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The New Year

The Church New Year (September 1/14) commences the holy
cycle of events in the life of our Lord Jesus Christ and His
Mother, beginning with the Feast of the Nativity of the Theotokos
on September 8/21. The life of the Academy enters deeply into
this cycle as we strive to take on the life of Christ within our-
selves as conscious Christians.

September is the beginning of our year at the Academy as the
school year starts for both high school and college level students.
We welcome our new students, as well as our returning students
and staff interns who have been putting the spirit of the Academy
into practice in their missionary outreach tour of the “Lower 48.”

We are thankful to God for the abundant harvest of young
men coming to share our rich Alaskan adventure!

Donna Jones, Staff Member



A Visit to Old Harbor
by Sr. Mary Butler

One of the longstanding dreams of our Alaska community
has been to travel to the neighboring villages on Kodiak to visit
with the local people. In my work at our bookstore, Monk’s
Rock, I see many people coming in from the villages for just a
few days or hours, not able to spend a lengthy amount of time in
town. Bringing things to them from our bookstore, with an actual
person to talk with, seems to really make the difference.

My destination was Old Harbor, a village of 300 people
located on the Southeast end of our island. A close friend of our
community, Emily Bigioli, had wanted us to visit her there for
some time now, encouraging us with promises of home cooked
fish and the quiet, restful atmosphere of the village. So I promised
her I would visit, with many boxes of books, icons, and crosses of
all kinds for the people there.

My first time on a bush plane made me rapidly coura-
geous and high-spirited to share in the work which Sts. Herman
and Innocent dedicated their lives to. As we piled into this 4-
seated aircraft, I prayed, not quite knowing what to expect, but
believing God can work miracles in any situation.

From the air, Kodiak Island is a majestic meadow of green
rolling hills and vast wilderness that is home to many wild ani-
mals. The scenery and thrill of possibly seeing a real Kodiak bear
added to the inspiration that was fueling my trip.

Emily met me at the airstrip with hugs and a warm smile.
She was willing to do anything to make my stay the best ever. |
could see the old Russian Orthodox Church of the Three Hier-
archs, just a three-minute walk down the road. The blue domes
and towering crosses were enough to inspire me to visit as soon
as I could. I had walked into a land of history.

We first dropped my boxes off at the local Senior Center
where we were to set up tables for people to come and see the
items I brought. Across the street, a bingo night was beginning.
Emily had contacted all of her friends and family about my arrival.



Majestic snowcapped mountains rise across the bay from the church and
village of Old Harbor

She urged me to go next door to invite everyone over after their
game. I met with some resistance to our being there, but still
cheerfully made everyone welcome to come. I went back to the
Center, praying to the Mother of God to help us not be discour-
aged. As I looked to the door, I saw two little native girls running
full speed towards us. They were playing chase, and soon became
my close friends. They brought other friends until there were
many young faces surrounding us. It was as if the Mother of God
had brought them there herself, in response to my prayer.

The women of the village soon came as well. Getting to
know them made me wish I were staying longer. We made many
visits to neighbors that day. This was a very interesting custom to
me for everyone seemed to be as a family. Being with the people
in their own surroundings, I realized, was a part of our ministry.

I was anxious to meet the new priest and his wife who, in
a spirit similar to St. Innocent‘s, came as pastoral ministers to a
far off village just this year.

(Continued on page 4)



The next day we went to the church, where the doors are
always open. As | entered, a reverent sense of awe filled my
heart. The people of the town made this church with their own
hands. How inspired I was to see an original icon of the Three
Hierarchs and of St. Innocent on the center analogion! Since the
ship that brought St. Herman and the other missionaries to Alaska
was named for the Three Hierarchs, and our Academy for St. In-
nocent, I felt they were especially blessing my time in Old Har-
bor. Wooden benches and a well-worn reader’s stand made me
feel at home. An icon of St. Herman made from beads was lov-
ingly displayed by one of the native ladies. The church had many
recent icons from Mt. Athos, along with old ones as well. It was
splendid to behold the care the villagers gave to this sacred
dwelling.

A hill above the Church is adorned with blue and white
Orthodox crosses, a scene one would only think to see in Holy
Russia, not America. All who are buried there are Orthodox.
Emily and I walked to her husband’s grave and put flowers and
an icon on his cross. We took some time to pick weeds and tidy
up as well. In my heart, I wished we could somehow restore the
whole cemetery to its original beauty. Maybe someday it will be
possible to do so.




























