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Dear friends of St. Innocent’s Academy,

There are few greater joys for a teacher than to see that
moment of comprehension in the lit up faces of his students as
they “get it”, but it is even more gratifying to see the lives of the
students change - to see those precious glimpses of God’s Provi-
dence carefully, almost imperceptibly nurturing a young soul to-
wards becoming the sort of person He intends all of us to be.

Such “imperceptibles” are rarely visible on tests, exams,
papers and the like. They become visible in the student’s life - in
his attitude, feelings, thinking and his actions. It is in this realm
that both the true aim of education is achieved and the greatest
miracles of God’s grace are performed. While I have been teach-
ing here at St. Innocent’s Academy I have been blessed to see the
boys slowly inch towards true manhood.

Yet one must not imagine that this all occurs smoothly,
calmly, with no difficulties. Life in the Academy is intense and it
1s a struggle — often difficult, often painful. Those living here,
both students and staff, not only have their own passions and de-
mons to face within, but also the endless difficulties and tempta-
tions brought down upon us, en nrasse at times, from without. It is
this very struggle that tills the ground of our hearts (and even our



minds!) and makes us more receptive to receive the grace that
God sends.

Is it not this willingness to face and fight with evil that is
the mark of manliness of soul? Is it not this resolve that is most
lacking among Christians today? Is it not this firm orientation of
will that Christ most cherishes in those who love Him? And is it
not a miracle of God’s grace that such places exist where the
whole aim of life 1s geared to developing this inner strength?

It 1s. In biblical terms, this is simply the combination of
loving God before all else and carrying one’s cross, even if in
such small ways and by such weak souls as we. It has been a
blessing and even mysterious to participate in that work for which
our Lord became incarnate and set us free, for we must never for-
get that ultimately it is God doing this work.

-Monk Nikodim

STREET MISSION: TALES OF THE ACADEMY CHOIR
By Matthew Sutton

We hit the road, singers for Christ, heading to a Thanks-
giving service in one of Kodiak’s churches. We were five Acad-
emy students, full of nervous energy and inspiration, led by Fr.
Paisius in his weary Voyager wagon. As we entered the parking
lot, much to our surprise, snow blew across the empty parking
spaces and silence reigned around the dark church.

Unexpectedly, we were an hour early. We started back to
the Academy and as we passed the lit up Wal-Mart, Josh joked,
“Let’s go sing there!”

Fr. Paisius met this jesting suggestion with prompt con-
sent, at which sudden loud complaints about throats hurting were
voiced from the back seat. However, we were all for it, and enthu-
siastic about the ideas of singing in a store besides. We were full
of inspiration as we marched behind our black-robed Italian Dean
into the world of Wal-Mart. Bright colors, worldly ads, customer



friendly music, relaxation and comfort greeted our eyes, ears, and
souls as we walked forward like a football team behind their quar-
terback.

Each cashier wore a blue vest and stood at the end of her
aisle, waiting for customers. When Fr. Paisius asked them if they
would like us to sing, they dispersed like a flock of seagulls off
the back of a diving whale. The red-vested manager came for-
ward and said ambivalently that she guessed we could sing. So
we lined up in the middle of the big aisle up front and sang “What
Wondrous Love is This?”” our voices arching to the rafters of the
store. People shopping stopped in the aisles and watched and lis-
tened, their souls touched in a way that is not often experienced in
modern society.

Next we went to Safeway, where Fr. Paisius asked the
manager if we could sing a song. The manager said ambivalently
“Sure!?!” not knowing what else to say. We lined up in a row,
five of us, in front of all the cash registers where people were tak-
ing away their groceries. The atmosphere was thick, and dark
with material anxiety and concemns. There were lots of people,
and they didn’t know what to do when we began singing. Our
song was a Shaker hymn from the Appalachian Mountains. The
sound 1s very primitive, pure, and amazingly beautiful. Singing it,
we were attempting to do more than just sing a song we had re-
hearsed; we were breaking through, to warm hearts for Christ. It
was as 1f we were parting the curtains and letting a ray of light
shoot through--then when we finished the waves closed over once
again, and we left.

Then Fr. Paisius took us into McDonald’s, usually one of
the thickest atmospheres to penetrate. We were expecting the
worst of coldness, apathy, and sarcasm. We filed in the door and a
friend who had done his community service hours with us ran up
and greeted us with a big smile and told us it was his birthday. It
was obviously God’s Providence to meet him there. We asked the
manager if we could sing and she said, “Yes, most assuredly!”
We did, and they loved it. Then we sang “Happy Birthday” to our
friend and the manager gave us all hot chocolate. She asked us to
continue singing and we did. It was the best reception we got!



Returning to the church, we found our way to a pew and
sat down. Many people from different churches in Kodiak were
there; lots of children and young people. We sang their hymns
with them and listened to the performers, and prayed. Finally it
was our turn to sing and so we marched up there in our uniforms
and made our row right in front of the pulpit. Sam introduced the
song in a mighty voice, and we sang. It was a prayer to bring
down the Holy Spirit upon all those in the church. Fr. Paisius had

The Academy choir in performance

told us to pray, after the first initial stage-sweat, and let Christ use
our voices. The music soared across the people, into the corners
of the room, and into hearts. People bent forward in their pews to
listen, and it seemed to put a new tone in the room. There were
many compliments to the men at the end and requests for more
performances. There are openings in our newly forming choir for
those willing to “sing a new song”.















