language?”

"You should come over to our church sometime," said
Jack. "Or to our prayer meetings. That's when tp&itS
usually comes down and fills us, and we speakngues."

"We didn't build a church, yet," explained loasaie're
meeting in my house until we can build a churchpdfolly
in a year or two."

"That reminds me of the way we used to hold church
services in China," said Andrey.

"Why did you come to Oregon from California?" asked
Giorgiy in a matter-of-fact tone.

"We felt the Lord's call to come and minister te 19Id
Believers," said Jack in a direct reply.
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"You mean try to convert them to your religion?ked
Giorgiy, who was beginning to feel defensive abdtiug
religion he had abandoned.

"Well, ah," stammered Jack, as he tried to findiizgable
answer to the direct question, "we feel that we saeed
because we accepted the Lord lesous Hristos agersonal
savior, and therefore we don't need ikons to peay lack
pointed to the ikons in the corner of the room wih
accusing finger.

"My dear friend," said Andrey in a friendly tonef you
are trying to convert us, you've come to the wrbogse.
I've met other Molokans like you and you all thig&ur
religion, which you acquired from the Roman Cathelest,
is better than the true Russian Orthodox faith tinas been
preserved in its true spirit by our Old Believexdition."

"But we are not Molokans," said Jack defensivelys H
father sat quietly and tried to think his way ot the
uncomfortable position his son was putting thero.int

"We call all Protestants by the name Molokans,"
explained Andrey. "Anyway, our ikons are not whatuy
think they are. Our ikons are a window into heal@rus, a
way of contacting the saints who are always with us
interceding for us and helping us achieve our $@lmgust
as they achieved their salvation."”

"Ah, | want to say something before my son here ¢@b
carried away," interrupted loasaf Otstupnikov. Hokv my
son is burning with a fire and zeal to convert yoid
Believers, but | came here with a different mission

"What is that?" asked Andrey. He turned his attentio
the kind man who spoke excellent Russian, althaumhof
the same dialect as the Old Believers.

"l used to be an administrator of a Russian school
California," said loasaf. "And | wonder if the ORklievers
would allow me to start a Russian school heretfent.”

"As long as you don't try to convert us," said Aedwith
a laugh in his voice. "Our people have always wearite
preserve the Russian language, and if you wanel drs in
a sincere way, then we'll gladly cooperate with.you
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"That sounds fair to me," said loasaf, who realiteat
converting people wasn't his special ability anyway

"There's one thing you'll have to do if you wantwork
with our people,” said Andrey with a smile on rasd.

"What's that?" asked loasaf.

"You'll have to grow a beard,” said Andrey.

The strangers had somehow managed to leave Andrey's
house as friends. loasaf felt that his mission tegdn was
well on its way to becoming fulfilled. Jack Otstulov, on
the other hand, felt like he had been given a slaghe face
by the very people whom he had come to save.
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Chapter 18 -- " Birth of St. John the Baptist”

"In those days came John the Baptist, preachinthen
wilderness of Judea, and saying, 'Repent ye: okihgdom
of heaven is at hand,' " read a minister in a wimien robe
from a Bible that he was holding in his left haidith his
right hand he pointed his index finger up to tharse of his
faith that was high in the heavens.

The small group of Pentecostals that had gathemeithe
banks of the Molalla River on July 7 (June 24, stdle),
1974, were not aware that they were being watclyetivb
curious Old Believers. Andrey Ribrov and Giorgiy |@mn
had heard about the baptismal service from Jacki@igov
several days after their first encounter. Jackihsited them
to come and see how they observed the ritual aisrapand
Andrey had declined at first on the grounds thatQid
Believer was not supposed to go to a church offemdhith
or listen to any heretical teachings. But when @ioitold
Andrey that they could watch from a distance aneyth
wouldn't have to enter the unbelievers' church, rAnd
agreed to go.

"Do you hear what he's reading?" asked Giorgiy, whe
straining his ears to hear the minister's voicedaimihe
sound of the river rushing downstream.

"He's reading the part about a voice in the wildes)"
said Andrey, who was familiar with the old Churdav®nic
version.

"How many people are there in white robes?" asked
Giorgiy. He strained his eyes to count a group ebge
standing in a semi-circle beside the minister. Témaainder
of the people, who were not dressed in white ropathered
around the select few.

"l count seven," said Andrey.

"With the minister, that makes eight,” said Giorgiy

"Three are men, and four are women with white
headscarves tied around their hair," observed Andre
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"He stopped reading, sh!" exclaimed Giorgiy. "Létten
to what he's going to say."

"We are gathered together under the open sky @ thi
beautiful, clear Sunday afternoon to witness ameveat
marks the beginning of a new life for each one af o
candidates," began the young, tall minister in @looice.
"This will be a moment in each one of their livekigh will
be written in the Book of Life as the day when tlseynified
by the act of baptism that they had accepted Chadheir
savior. By submitting to the symbolical burial witrist in
the river, as he taught by his example at the rdadan,
each candidate accepts the responsibility of deéathhe
world and to the sin of the world; and when thedidate
rises again with Christ out of the water, he acsepé duty
of the sacred vow that he utters, 'From hencefovthl live
a Christ-like life." "

Giorgiy suddenly switched his ears off as his aiten
was drawn to a woman walking down the hill with@ugg
man in a beige suit.

"That looks like Anastasia,” said Giorgiy. He had@en
her in over a year, ever since the divorce waslified.
"What is she doing here?"

"l didn't want to tell you before,” confessed Angrébut |
knew about Anastasia and her new boyfriend from the
Molokan group here for some time."

"Why didn't you tell me? Who is that guy?" asked
Giorgiy. A fit of jealousy seized him and he grate dry
limb with fading brown leaves from a nearby treed an
snapped it off in anger. Two children who had bpkaying
in the back of the crowd heard the noise in thehbssand
came to investigate.

"Quiet!" said Andrey. "Look, you gave us away. Shoo
Go away." The two children ran to tell their paseemthen
they saw the bearded Old Believers.

"We'd better leave before someone comes and asks us
what we're doing here," said Giorgiy.

"They might try to capture us and baptize us togettith
the other seven," said Andrey jokingly. They bathdhed.
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As they started climbing up the hill overlookingetblear
waters of the Molalla River, the minister begandiag the
seven candidates for baptism slowly into the coldrr The
people sang a song as the minister said a praysreach
candidate individually and then pronounced the word
baptize you in the name of the Father, and of theg 8nd of
the Holy Spirit." The candidate was plunged undher ¢old
surface of the river and then seconds later wasdboup
dripping wet, gasping for breath, and rubbing tlgesewith
both hands in order to see again. Andrey glancéaeascene
from the top of the hill for a minute before herted away
with Giorgiy and headed up the road to the parled c

"Tell me about this guy with Anastasia,” said Gigrg
when they had gotten back to Andrey's car. "Whatyoo
know about him?"

"My wife told me that Masha told her that Anastasia
mother fainted one night after Anastasia had cuhhe and
had started going out with this older man who wasrded
and had two of his own children," said Andrey.

"Did Anastasia tell her mother about this guy?" eakk
Giorgiy. "Is that why her mother fainted?" Giorgppened
the window as Andrey started driving back to thghinay.

"From what | heard,” said Andrey, "her mother fatht
when Anastasia told her that she had left our fdit you
know how rumors spread, and how women blow thehtrut
out of proportion sometimes."

"What is that guy's name?" asked Giorgiy. "Do you
know?"

"His name is Vladimir Derevyeff," answered Andrey,
"but I think he uses an American name as his fieshe. |
can't remember what it is."

Giorgiy felt the roof cave in on his world. He hadped
to go back to Anastasia and make amends with hemad
thought much about her ever since that ride aldmg t
Clackamas River when he realized the harm he had to
himself and to his family. He tried to purify hisimd and
body from his past and from his bad habits. He $tagped
smoking and drinking. He had even gone to a bashep to
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cut off his long curly locks. Everything had start® look
bright and rosy for Giorgiy again. And now suddehégyfelt
the same oppressive spirit, that had haunted hirthéo past
two years, come over him again.

"Damn it!" swore Giorgiy. "Why do | get all the baack
in the world? Am | being punished for my sins?"

"We live in a funny country," said Andrey, trying tind a
logical reason for Giorgiy's sorrow. "There is &lhd of
freedom in America, even freedom to divorce. Weenev
even heard of the word back in China. | rememberattyer
telling me that God made a woman to be a compafaon
man all the days of his life."

"It's all my fault,” sobbed Giorgiy. The bright tue that
he had envisioned for himself and Anastasia hatkdhed
out like a candle in the dark, lonely night. "Noat this
would have happened if | hadn't started drinking beating
her up."

"Well, at least you're aware of where you went wg,6n
said Andrey. "You know, the old Russian proverbss&iro
moceenrb, To U noxHEmB/Shto poseyesh, to e pozhnyosh'
(what you sow is what you will reap). That's whiitthe
saints have taught us."”

Giorgiy looked out the window at the farmlands that
Andrey drove past at 65 miles an hour. Life seentetle
passing him by, and he fought back the bitternesk the
tears that were battling to come to the surfadei®tyes. He
tried to look at the beauty of the berry fieldstthare spread
out in even rows, and the corn and the wheat thad w
springing up all over the fertile soil of mother riba
Somehow he felt like an abandoned child, and hengehto
come back to the bosom of the mother church. Yetvag
inwardly confused.

‘Why weren't my prayers answered, and why wasn't |
forgiven?’ thought Giorgiy to himself as he stamat the
window. ‘I was trying to make it right with the ctal, and |
was going to try and make it right with my formeifev Why
didn't it work?’ He recalled the prayer of reper@rthat he
had said over and over until he could think of najhelse:
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“Ocnabu ocraBu, oryct boxke corpemeHust Mosi, BOJIbHas
1 HEBOJIbHA, SIK€ B CJIIOBE U B JI€JIC, U SAXKE B BEACHNUU U HE B
BCACHUH, AKC BO YMC U IOMBINUICHUH, SAKC BO OTHU U B
HOIIM, BCSIMH IMPOCTH KO Oyar m yemoBekosrooer.” (My
weaknesses forsaking, free me O God from my sinduw
and unwillful, those in word and in deed, thoseeé sand
those | don't see, those in the mind and in mydhts) those
committed during the day and those at night, fargive for
all, for you are gracious and you love all mankind.

"Listen, Giorgiy," said Andrey after driving for seral
miles in total silence. "Don't feel so bad. MaybraAtasia
will give up on this new boyfriend of hers afteediears that
you want her back."

"l don't think she'll ever take me back after wiat done
to her," answered Giorgiy in a voice that seemeddond
the death knell for him and Anastasia.

Meanwhile, Anastasia was trying to forget her ovtteb
past and find a better life for herself in Ameri&he tried
not to think about Giorgiy nor about the Old Belikat she
was forced to leave because of the divorce. Shefdaat
some friends from the Molokan (Pentecostal) groampd
before long she was going to their church servittesias
strange for her at first, because she was so wssthihding
in a church with candles burning before holy ikoarisg here
she was in a church where only a large cross orfrém
southern wall of the newly built church signifiddat it was a
Christian church. Her first shock came at a Sundiit
service when a traveling evangelist preached altbat
baptism by fire, and he had read something aboutsCh
coming to John at the Jordan River and about Jater |
telling the people, "He must increase, but | mustrdase."
Afterwards, she watched the young people flockhto dltar
to pray for the gift of tongues, and she watchedl lestened
in amazement as a woman her age stood up fromnreask
and started speaking in an unknown tongue: "Hare&Skam
ba la." Anastasia was frightened by the strangéuwsat of
energy that surrounded her, and she walked outhef t
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highly-charged atmosphere. That's when she sawixiad
standing in the foyer of the church. He smiled at And
started talking with her. She was amazed at hisl gpasp of
the Russian language, and he started telling hetr tis
parents had come from Russia through China and then
California, where they settled near San Francisco.

From that moment on Anastasia took a liking to riten
who treated her like a lady. She was astonishetieatvay
Vladimir would open the car door for her and take dut to
fancy restaurants. Within six months she was wglklown
the aisle in a white wedding gown in an Americamrch;
Vladimir wasn't permitted to marry in his own Rassi
church because he was divorced, and his churclt ailtow
divorce nor second marriages (something they held i
common with the Old Believers).

When Giorgiy saw Anastasia one last time before he
moved to join a group of Old Believers in the PeRoeer
Valley in Alberta, Canada, Anastasia was alreadyriethto
Vladimir, and it was too late for Giorgiy to attemany
reconciliation with her.

It happened on a hot midsummer's day around thsosea
of the summer solstice, when a caravan of carspeesmnand
vans followed the meandering road through Mt. Hood
National Forest to Austin Hot Springs. People fralinvalks
of life and from various religions and beliefs gatd there
to bathe in the hot pools that formed in one spespat
along the upper Clackamas River. Giorgiy had comée
morning with Andrey in the new green Dodge van that
Andrey had recently bought. Anastasia arrived latethe
afternoon with Vladimir and their combined familiesvo
older girls from Vladimir's previous marriage an@fan and
Katya from Anastasia's previous marriage. lvan Btasha
were also there; and so was Jack Otstupnikov anthmily.
Later, an old acquaintance of Andrey's, Moisey Bog,
the Molokan friend who helped Andrey when he foame
to America, also arrived to bathe in the cleansihgrapeutic
hot waters. All in all, with the Americans and wihgroup
of motorcycling, beer-drinking hippies that arrivéalvard
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evening, it was a motley group of people which gegd at
the river. They seemed to be a microcosm of théreent
society of America, a picture in miniature of tharieus
groups which came to find a better life in a statdled
Oregon.

Anastasia set the table underneath the tall pegestin the
daytime campground beside the hot springs whiledivia
prepared the chicken barbecue. After the meal, tedied
with their children to enjoy the hot waters. Anastawas
dressed in a fashionable two-piece bathing suit. sAe
passed by the other picnic tables, she attractedittention
of several Old Believer families. One of the faeslithat
watched Anastasia walk in her two-piece bathind s
lvan and Masha.

"Would you look at that,” said lvan when he recagui
Anastasia. "Isn't she ashamed of herself?"

"She's now like the naransie/paganiye (unclean)
Americans,” said Masha, who watched with accusiygse
"She has no shame left."

Nikolai came walking up at that moment with two pan
size trout. "Look what | caught,” he said. He haown tall
like his father; he was seventeen years old nowhentiad
grown to his full height of six feet tall.

"I want some fish," said eleven-year-old Pasham "I
hungry." Ustina and Luba also came running up & thig
brother to see what he had caught. Nikolai showédie
rainbow trout to all his friends who gathered ambinm to
admire the ten inch trout.

"You children go to the hot waters and play arowtule
| prepare the fish and a salad,” said Masha. "Ivdl,you
go with little Luba and Ustina and watch out tHagyt don't
get burned in the hot water? | heard an Americanggt her
feet burned this morning when she stepped in tisegool.”

"I'll be careful,” said Ivan before Masha could dagr
usual words of warning. He took the two girls by thand
and went with them to the hot pools.

"Hello, Ivan, over here," called Andrey when he daan
step on the hot rocks with his sandals. Andrey sviisig in
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a pool up to his chest. Paraskeva, Andrey's wiBes sitting
on a large rock in her dress and dangling herifetite water
up to her modestly covered knees. Giorgiy wasddtezt out
in the water with only his bearded head visible.eWhvan
saw Giorgiy he hesitated at first, but then he stepin to
join the gathering of Old Believers in the segredapool.
The children went to a cooler pool closer to theerito
splash around, throw stones across the river, atah dittle
guppies.

Giorgiy watched Anastasia splashing water on h&eda
shoulders several pools away, and the old desartest to
rise within him. He couldn't stand the pain thargea
through his heart and soul, and he got out of thtewater,
went to the cold rushing river to cool off, andriheent back
to the picnic table. Anastasia saw Giorgiy leave tiot
springs area, and she was glad, for she no lordesdrry
for him, nor did she desire to ever see him again.

"3npasctByiite/Zdravstvuytye” (hello), said Jack to
Andrey, whom he recognized as he came to the pidaly |
join you?"

"Certainly," said Andrey. He moved over into Giofgi
vacated spot to let Jack Otstupnikov into the pdehn
watched the newcomer with suspicious eyes.

"My name is Jack Otstupnikov," said Jack, extendiigy
right hand to Ivan, whom he had never met before.

"They call me Ilvan Bogolubov," responded Ivan witho
extending his hand. His cross hung on a string ratdus
neck and down his hairy chest.

"l see you listened to my advice and grew a beaaid
Andrey in a friendly manner.

"My father started growing one when he opened @ th
Russian language school,” explained Jack. "He noddthat
if 1 wanted to be accepted by your people | wouddehto
grow one, too."

At that moment Moisey Bodganov came walking
carefully over the irregularly shaped rocks. Heoalgre a
beard.
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"Andrey Ribrov!" exclaimed Moisey when he saw hid o
acquaintance. "l haven't seen you in years."

"It's a small world," said Jack, as he sought redamn
from the newcomer.

Within minutes the men were introduced to each mthe
and they began discussing first the weather, thenldw
events, and finally religious and moral issues.

Masha had come to join Paraskeva on the rocks. They
dangled their white legs in the water and talkedualihe
shameful American women who were wearing almost
nothing to cover their bodies. The heat from tha sad
from the steaming pools made it uncomfortable far ©Old
Believer women, who felt it shameful to uncoveriti®dies
as the Americans and the Molokans (who imitatedjhaid.

And yet, their eyes kept roving secretly to a puodiere
American girls were flirting with beer-drinking Ipges.

"Look, Mama," said Ustina. She came up to Mash& wit
cupped hands. "I caught a little fish."

"Let it go," said Masha. "It wants to live."

Ustina looked at the little one-inch fish in thdma of her
hand for a moment and then she let it go backtimopool.

The little fish darted back into the cool water niee river.

"lvan, let's go eat," called Masha after she gadtiof

sitting at the edge of the pool. "Pasha, Ustinaha.u_et's
go."
Masha gathered her children together like a molissr
gathers her chicks, and she led them to the pitaie.
Nikolai was already there, munching on potato chapsl
other snacks bought from the store.
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Chapter 19 -- " Saints Peter and Paul”

In a certain town near Woodburn named X. on the
summer holyday commemorating the great apostles of
Christianity, Saints Peter and Paul (June 29 O&ily 12
N.S.), a family of twelve named Eroseff was movirgm a
tiny trailer home in Mt. Angel to a roomy berry fiar The
father Efrem and his wife Vera had left the youngésddren
with Zinaida Velikov, who was Vera's sister, whilee older
children Alex, Feodora, Evdokeya, and Nikita helpeith
the moving. Ivan and Nikolai came with their picg-truck
to help move the furniture and belongings.

"You got yourself a nice berry farm,” said IlvanBE&rem
as they carried the large sofa into the old farmaseo "How
many acres of berries do you have?"

"I have ten acres of berries,” answered Efrem. "And
there's another five acres where | want to plantiftewer
for a fall harvest.”

"You have a lot of work cut out for yourself," sdign.

"My oldest boy Alex helps me with the heavy stufdid
Efrem. "You know, I've been working for ten yearswp
ever since we came from Brazil in 1967 and weremgithat
tiny trailer home to live in. | admit that we'rellgboor, but at
least now we don't have to go running from farniaton to
pick berries, cauliflower, and strawberries to makbving
like we used to before. Last year, Vera and Feodwven
worked in the hop fields while Evdokeya took cafetle
children at home just so we could get the reshefrhoney
that we needed for a down payment on this farm. tBist
year she just recently had our tenth child, andssharsing it
and isn't able to work in the fields yet."

Efrem kept talking rapidly about his many problems.
Nikolai was helping Alex and Nikita unload the kien table
and chairs. The girls, Feodora and Evdokeya, wel@ading
boxes of clothes and kitchen utensils. Vera wasyiray the
crying newborn baby, Anatolia, and trying to put tesleep
so she could help put the things in their rightcpla Zahar,
Evlampy, and Ignaty, the three younger boys, wéiEsing
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the chickens and roosters that the former ownér®édind.
Seven-year-old Domna was holding her little oneryd
sister in her arms. Zinaida had brought the kidskba

After the first pick-up load was unloaded, Ivan e
and the older boys went for the second load whigawomen
and children stayed behind to put things away anuldy on
their new farm. Masha dropped by to visit the new
neighbors.

"You don't live too far from us," said Masha, whadh
brought her three children along with her. "It toole only
five minutes from our house."

"There's more Old Believers around here than where
lived in Mt. Angel,” said Vera, who was still trygnto quiet
down the unruly infant. "Domna, go tell Feodora pot
Ksenia to sleep." Domna listened to her mother.

"It's a nice district from what | hear," said Masatier
Domna went up the back stairs and into the houdee only
things is that they don't teach Russian in the sichoyour
district like they do in our school district in Man County."

"l guess it's because we're in a different counsgld
Vera.

"My Ustina comes home and tells me that the bilaigu
teachers in her school teach Russian because dhieydthe
Russian children shouldn't forget their native laage,"” said
Masha.

"My sister Zinaida told me that the teachers instho
schools are Americans, and they don't speak claasi&n,"
said Vera.

"That's true," said Masha. "But they're trying &lghour
Russian people, and that's what counts. It's seyfuout one
of the men teachers started growing a beard andngoout
to our church. | think he wants to become an OltdeBer.
Our nastoyatel (minister) said he would baptize mto our
faith if he wanted to join us."”

The women kept talking about school and about the
teachers who were trying to educate their childrea the
mainstream of American society. Meanwhile, the drleih
had given up chasing after the chickens and roosiad
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were playing a favorite game of theirs call€gicii/Goosie'
(Geese). Ustina wanted to play the role of the &itsnwife.
Pasha was chosen to act as a mean, vicious wolfa,Lu
Ignaty, Evlampy, and Domna played the part of tbesg.

"T'ycu, rycu/Goosie, goosie" (Geese, Geese), yelled
Ustina. The geese stood at the far south end afrikeway.

"T'a, ra, ra/Ga, ga, ga" (Ga, Ga, Ga), honked the geese in
unison.

"Ectb xotute/Yest' hotitye?" (Do you want to eat?) asked
Ustina, the farmer's wife, who stood close to tloeintry
road at the north end of the driveway beside thesbo

"Ila, na, ma/Da, da, da" (Yes, yes, yes), answered the
geese hungrily.

"Xneba ¢ macitom/Hleba s maslom?" (Bread with butter?)
asked the farmer's wife. Ustina gestured draméicaith
both arms held out to the sides in dismay.

"Her, uer, ner/Nyet, nyet, nyet" (No, no, no), screamed
the geese angrily.

"A gero/A chevo?" (Well, what then?) asked the farmer's
wife. Ustina gestured dramatically with both arnetédhout to
the sides in dismay.

"Konder! Konder!/Konfet! Konfet!" (Candy! Candy!)
responded the hungry geese.

"Hy, nerute kak xorute/Nu, letitye kak hotitye” (Well,
come fly here if you want it), said the farmer'sfeviShe
waved for them to fly to her.

"Cepblii BOJIK MMOJ TOpOW HE IyCKaeT Hac aomoii/Seriy
volk pog goroy nye puskayet nas domoy" (The grayf wo
near the hill won't let us come home), cried thesgein
anguish. Pasha, the wolf, peeked out from behin@poie
tree.

"A uro on Tam aemaet/A shto on tam dyelayet?" (And
what is he doing there?) asked the farmer's wife.

"3yOsl TOuMT, Hac ecTh xouer/Zubi tochit, nas yest
hochet" (He's sharpening his teeth; he wants tousat
answered the geese in a shaky voice. Pasha, thg wol
grinned from behind the apple tree and showed hisps
teeth.
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"Hy, nerute kak xortute/Nu, letitye kak hotitye" (Well,
come fly here any way you can), said the farmeife.w

The children started running down the driveway he t
farmer's wife, flapping their arms like goose wings
Suddenly, Pasha, the wolf, leaped from behind gpdeatree
and started chasing the geese. The geese rant as fiey
could. He caught three-year-old Ignaty, who wassibeest
in the group. Pasha pretended to gobble Ignatyyubpiting
softly on his captured right arm. Then the game repsated
until all the geese were captured.

Zahar, who had been kicking a small round disc with
twine splayed out in all directions from the cerftar about
two inches, stopped to watch Pasha try to catchriazonvho
was the fastest runner. After Domna was capturesdinbl
asked Zahar if he wanted to be the wolf.

"No, that's for babies,” answered eight-year-olchata
"This is for big kids."

He showed his djonza and threw it up in the air tosh
kicked it with the side of his left foot, then withe inside of
his right foot, then over the top of his head with left foot,
and finally high into the air with a jumping kickitv his
right foot.

"Show-off," said Ustina as she walked away with Dam
to play a girls' game.

By the end of the day the Eroseff family was moued
Now the hard work of managing a farm began. By ésirv
time the able-bodied workers were all out in therypéelds
walking up and down the rows picking Marion berrasl
loganberries. The picking continued on into Septmb
when school began.

"It's time to get the children into school,” saidorD
Christianson, the school director, two weeks atdrool had
begun and the children had not registered yet. tdadht a
Russian interpreter with him. John Beliy, the Rassi
interpreter, was a new bilingual teacher at th@sth

"We're sorry we haven't sent the children to schyel,
but we can't afford to hire Mexican laborers likéhey
farmers,” apologized the heavily-bearded Efrem a&s h
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continued to pick the ripe purple berries with Bigsined
hands. Efrem worked in old baggy pants and in arergan
shirt with long sleeves. A baseball cap covered diiert
black hair.

"The Oregon state law demands that all school-aged
children must be in school or else they're considi¢ruant,”
explained the stern law-abiding school directorotiYOIld
Believers must learn to live by the same laws tvat
Americans have to."

"I have ten children, and | don't have a steady,"job
explained Efrem in his defense. "We are in debttlier old
pick-up truck that | made a small down payment onl s
could have something to transport the berries tadckers.
My wife can't help out here because she has tlitkednes
in the house to take care of. One of them is ooly fnonths
old."

"Mr. Eroseff," said Mr. Christianson after the irgester
translated the long speech back to the schooltdiretthere
are many other people who have similar problems thoat
still does not excuse them from sending their chiidto
school when school starts. That's the law."

“I'l send the younger children tomorrow,” said Mr.
Eroseff. "They're not much help anyway. But I'lledethe
older three for at least another week until thevésiris over.
| can't do it by myself. You must understand that."”

"Why don't you send all the children in tomorrowdaget
them registered,” said Mr. Christianson in an aptest a
decent compromise, "and then you can keep the rehild
home maybe two or three days out of the week. W&l ne
them registered because funds for the children ‘taren
generated until they're registered."

The father acquiesced and the next day he brouigéika
school children into the office to register thentoirthe
school district. John Beliy, the new bilingual tkag filled
out the forms for the children and took them tartokasses.
The youngest student, Domna, was taken into Johiy'8e
readiness class, where other Old Believer childnere
taught to speak, read and write the American laggua
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During class time Domna Eroseff struggled with tast
of the Russian-speaking children to pronounce Acaeri
words, something they weren't used to because tlde O
Believer parents did not permit their children fmeak to-
amepukancku/po-amerikanski' (American) at home. When
the children were asked to clap in rhythm to "Tlaenker in
the Dell,” Domna spoke up without hesitation.

"We're not supposed to clap our hands," said rdaned
Domna boldly. Do rpex/Eto grekh" (It's a sin).

"Why?" asked Mr. Beliy, who was unfamiliar with Old
Believer ways.

"When you clap your hands, you're slapping Godhim t
face," explained Domna in a child-like way, full fafith and
simplicity.

"You're not supposed to snap your fingers, eithedded
David, a skinny boy with a crooked jaw.

"Why?" asked Mr. Beliy again. He gave up teaching t
regular lesson in exchange for learning some OllieBer
culture from the children.

"Because when you snap your fingers you're pinching
God," explained David.

"No, that's not true," interjected Iriney, who hadlimple
in his right cheek when he smiled. "When you snhapry
fingers you're helping théecuxu/besiki (little demons) chop
down trees andakoctuts/pakostit' (do mischief)."

"Also, when you rock your legs up and down while
sitting, it means you're rockingoacuk/besik (little demon),”
said Vassa, a little girl with a Chinese appearaiacder
round brown face.

"My mother said that if you whistle in a house wer
there's ikons, then you're calling tldecuxu/besiki (little
demons),” said Lydia in a slow, carefully thoughtit o
manner. She was the neatest dressed girl in ths.cla

The discussion of besiki ended when it was time for
recess. The Old Believer children played mostlyhvihieir
own kind, except when it came to the merry-go-rouritht's
when they played with the Americans--but in a cotitipe
way.
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"Iriney, come help us push the Russian way!" called
David. He was trying to push clockwise against salve
American boys.

"Jason, come help us push the American way!" caled
boy from the opposing side. He was pushing counter
clockwise.

The see-saw battle lasted for the duration of duwess.
First the American side would be winning, and thernyrgo-
round would spin against the direction of the shimen the
Russian side would be winning, and the merry-gaydou
would rotate in the same direction as the sun. Game
ended when the teacher on recess duty blew theleviiis
the children to go back to class.

Back in class the Russian children continued tohedr.
Beliy all about their Old Belief.

"Do you know that if you poke a fork into a roll dbugh
you're poking the sharp object into God's bodyKeds
Iriney.

"Do you know that Hristos is really fire, but whéw
comes on Judgment Day, he'll be able to take anmy foe
wants?" asked Vassa.

"Do you know that when it rains it's the Bogorodits
(Mother of God) crying?" asked David.

"Why is she crying?" asked John Beliy.

"Because God wants all Americans to be Russiarg, an
the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God) cries for them jddaavid.

Several weeks passed and the older daughter, Feodor
had not come to school, yet. When the secretarkeldat
the record of absences and reported the truantetschool
director, the director asked John Beliy to call plagents and
find out why she still wasn't in school. The motheswered
the phone and reported that her thirteen-year-algghter
was sick.

Two more weeks passed. Feodora still had not came t
school. And then a visit to the home by Don Chais$on
and John Beliy revealed the truth: Feodora wascoating
to school any more. Her mother needed her at honelp
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with the children while the mother worked in theldis to
help the father with the cauliflower harvest.

"Why can't you let the older boy take care of the
children?" asked Mr. Christianson through his ipteter,
Mr. Beliy.

"We don't feel it's proper to have boys take cdrétite
girls," answered Vera, who had her flowery scad tbehind
her head in a knot. Her hair was tucked undernibatiscarf.

"It's your responsibility to send Feodora to sctiostated
Mr. Christianson. "And if you need to find a babites, then
that's your responsibility, too. But you can't depra child
of its lawful right to an education just because yeed her
as a baby-sitter."

"l thought there was freedom in this country,” s¥iera
in a mournful voice. Her words were left untranstht
because Feodora interrupted.

"How come girls my age in other schools aren'tédrto
go to school?" asked Feodora in a bitter voice. Sbed
beside her mother. Her scarf was tied under her. chi

"Feodora, what other school districts do is thesibess,"
explained Mr. Christianson. He didn't need an prieter to
speak to her. "Besides, they're not following the,lwhich
says that schools can't legally excuse any child hdis not
completed the eighth grade or reached the age urfefen
years old. And if you persist in breaking the laten I'll
have to send the truant officer after you."

Two weeks later, after the truant officer brougletser of
warning of court action to the parents, the fatkdéirem
Eroseff, came to the office to speak with Mr. Ctiaisson.
Mr. Beliy was in the middle of teaching his studeat
Russian song for a first grade "International Dpsdgram,
when he was called over the intercom system tortépdhe
office. He left the classroom in the hands of lapable aide.
She led the children in singing:

"IIycTth Bcerma OyaeT CoJIHIIE
ITycTs Bcerna 6yzaer HeOO
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[Tycts Bcerma OymeT mama

[TycTs Bcerma Oyny . "

"Poost' vsegda boodyet solntse
Poost' vsegda boodyet nyebo
Poost' vsegda boodyet mama
Poost' vsegda boodu ya."

(Let there always be a sun

Let there always be a sky

Let there always be a mother
Let there always be me.)

When John Beliy reached the office, Mr. Eroseff was
sitting in a chair in Mr. Christianson's office amaiting for
the interpreter to arrive so that the communicapoocess
could begin.

"Mr. Beliy," began Mr. Christianson when all threeen
were seated, "you need to explain to Mr. Erosedt tie and
his wife are in danger of a court fine and a pdssijhil
sentence if they don't send their daughter to dchigetheir
legal responsibility to see to it that their chédrare in
school.”

"Is there any way we can appeal to the school ¢e fr
Feodora from compulsory school attendance?" asked M
Eroseff in a plaintive voice. He felt that he haad @ to
grind, and he wasn't going to stop until his goakwgained.
"We're only asking that she be allowed to help aiser the
children. The mother is suffering from a heart dbad
because of the heavy load that she has to bearh&h¢o
clothe, feed, and get the children ready for schaotl she
has to look after the little ones. We're a poorifgnibut we
work hard. We don't ask for welfare like a lot ofmAricans
do. We believe we must work for what we get, ansides,
it's against our religion to accept welfare."

"Mr. Eroseff,” said Mr. Christianson after he lisésl
carefully to Mr. Beliy's translation of the long,onrnful
speech, "the best | can do for you is to tell yioat tyou can
try writing a letter to the school board to see whay'll say
about the matter."
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The next day Mr. Eroseff brought a petition in
handwritten form to the school. The letter was gtared and
presented to the board at their next regular mgefiine
request that the school board "free our older lgebdora
from compulsory school attendance" and "help usoum
misfortune” was turned down because the school dboar
reasoned they could not legally excuse a child fsminool
attendance. Only a judge could do that.

When the case was finally taken to court, Efrem ¥ach
asked their friend Andrey Ribrov to speak for thbefore
the district judge. His command of the Americanglaage
was much better than most of his fellow Old Belrsyeand
he had even succeeded in becoming a naturalizeerciof
the United States after attending night classea fgar.

"Your honor,” said Andrey Ribrov at the preliminary
hearing. He stood up and faced the judge, who wated
behind his high podium. Vera sat with her sleegiady in
her arms. Efrem sat beside her. "The accused pahavie
explained to me, and asked me to relay their wtodgou,
that their children are beginning to value Americaorals
and traditions more than our Russian ways, ando#ients
do not like that. They teach their children allytheeed to
know as far as math, religion and Russian is comszkerAnd
they feel their children do not need more than e¢hos
essentials in their Russian society."

After listening to Andrey Ribrov's speech in defercaf
the accused parents, the gray-haired judge puthaisls
together and leaned forward in his chair.

"l cannot allow the parents to keep the childremamne
and away from school,” began the district judgeistern,
but just tone. "If | allowed one child to be excdigeom the
compulsory school attendance law, then I'd haveximse
every Tom, Dick and Harry that comes into this dopand
feels that American education is not essentiahé&rtlife. |
would advise you this: Try to get along with thevlan the
country to which you came voluntarily and with higbpes.
You may not think American education is the besighbut
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your child is going to grow up and live and workAmerica.
They are going to have to learn to live with Amans."

Then the judge imposed the sentence--a day ifigathe
parents for each day the daughter does not attdrabk

"If this is what they do in this country,” said \Aewhen
she got home, "then I'd rather go to jail than sé¢inel
children to school. If that's what they want to dwogn let
them come and get me and the kids. They'll havake the
baby, too." She clutched the baby to her breastaed.

"Vera, don't cry,” said Efrem. "We'll move to aneth
school district, or back to our old place."

"But we just bought this farm,” cried Vera. "Wheme we
going to live? The old place was too small. How wi¢ live
without the money we've been getting from this fatm

"God will help us," said Efrem in a voice that séitle
hope in anything else.

The newspapers began printing numerous articlesitabo
the case, and the elders of the Old Ritualist Ghafc St.
Nikola, the Uspenska Church and several other tiesrof
St. Nikola came forward to announce their disaparov the
Eroseff family and their refusal to send their dhenh to
public schools. They unanimously supported public
education, except for two subjects which they adergd to
be contrary to scripture. Those two subjects wesz s
education and evolution, and they requested thad Ol
Believer children be excused from attending thdasses. A
few staunch believers wanted to see their childnecused
even from music classes during their fast days.

After discovering that even their own people hache¢d
against them, Efrem and Vera called Ivan and asl&dto
help them move back to the trailer home, which thag
rented out to Efrem's widowed mother. During thensier,
on the holyday commemorating the Saints Peter and, P
they sold the farm and bought another one in anaitieool
district. By then Feodora was fourteen years oldl &@as no
longer legally bound to the compulsory school atterte
law.
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Chapter 20 -- " Transfiguration of Hristos (Christ)"

"Did you notice how much Nikolai changed ever sihee
started dating Haritina seriously?” asked Natasha
Svyatogorov as she walked with her sister on Yo8trget
in Woodburn. They were on their regular Sunday walk
through town in their colorful Sunday clothes. Tiaite
aprons hung gracefully around their waist.

The Svyatogorov family had moved back to Woodburn
from Alaska the previous year during the cold winte
months, when Evgenia Svyatogorov could no longer bee
constant cold in the Kenai Peninsula.

"He won't even talk to us," replied Ustina. Shenined to
show her disapproval.

"Mother was hoping that one of us would get to marr
Nikolai," said Natasha. She glanced at a passingocsee if
someone familiar would come along and give thende to
the park.

"You'll have to start looking for another Russiaoyl
said Ustina. "Afanasy Golubin is still availableuknow."

"He's too old for me," said Natasha. "He's eigharge
older than I am."”

Just then a flashy electric blue Mustang car pulied
Prokopy Ribrov honked the horn and his brother odlest
opened the window.

"Do you want a ride?" asked Prokopy with a gleaming
smile. He was wearing a silky light purple shirtiwclusters
of purple grapes on the front panel. The girls Eblat each
other and tried to refrain from giggling about tlaet that
they had just been talking about finding anothey. bdnd
here were two boys.

"Where are you walking to?" asked Nestor in a slay.w
He was eating an apple.

"Oh, we were just walking around town," said Natash

"We were headed for the park,"” said Ustina in adhn
voice. Her dress was made out of a pattern which red
roses in prolific abundance all around the dress.
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"Well, hop in," said Prokopy impatiently. "We'll\g@ you
a ride.” At that moment a song blared out loud loa ¢ar
radio.

"Is that Elvis singing?" asked Natasha excitedly.

"Yeh, he's singing 'Way Down," said Prokopy.

"Let's go, Ustina. | want to hear the song," saatdsha,
stepping toward the car. Nestor opened the car dodrthe
girls climbed into the back seat. Natasha starr@dediately
to twist her body and snap her fingers in rhythmthe
music.

"Did you hear that he died five days ago?" askeképry
as he listened to the virile voice singing "way towhere
the fires blaze."

"l cried when he died,"” confessed Natasha.

"My mother says that he probably didn't die," dd&tina.
"She says he probably staged the whole thing sb hba
could go into hiding somewhere."

"Where would he go?" asked Nestor.

"My mother thinks he went to a monastery," saidist

"Man, that sure is a far-fetched story if | eveatteone,"
said Prokopy in disbelief. "I saw him on TV, and lnead
and body were so bloated that he looked like hegoasy to
die from overeating."

Another song came on the radio, and the subjethef
conversation changed to other rock 'n' roll stard their
music.

Meanwhile, in another part of town, preparationseve
being made for a wedding for Nikolai Bogolubov and
Haritina Ribrov. The customary meeting between mpigre
had already occurred, and thesumuaux/divishnik (pre-
wedding festivities and preparations) was in fulirg.

"Nikolai, tell us about your first date with Hanf," said
Irina Velikov in jest at one of the late night fiegtes.

"Tell us about the first kiss!" yelled out Fotinaol@bin
from the end of the table where the girls were eskaShe
was doinguronoukwu/igolochky (punch-needle) embroidery
for Haritina's new curtains around the ikons.
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"It happened so suddenly,” said Nikolai. His cheeks
blushed, and his wavy hair fell into his eyes. Heshed his
hair away. "It happened right after Easter week."

"We knew each other ever since his father came to
America and my father gave Nikolai's family a platoe
stay,” said Haritina.

"How about the first kiss?" yelled Fotina again.

"That's a secret,” said Haritina. Her cheeks turrosy-
red.

The girls had finished making thepoccora/krossota
(wedding-cap) for Haritina, and they placed it @m head to
see if it fit right. The thirty pink with white-edgl soft linen
flowers looked simply gorgeous on Haritina's browaired
head.

"That deserves a kiss from thekenux/zhenikh
(bridegroom),"” said Fotina persistently.

Nikolai put his left arm around Haritina's left sider
and gave her a kiss. Cheers and hoots filled tberas the
guests raised their glassespéra/braga (home-made berry-
wine) to their lips and drank a toast to the hapmyple.

After the wedding, Nikolai and Haritina lived toget
with Nikolai's parents for a month. Then they foumd@ozy
two bedroom house in Woodburn which they couldrdffim
buy. Nikolai was not the farmer type. He enjoyedkimy in
the furniture factory, but he had plans of posslidgoming
a truck driver for better pay when he had finistsmme
required classes. The times were changing, andydbeg
Old Believers were forced to change with the tinmesrder
to survive.

Even views about entertainment were changing, forem
and more OIld Believers were seen going to the movie
theaters, and young teen-agers were even seeningnter
restaurants and eating American food on Americatepl
Seasonal festivities, like the Oktoberfest in Mhgl, were
attended by young and old alike. It was duringytarly fall
harvest festival in Mt. Angel that Ivan Bogolubowda
Andrey Ribrov discovered that Russia's old immoral
infestation called the Cxomopoxu/Skomorokhi (street
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entertainers) were alive and well in America. It swa
displayed in the form of a circus, and a clown-thosan in
tights performed many feats of magic. He even peréal
the dangerous trick of blowing fire out of his miout

"They had these kind afonnynsr/kolduny (magicians) in
Turkey," said Ivan. "Pavel Golubin told me theyfpemed
these kind of tricks by using Satanic power."

"He sure knows how to make the audience laugh,”
commented Andrey. "Look, he's bringing out a b@dat's
the kind we saw in China."

"They used bears in Turkey, too,"” said Ivan, who
continued watching and criticizing at the same mime

The two men later drove with their families up teet
famous Abbey on top of a hill overlooking the emtir
Willamette Valley. Nikolai and Haritina, the newleds,
tagged along behind the two families. They didrdhtwo be
seen holding hands and sneaking occasional kigdesne
point they even managed to sneak away and buyaothe
cob for themselves from one of the many booth&eéncenter
of town.

By the time the seasons changed, and winter bkewoid
winds and freezing rain into the peaceful valleyaiag
another change had come into the life of the OltieBers.
Several families were allowing their children tatpapate in
an American Christmas program at the local school.
Anastasia came with her husband Vladimir to seesoer
Stefan play the part of the father. Masha cameowittvan
to see Luba play the part of the mother. Nikolaneawith
Haritina; they sat in the back with Masha and hbeotwo
children, Pasha and Ustina.

The school play was titled "One World." It was argtof
a prejudiced school boy who doesn't like foreigndrse
teacher in the school explains to the boy how Rwssi
German, and Spanish families celebrate the common
holyday called Christmas. He begins to understafter a
watching different families celebrate their Chriagnthat
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they all have one thing in common: the birth of @ierist-
child.

The scene with the Russian family began with aheac
making an announcement to a class of students.

Teacher: "Tonight our friends are going to showhas/
they celebrate Christmas in their homeland. Fietiy& will
show us."

(Curtain opens. Living Room scene. Children clegtire
walls and helping mother hang new curtains. Theligho is
on Petya, who is painting the wall.)

Petya: "Mother, why must we clean, clean, clean/art
to go and skate."

Mother: "Petya, don't you know what day this is?nDo
you know what this evening is? Don't you know what
tomorrow is?"

Tanya: "It's our prazdnik, a holyday in celebratmfnthe
birth of God."

Petya: "I still want to skate. The ice is SO smodty do
| need to paint?"

Mother: "All must be clean for the prazdnik. Evewmall
must be painted. Every corner must be cleaned.yEleor
must be polished. Every table must be dusted. BEwerglow
shiny and clean. Every curtain must be new befoeeikons
can be placed.”

Petya: "Mother, why must we put special ikons uphat
time of the year?"

Mother: "Questions, questions. Too many questidis.
your sister. | must finish my work. We must all faigished
by the time your father comes home from his workha
woods."

Petya: "Maria, why must we put up new curtains?"

Maria: "You know very well they are for the ikoriBhe
ikons are symbols for the Bogoroditsa (Mother ofd§;o
Hristos, and the Saints."

Petya: "Oh yes, now | remember. | was so littl¢ yesr. |
was only five."

Tanya: "You are not much bigger now."

Petya: "l am, too. I'm a whole six, and | go toeali’
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Mother: "Stop teasing and finish that sewing. st tyour
last piece?"

Maria: "We are almost finished. My fingers and backe
from sewing all the new clothes.”

Tanya: "See father's new shirt. Isn't it lovely3h¢ raises
an embroidered rubaha with fuchsia.)

Maria: "And his new belt." (She raises a woven Rarss
belt.)

Petya: "Where's my new shirt and belt? Don't | g,
too?"

Mother: "Petya, you must wait, you know. Now, run
along with Maria and bring the ikons."

Tanya: "Mother, someone at school asked me why we
don't celebrate Christmas on December 25 like tleeyT hey
wanted to know why we have it 13 days later on dand."

Mother: "What did you tell them?"

Tanya: "l said | couldn't remember, but | would .ask

Mother: "Here comes your father. Why don't you ask
him." (The spotlight switches from the mother te tather.)

Father: (Greeting in RussianBhdopos >xusére/Zdorov
zhivyotye" (May you live in good health).

Tanya and Mother: (Return greeting)Miinoctu
npocum/Milosti prosim” (We ask for mercy).

Tanya: "Could you tell me why our Christmas is on
January 7 instead of December 25?"

Father: "Of course | will. Our fathers have taughtto
follow the Julian calendar for our holy days. Sitice Julian
calendar is older than the Gregorian calendar,alss the
most accurate. When the rest of the western watided to
change to the new Gregorian calendar, we Russiecidet]
the Julian calendar was holy, and so we preserte this
day."

Tanya: "Yes, now | remember."

Father: "The house looks clean and ready. Where¢hare
special ikons for the coming holyday?"

Mother: "Petya and Maria went to get them. Themaill
be ready."”
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Father: "We need to go to bed very early tonight,vie
must be on time for our midnight meeting at the ehola,
our church." (Children enter)

Petya and Maria: (Hello in Russian) 3x16pos
xusére/Zdorov zhivyotye."

Father. (Return greeting) Mumoctu mpocum/Milosti
prosim.”

Mother: "Please put those ikons on the shelf ornt tha
eastern wall."

Petya: "Why not here. There's room." (He pointsato
night stand beside the north wall.)

Father: "Do as mother says and place them on tterea
wall. Our fathers taught us to place them thereabse the
sun rises in the east, which is a symbol of thendilight
that the Christ-child brought into the world." (PP&tplaces
the Nativity ikon on the shelf, and the Maria plkadtke ikon
of the Madonna with the Christ-child in her armsibe it.)

Mother: "We must all get ready for bed. Midnightllwi
come very soon. The house is ready, and now we geist
ready."

Petya: "Maria, what do you like best about Chrigt®fa

Maria: "l love the candles we get to hold in churtheir
flames are soft and lovely. Don't you think thesieply
beautiful when they light up the whole church?"

Petya: "Yes, but | do get tired of standing so loBgven
hours is a long time to stand in church.”

Maria: "l keep my mind on the beautiful candle tightry
to remember that their light stands for the lighaught into
the world during the darkest hour of the night #meldarkest
age of the world. What do you like about Christnietya?"

Petya: "I like when | can break my fast and eat tmea
again. When morning comes, and the feast begmsydry
happy."

Tanya: "l like those things, too. After our six keeof
fast, the food we weren't able to eat tastes gogaina
Especially when all our good friends are thereke ko see
all the new clothes."
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Father: "Off to bed now, and say your prayersN#tola
knows what little girls and boys need most."

Mother: "Let's singB necy ponunace €mouka/V lesoo
rodilas yolochka' (A Pine Tree Grew in the Foréstiore we
go to sleep." (The children sing the song in Rustigether.
After the song the curtain falls on the scene dral riext
family is introduced.)

After the play, Masha mentioned to Luba that they
shouldn't have had holy ikons in the play.

"They were only paintings on cardboard,” said Luba
defensively.

"They still shouldn't stage such nonsense," saighda
"Our ikons are sacred, and they are not to be shtmwn
Americans, especially in public like that." Lubanra@ined
silent.

The yearly cycle kept turning like a wheel, andgpying
time Nikolai and Haritina formally announced to Mashat
she was going to be a grandmother sometime tovarernd
of August. Masha was overjoyed at the grand thaught

A week before Haritina was due to give birth, thioug
there was talk of a greab6op/sobor (assembly) of the three
major Old Believer groups. Among the young people t
three groups were known by three nicknames: theiStur
group was nicknamed "turkeys" because they camm fro
Turkey; the Sinkiang group was nicknamed "fish" doese
they came from a river area in China; and the Hagooup
was nicknamed "monkeys" because they lived in tinglgs
of Brazil. The great meeting was called to setifeedences.
The meeting to take place after the holyday cetetgahe
Transfiguration of Christ on August 19 (new style).

The holyday was celebrated in solemn fashion. The
liturgy proclaimed the miracle of divine light th&hrist
showed to three of his disciples on Mount Tabor:

[TpeoOpasuiics ecu Ha rope Xpucre boxe,

IIOKAa3aBbIi YYCHHKAM TBOUM CJIaBY TBOIO, SIKOKE MOKaXY:
J1a BO3CHUSIET U HaM I'PEIIHBIM CBET TBOW MPUCHOCYIIHBIN,
MoauTBaMu boroponuisl, ceeroasye, ciasa Tede.
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(When thou wert transfigured on the mountain, OisThr
our God,

thou didst show thy glory to thy disciples as tesre able
to receive it.

llluminate also for us sinners thine everlastiti

by the intercessions of the Mother of God, giveligtit,
glory to thee.)

After the holyday, people from all parts of the lggl
began gathering for the greadcop/sobor (council). The
elders from the seven churches, which had formed €nce
the Old Believers had started arriving in Oregomhi@ early
1960's, were there. The purpose of the council imgetas
to make the liberal Turkish Old Believers more ¢stent
and compatible with the other, more conservativéd O
Believers.

The outcome of the council was encouraging to attigs
concerned. The elders agreed to the following goifi) not
to allow the children to eat American hot lunchesschool
nor to drink American milk; (2) not to buy meatAmerican
stores; (3) not to buy sugar in American store®e dbncern
with church dietary laws was considered to be ecialu
matter, and the soul of each Old Believer wasalesif any
of the laws were disobeyed.
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Chapter 21 -- " Assumption of Mother of God"

On the day before the holyday of the Repose oVihgin
Mary, which was celebrated for the first time ateast on
August 15, 460 A.D. (old style), Masha was gettiagdy to
go to the evening service to begin prayers to thgdBoditsa
(Mother of God), when suddenly the telephone rang.

"Mother," said a shaky voice on the other end eflthe.
"We won't be riding to church with you tonight. ltsra
wants me to take her to the Salem hospital as cagdkcan.”

"Is she having contractions already?" asked Masteat a
she recognized Nikolai's voice. Masha shifted hewdry
scarf with fringes on her head.

"Yes," answered Nikolai quickly. His attention hatned
back to Haritina.

"Let me talk to her," said Masha.

"She can't,” answered Nikolai. "She's on the bedniga
another contraction.”

"Why don't you let me call Sofia Golubin to comezovo
your house,"” said Masha. "She's an experienced ifeidw
And | can help her.” She didn't want Nikolai to éalaritina
to a male doctor.

"Mother, we already talked about that before,” said
Nikolai in a louder voice. He tried to make himsk#ard
over the hysterical moaning that the expectant sroth
Haritina was making. "I told you before that we ided to
take her to Salem hospital. There's a new Amenathod
called the Lamaze technique, and we've been piagticfor
months now. | mentioned it to you before."

"At least let me call the nastoyatel (elder) arltiienm to
be on hand in case of emergency and the baby riedus
baptized in the hospital,” said Masha. She knewcslddn't
fight the proud, self-willed Haritina, who wanted Ibe the
boss in her own family.

"Everything's going to be all right, mother," saiikolai.

"I have to go. Haritina has stopped for a few masytand
she wants to go now."
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"I'm going to call the nastoyatel,” said the péesis
mother.

"All right," said the son, who didn't want to upde
mother. It was a tough diplomatic job to try to gde two
women, one a mother and the other a wife.

Nikolai hung up the new digital telephone, and beikd
to Haritina's side.

"How do you feel?" asked Nikolai as he helped Htzait
hurriedly into a light coat.

"| feel sharp pains shooting up my spine like asaw a
wavering flight through the sky," said Haritinast® tried to
catch her breath. "The arrow seems to hit my heddlzen it
bounces back and lodges in my womb."

"This is no time to be poetic,” said Nikolai. "Ijrab your
suitcase, and you grab hold of my arm. We've gbitoy."

Nikolai made it to the hospital and found out tHatritina
was only in the early phases of labor. Her watey @an't
even break yet. Nikolai stayed with Haritina thrbagt the
long laborious ordeal and watched over her likdnepkerd
over his flock.

Meanwhile, Masha had a hard time thinking about the
liturgy that was being chanted. She wanted to riasher
son's side and be the first to find out whethevas a boy or
a girl. Masha did manage to sing the prayers to the
Bogoroditsa (Mother of God). At the point where salm
was sung in her honor, she perked up her earsistetdd
more attentively:

“Kpacenb 100pOTOIO T1ade ChIHOB YEJIOBEUECKHUX,
M3JMsIcsl 6J1aro1aTh BO yCTaX TBOUX,

cero paau 61arocnoBu T bor Bo Beku.”

(Thou are fairer than the children of men:
grace is poured into thy lips,

therefore God hath blessed thee for ever.)

After the evening service Masha went home and waite
for a call from her son. She did not know that Nekalid not
want to leave his wife's side to make any phonks.céfhen
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Masha tried to go to sleep she only tossed ancduaomtil it
was time to go to church again. It was two o'clatkhe
morning, and the stars were shining brightly indkg, when
Masha, Ivan and the children drove back to chuoshtlie
main celebration of the Assumption of the MotheGafd.

Masha could barely keep her eyes open. She wagsedo t
from not having slept after the evening service #main
worrying about Haritina and the baby, which wad&her
first grandchild, that she hardly was aware of her
surroundings. Masha stayed in the car with Lubatead to
rest a while so she could go into the church refrdsand
awake. About an hour passed, and Masha slept soimdl
the front seat of the car.

Suddenly, she sprang up and said, "What was tl&ti@"
thought she had heard a baby cry. Luba was fas¢@sh the
back seat of the car, and she didn't hear her metstartling
awakening cry. Masha smiled to herself and realthatishe
had been dreaming that Haritina had her baby. Sulel still
hear the newborn baby crying as she reflected upem
dream.

"Luba, get up,” said Masha, shaking her daughtest's
go to church.”

Luba opened her eyes only after her mother blewdh ¢
refreshing breath of air into her face. They bothssed
themselves before entering the church, and theter af
entering the church, they made their customary ethre
crossings and bows to the waist. The church hadillest up
yet, and there was still room to crowd into théntigand side
of the hall behind the men.

Masha was alert now. The dream had snapped her back
into a reality where everything was clear and vivithe
words of the liturgy rang like bells in her ears:

“B poxecTBe EBCTBO COXpaHUIIA €CH,

BO YyCIEHHWE MHpa HE ocTaBwia ecu boropoawuie:

MpeCTaBUJICA €CHU K )KUBOTY,

MaTepHy CYIIH KUBOTA,

U MOJIUMTBAMU TBOUMU I/136aBJI$IeH_II/I OT CMCPTHU AYyIIH

Hams.”
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(In giving birth, thou, O Mother of God didst retahy
virginity,

and in thy Repose thou didst not forsake the world.
Thou hast passed into Life,

thou that art the Mother of Life,

and dost by thine intercessions redeem our soons ffeath.)

The words that Masha listened to took on a deeper
meaning than ever before, and she sensed the MuftiGwd
in a greater light than she had ever before. Shddnth
explain it, but deep in her soul she felt a firaiating
throughout her body and filling her heart and boseith a
warmth and a love for all mankind.

When Masha came home and received a telephone call
from Nikolai early in the morning after the sun Hetkd its
head above the mountain range in the east, she was
overjoyed to hear that it was a girl.

"Have you checked in the church calendar to seet wha
name you'll give her," asked Masha after he gavetie
details of the birth and the vital statistics.

"There's three names that fall within the allottade
period for choosing a name,” said Nikolai, who klade his
homework.

"What three names?" asked Masha anxiously.

"The first one was Uliana, and Haritina didn't likeat
one," said Nikolai.

"That was the name of my godmother, Uliana
Lazarevskaya," said Masha excitedly. "Do you rememtier
in Brazil? She was the midwife at your birth."

"No, | don't remember her," said Nikolai, who hatt her
behind in Brazil with all his memories of the pagten he
came to America. "Anyway, the second name was 3asan

"That's a Hebrew name," said Masha in a derogatory
voice.

"I know," said Nikolai. "I didn't pick it even thah I
liked the fact that it signified the white lily."

"What was the third name?" asked Masha impatiently.
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"The third name was taken from the 9th day of Atgus
which makes it the 22nd if you add thirteen daysnike it
coincide with the American calendar,” explained dlak.

"What was the name?" inquired Masha in a raisedevoi

"Maria," said Nikolai.

The following year was totally dedicated to thesiag of
Maria, who was loved just as much by the grandparen
Masha and Ivan, as she was by the parents, Nileaoldi
Haritina. The children, who visited frequently, ttpd
around the house when she slept and huddled afwrmatib
when she was awake. From Nikolai's side there WRasha,
Ustina and Luba, and from Haritina's side there ewer
Prokopy and Nestor. Then, of course, there wereptbad
grandparents from Haritina's side, Andrey and Fanzas

Grandmother Masha seemed to come over every day wit
either a small present or with some word of advi2ering
one of her visits she presented her granddaughtieraniny
Russian dress that she had made with three embedide
strawberries on each shoulder. Ustina Svyatogor@as w
chosen as the godmother for Maria because the &yyaiv
family had always been close to the Bogolubov fareiter
since their friendship blossomed in Hong Kong; araah felt
a special kinship with the family because of hisrfd Antip,
who had lost his life in the woods. Ivan still ¢ad that
tragic day on his conscience.

By her first birthday Maria was already walking and
making all kinds of baby sounds. Grandfather Ivaould
take her out in a stroller whenever Nikolai and itz
wanted to leave her over for an afternoon. Nikadaid
Haritina would go shopping on those free days. Giather
Andrey had a special swing he had made for Marianekier
she came to stay in the Ribrov home; the swingmbted a
hammock and it could be hooked up to the upper wood
post of a doorway. Maria enjoyed the soft, clothngywand
she loved to fall asleep in it whenever Grandmother
Paraskeva gently rocked her and sang a Russiabyutb
her.

239



One day Luba surprised Haritina by asking her stoe
she didn't expect from a ten-year-old girl.

"What sign is she?" asked Luba as she playfullkidat
Maria's little feet.

"She's a Virgo," said Haritina as she changed thgyb
into a dry Pamper diaper.

"I'm a Libra," said Luba proudly.

"Where did you learn about that?" asked Haritina.

"They were talking about it on the radio,” said hAub
Haritina remembered that she also had curiousiyetlithe
radio up whenever astrological reports were brostdoaer
her favorite rock 'n' roll station.

The presence of Maria made the families forget that
economy was falling into bad times. Masha and Ivan
suffered two bad years with the berry harvest. @ear a
blight hit their berry vines and the entire cropsvast. Other
farmers suffered a similar fate. Then the yeardftat, lvan
and his Russian friends, who had made it rich enbiérries
in previous years at 75 cents a pound, found oatt ttiere
was a surplus of berries, and Smuckers Companyagag
a minimum price of 15 to 20 cents per pound to hhed-
working farmers. "They're giving us peanuts!" soned all
the farmers. But there was little that they coudd kit try
and stick it out for a better season. Some farrdecsded to
call in a lawyer to fight for their cause; but thegly lost
$100 a head to a lawyer who tried all the shuffiesd
diplomacy that he could and still couldn't beat #aenomic
law of supply and demand. Other farmers, like hdagided
to cut down the berries and turn the land into azigg
pasture for cows. There were numerous possibilibeghe
farmers. The faithful few continued to put up tlewnshoots
in the spring and pick the berries in the late s@mfor the
minimum price, which was barely enough to put breadhe
table, let alone pay for the land and home.

lvan was forced to take on heavier contracts foigéy
periods of time in the tree-trimming business with
Weyerhaeuser Company. It was in the month of Mard¢he
year 1980 that Ivan began to totally depend onntlomey
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that he was making from the trees to support hisilfa
Nikolai had his own family to support now and wdsno
help to Ivan. Pasha had decided to go to high dohitb a
Russian friend of his. And Masha with the two gnogvgirls,
Ustina and Luba, barely scratched out enough mdney
working on other people's farms for material thheyt
needed to sew new clothes for themselves.

When Masha had heard from neighbors that Mt. St.
Helens had erupted in late March, she became excged
worried for lvan. He was working in the area aroduiid St.
Helens with three other men to fill a contract they made
with Weyerhaeuser Company. When he came home
unharmed a week later, Masha was relieved.

"Don't go back there,” pleaded Masha when he came
home.

"I've signed another contract to go back the laseknin
April with Sylvester Bistrohodov and two Mexican mé
said Ivan. "We need the money, you know. Look atli&sy.
He's talking of selling his house and moving bazlBtazil
or Bolivia. He says he's going to take a trip thersee if he
can manage it there. Look at Vasily. The bank migké his
house away because they're not making any money fro
their berries and they can't even sell it in ortierbuy
something smaller. Do you want us to end up in the
poorhouse?"

"No," cried Masha. "But I'm afraid for you. I'd hetr see
us in the poorhouse or on welfare than to worryualyou
working near a volcano that's about to blow itsaép'

"Those are just rumors,” said Ivan. "We saw thasalls
eruptions, and they don't amount to anything mbanta
small sprinkling of dirty ash."

"But what if the mountain blows and lava starts oggrin
your direction?" cried Masha. Her face was batimegars at
the thought of losing her husband.

"I'm with that old man of the mountain they keelkitay
about," said Ivan. "l don't think she's going angvweh”

lvan stayed to celebrate Easter Week with the farrie
visited all his old friends and played with his Idnén and
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with his granddaughter Maria. He spent the nights
comforting Masha and reassuring her that nothingilevo
happen to him. A week after the seven day EastastFi/an
packed his sleeping bag, pop-tent, chain saw, ahéro
necessities and headed for work in an area northeidbe
threatening volcano. Several times Masha sent Hikg to
the work site along the North Fork of the Toutlesétiand
tried to persuade Ivan to drop the job and comeehdBut
lvan sent Nikolai back each time with the messédgeray
100 necroeku/lestovki (woolen beads on a Russian rosary)
each night to the Bogoroditsa (Mother of God), amay
100 lestovki to Hristos and the saints, and fhenoau
nomuinyit/Gospodi Pomilui (Lord, have mercy) prayer is ever
on my lips."

On the night of May 17, 1980, Masha awoke at mikhig
from a dream that puzzled her and kept her awakeetst of
the night. She had dreamt that she had died achgel had
lifted her soul out of her body and carried herotigh
several toll-houses, where she was cleared ofirallThen
she was carried in the arms of her guardian angdbhe
gates of heaven, where she was met by Hristos,saltbto
her, "Enter, for you have done my will." When sheeged
through the gate she was taken to a garden whereivers
flowed, one of milk and the other of honey. On blaaks of
the rivers grew all manners of fruit. Then she Wisd up
on a cloud to a beautiful city, in the center ofiebhsat
Hristos on his throne and his light shone all acblike a
thousand suns. She heard an angelic choir singmeta:

"Cserucs, cBetucs, HoBbiu Mepycanume,

cnaBa 00 I'ocrogHs Ha TeOE BO3CHSL.

JIuKyi1 HBIHE U BECEJIHNCS CHOHE,

ThI ke uncras boropoauna. "

(Shine, shine, new Jerusalem,

for the glory of the Lord has shone upon you.
Rejoice today and be exceedingly glad Sion,
you are the pure unblemished Mother of God.)
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Then she saw the Bogoroditsa ascend to the rigit b&a
Hristos, and Hristos took off his crown and putoit her
head. He said to her: "Accept this crown, O Mothenjch
my Father gave to me when | defeated death andh.Saa
that moment Masha saw Ivan step up to the left side
receive a blessing and a crown from Hristos, aatighvhen
she awoke.

Lestovka, Rosary (of the Mother-of-God)
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Chapter 22 -- " Beheading of St. John the Baptist”

During the same night that Masha was having heardre
lvan Bogolubov and Sylvester Bistrohodov were rsifti
around a campfire and talking. The two Mexican veosk
who had come in a separate car, were already $test@min
their own tent.

"Do you feel something strange in the air?" asked
Sylvester, who was very sensitive to his surrougsliffit's
SO quiet.”

"l hadn't thought of it," said Ivan. "l was thinkjrabout
our life here in the wilderness, working for a tgi so far
from home instead of being on the farm and clos¢h
family."

"Kind of reminds you of the wilderness life d&foann
[Ipenreua/loann Predtecha (loann the Forerunner), doesn't
it?" said Sylvester Bistrohodov, whose last namanmhé&one
who walks fast."

"Except that we don't have to face those monstrous
animals like he did," said Ivan. "Did you see tken of his
life where is standing in the wilderness and hajdanchalice
in his hands, and on his left side are miniature
representations of his life in the wilderness wdinange
beasts prowling around?"

"I've seen that one,” said Sylvester. "That's the where
he is represented as the winged Angel of the wikekes, and
he has a round golden halo outlined in red arouasdcéad.
There's another one, which | think has more de#ditsut his
life, and that's the ikon where he is represensetth@ winged
Angel of the desert, holding his decapitated heatlaascroll
in his left hand. | counted twenty scenes in mumataround
the central ikon. There's one scene that | like] #rat's
where the young loann is led out of the wildernkegshis
guardian angel.”

Suddenly, Sylvester stopped talking and liftedhaad as
if her were listening for something in the far diste.

"Did you hear that?" asked Sylvester, turning wéh
frightful look in his eyes to face Ivan.
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"Hear what?" asked Ivan with a puzzled look onface.
He wrinkled his forehead.

"I thought | heard a rumbling sound," said Sylvest#
sounded like hollow drums or like thunder somewtd=ep
in the forest and over the mountain."”

"l didn't hear anything," said Ivan. "You must beakhing
things."

Sylvester stared into the orange-red center ofitkeand
thought deeply for a minute.

"Do you think it's true about Ante-Hrist, that he i
supposed to come soon?" asked Sylvester with a chsiin
face. The thought of Ante-Hrist weighed heavily bis
mind.

"There has been talk that his mark is already tatmg
through the international computer system," saahlV'l've
seen pamphlets which show that an invisible lastoded
mark will be made on the right hand or on the feesh and
some even say that the mark will be the number'666.

"That's supposed to be the number of the beasthwki
the number of a man, according to the RevelatiorSof
John," said Sylvester.

"And no man will be able to buy or sell anythinghaut
that mark,” added Ivan. "Some claim that the maik w
replace all credit cards, which are just forerusnef the
Ante-Hrist."

"When is this supposed to happen?" asked Sylvester.

"1984," said Ivan. "Some of the Old Believers dreay
selling their homes and moving either back to Brarito
Bolivia, where they say the Ante-Hrist will not el

"So America will be in the hands of Ante-Hrist?'ked
Sylvester.

"Along with the rest of the world, except for Brazi
Bolivia, and a few other places," said Ivan.

"Are you going to sell your house?" asked Sylvester

"I'm going to wait a few years and see what hapgens
said Ivan. "But if you stay behind or if the Antei$t comes
before we're able to get away, make sure you daké his
mark or number on your right hand or forehead ar yall
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burn in the fire for eternity. Let them kill you a@hop off
your head, but do not let them put the mark oflibast on
you."

Ilvan's words got louder and louder as he spokewdrsls
began to echo into the dark woods, and Sylvestargiht he
felt the ground move beneath his feet.

"Did you feel that?" asked Sylvester. He stood op a
listened with his feet.

"Feel what?" asked Ivan. He remained seated omrdro
rock.

"l thought | felt the earth move," said Sylvestét felt as
if it shifted right under my feet."

"Do you think it's the mountain?" asked Ivan. Heked
south-east in the direction of Mt. St. Helens.

"l think she's up to something big,"” said Sylvestde
thought he heard something again, and he turnethen
direction of the river. "Get my flashlight, quick. think
there's something in the bushes."

lvan ran to the tent nearby to get a flashlight.eWlne
came back, they went together along a narrow path.
Sylvester shone the flashlight and Ivan followeadsel
behind.

"There,” said Sylvester. He stopped and flashed the
flashlight on a herd of deer. "It looks like the&y'moving
downstream. They must sense some danger, and ethey'r
trying to get away before anything happens. They're
following their instinct."

"Do you think we should do as they do and take off
before anything happens?" asked Ivan.

"You're the boss," said Sylvester.

"We only have a day's work to do," said Ivan. "Wion't
we go to sleep now and wake up with the sun. Wectesar
the rest of the trees tomorrow, and then we'll éethne rest of
the work of hauling the trees away for Weyerhaeliser

The men walked back to their camp and went to sleep
their tent. Sylvester woke up several times dutimg night
thinking that he had heard something rumbling ia far
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distance. The ominous sound seemed to be gettiageme
each time he heard it.

"That's funny," said lvan when he awoke in the nmagn
He sat up when he saw that it was light outsideaaly. "I
had a dream about Masha, but | can't remember iagythse
about the dream. All | remember is that | saw Mdsha

"That's probably because she's thinking about ysaid
Sylvester as he crawled out of his sleeping bagruied
his eyes, yawned and stretched his arms out ldag.&'Well,
let's eat breakfast and get to work."

One of the Mexican men had already eaten breakfabt
was already on the nearby hill. The sound of hairclsaw
could be heard whining away like a nest of bee® dtmer
Mexican worker was still sleeping.

"It must be at least seven o'clock,” said Ivan, wbkaally
did not wear a watch when he worked in the woods.

"It was seven o'clock when you woke me up with your
dream,"” said Sylvester. "I checked my watch intihg."

lvan and Sylvester worked together side by sideabmut
an hour when suddenly the ominous sound that Sglwvesd
sensed the night before turned into a deafening rblae
mountain had erupted! A scorching heat struck tlenvn,
and within minutes they were crawling desperatelgrdot
ground to find the creek near their devastated sémpThe
burns on their bodies and the ash in their lungdentaem
both cry out with excruciating pain. The struggbe $urvival
didn't seem worth it. However, the men struggledhash as
they could to survive their personal ordeal in the
overwhelming darkness, fire, and ash.

It was late in the afternoon when rescue worketsdo
Sylvester Bistrohodov and his Mexican fellow-workezar
Sylvester's pickup truck. lvan had separated frofiveSter
hours before in search of a route to safety, amdather
Mexican worker had panicked and fled in his owrecliion
somewhere. Sylvester lost consciousness almost diatedy
after being lifted into the rescue helicopter.

Sylvester regained consciousness at Portland's Eoeha
Hospital and was able to tell Masha, who came $it im
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the next day, that Ivan had tried to find a way imstead of
waiting for a rescue team.

"Oh, my God," cried Masha as she looked at the duirn
victim who could barely talk because of the paimiglungs.
"Why didn't he listen to me and stay home?"

Sylvester couldn't tell her about his premonititims night
before the eruption. His whole body shook in cambuns
cold spasms in an attempt to neutralize the alnmsily
burned body.

"l even had a dream that night,” said Masha. "Arsaw
lvan."

"He told me he dreamed about you, too," said Syévess
he slowly struggled to get each word out of hio#tr He
couldnt say any more. He slipped back into
unconsciousness. Masha looked at the body thateeesed
with white cream from head to foot. She thoughhéoself,
'Maybe it's better that Ivan is dead if this is wha has to
live through.'

Nevertheless, Masha and Nikolai made a specialestqu
to the rescue teams to search for lvan. The seashmade,
but no body was found. Ten days after the fatalcestpn,
Sylvester slipped away into the all-embracing bosinthe
Bogoroditsa (Mother of God), whose name was otlifgsin
constant prayer for the salvation of his soul.

Fifty-two days after the cataclysmic eruption, l\'sabody
was finally found. His ash-covered body was fouhiging
to a young hemlock tree that stood on a hill owatng the
North Fork of the Toutle River. The tree that hab his
livelihood became in the end his cross.

lvan was given a decent OIld Believer burial in afe
their private cemeteries in the country. A prayeasvgaid at
the manuxuapa/panihida’ (mass for the dead) for the soul of
lvan Bogolubov:

“T'ocriogu Mcyce Xpucte Coine boxun,
MHWJIOCTUB paar NpCHYUCTBIA TH MaTepce,
" BCEX CBATHIX,

Aylry ycormiaro paba teoero MBana.”
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(Lord Isous Hristos, Son of God,

be merciful to the soul of the deceased, your serivan,
for the sake of your pure Mother

and all the saints.)

Masha cried, and so did the other women who
sympathized with her, as the mass continued:

“Vcommmus padbsl TBoeTo MBaHa,

B Hepax ABpaama u Mcaaka u SkoBa,

B Ce€JIeX MPABEIHBIX YIIOKOH,

Y HAC MOMUJIYH U CIacH,

SIKO OJ1ar U 4enoBeKoIrrooerr.”

(Bring the deceased, your servant Ivan,

into the bosom of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob,
into the place of the righteous,

and have mercy on us and save us,

for you are merciful and a lover of humanity.)

The box in which Ivan's linen-wrapped body was lzédl
been previously nailed with stones. After the faheervice
it was lowered into the rectangular hole that wag dut by
Andrey and Nikolai. The friends and relatives eaessed
by the lowered box and threw three handfuls of dirtthe
box. As was their custom, the children who prayedthe
soul of lvan were given a small sum of money by Mas

Afterwards aryrs/kutya' (a dish composed of rice boiled
with raisins and served with honey) was eaten.yFdays
later Masha had a special service for Ivan, angegosafor
his soul were chanted once again.

Several weeks after that, on the holyday commenmgrat
the beheading of John the Baptist, Masha stood tiéh
other worshippers and chanted praises to the manhad
died for the truth and was a martyr to the Chnistieelief.
Masha couldn't help but think of her lvan whenabername
loann was chanted, and she remembered him tellerg h
when they first met that his father had named huanl
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because he was born on the same day that JohnajitestB
became a martyr.

With the thought of Ivan-loann on her mind, Masha
bowed to the ground three times as all the candiese
snuffed out at the end of the service. A quiet dasls spread
over the throng of Old Believers. Then they alhed around
as one body and one spirit and quietly walked duthe
church to meet the new day.
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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

Back in the 1990's, when | put my book on the O#li®rers
out on the internet for free use, | had a guestldook short
period of time. | had some very positive comments:

| feel that after reading your work, that the enfiristory of
my family has been described by you. Also many tijoes
about the faith have been answered. God Bless-y&imon

Wow! | was amazed when | came across your siten laa
direct descendant of a community of staraverya ustralia.
| was very interested to read your book and | wdike to
find out more about your background and knowledgthis
community. -- Adrian

A wonderful novel and collection of resources abieat Old
Belief and OIld Believers. Thanks be to God thats thi
information is available on the Internet, as thieraot much
information about our Holy Faith and Traditions iafale
anywhere outside our own circles. As an Old Belidivéng

in America, fluent in the Russian language, | anryve
pleased by this site. -- Theodosy

| appreciate the effort you are putting on youe sbward
dispensing correct information about the Old Beadrsv --
Anna

| very much appreciate all the information on the Belief
and Old Believers that you have endeavored to puthe
Internet. As a Russian-speaking OIld Believer, llyeam
thankful for the truthful and accurate informatiomu
provide on the Internet. | have a question, echbgd
someone in your guestbook on your website: Areao®I|d
Believer? | would very much appreciate an answethis
guestion. Thank you very much. — William
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My response to William in 1999 was:

William, thank you for your positive feedback. Thaswer
to your question would have to be, "No, | am notGid
Believer." However, after having worked in the etsmary
school with Russian Old Believers (91 School, Cagblyool
District, OR), | feel like |1 have adopted a lottbkir religion
(especially the Bogoroditsa, Mother of God conceptdon't
dress in the Old Believer clothes; however, in sthio
always stick up for the Old Believer children anargnts'
rights. | also teach a mini-class (elective) in &tas for
Russian Old Believers. | have now worked with them
various roles for 23 years. They have been likengssion"
or destiny in my life -- for they made me realizg ancient
roots in Mother Russia. | am glad you found my “Wor
with the Russian Old Believers interesting. By thay, |
now have Russian Old Believer children in my chak® are
the children of the first children I taught way kao my
early days of education in 1976. Paul J. Mligky

Final Note: | retired from the same school in 2003
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