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The Word Made Flesh

Throughout the Nativity Fast, the Academy has been ponder-
ing the mystery of Christ born in a cave. We have been reading
from On the Incarnation of the Word of God by St. Athanasius
the Great, and G. K. Chesterton’s The Everlasting Man.

Chesterton points out how remarkable is the contradiction of
the King of Glory being born tiny and helpless in a cave, not even
at the level of the earth, but below it. It seems upside down to us
worldly men, yet the very purpose of this Fast is to bring Christ
into the subterranean recesses of our hearts, minds, and souls.

We recapitulate in ourselves the whole nativity story: we have
a part of ourselves that is Herod, seecking to slay the newborn
Christ, and a part that adores as the Shepherds and brings gifts as
the Wise Men. Sometimes we have to quarry out the space for the
cave itself out of solid rock!

In a recent address to the Academy, Abbot Gerasim stressed
that we gain the spiritual life through difficulties. This is the way
of the Cross. At the Academy, we are striving to live in a way that




1s not calculated according to worldly ways, but rather is open to
the Inspiration of God’s ways.

May God grant that we nourish the small and tender presence
and life of Christ born into us anew this Nativity.

Fr. Paisius De Lucia,
Dean
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The Academy men sing for guests at Thanksgiving.

Thanks

St. Innocent’s Academy would like to give special thanks to
Abbess Michaila, the nuns of St. Paisius Abbey, Matushka Mar-
garet Hoffman, and Sr. Kate McCaffrey for their labors in starting
The Eagle and Friends of St. Innocent’s Academy more than two
years ago. Your help and your prayers have been invaluable!
Sprazdnikom!



A Courier and Ives Christmas

by Donna Jones

Sunday night, December 17, was the annual “Courier and Ives
Christmas™ at the Baptist Mission, in which the Academy always
takes part. We help supply shepherds in the fields, a choir of an-
gels, and kings. We decorate the tractor and hay wagon extrava-
gantly, and light the whole contraption with an onboard generator,
providing an unusual sight as Mr. Wood drives carolers around
the neighborhood. At the same time, the Kodiak Christmas boat
parade goes through the channel right outside the Mission and the
Academy, all decorated with Christmas lights.

After the boat parade, the crowds gathered to sing Christmas
carols and then the main event began. First, Joseph and Mary
came through the assembled people, with a gray pony. Then shep-
herds appeared, enthusiastically proclaiming the good news, and
led everyone to the stable. As they approached the small barn, the
lights came on in the loft revealing a choir of angels which began
singing. Then the lights came on in the stable itself, and we could
see Joseph and Mary standing in front of the cradle, with various
animals gathered around. Soon the Three Kings arrived, bearing
gifts. We all held our breath as the pony kept eating the hay in the
manger, because we suspected that there was a real baby in there-
and there was! A look of wonder came over each face as the baby
cried out a bit later, safe in his mother’s arms. (The pony had
been moved so he couldn’t eat the hay, but he proceeded to nibble
on one of the kneeling King’s crowns, causing much subdued
merriment to the three Academy students playing the Kings).

Fr. Paisius was asked to read sections of the Christmas Gospel
to the crowd, and he gave a stirring address on the reality and
yearly wonder of this holy birth. There is always a spirit of holi-
ness that descends on this occasion, and peoples’ hearts were
truly moved.

Christ is Born! Glorify Him!



The Socratic Circle

by Mamas Monroe Pousson

ONE DAY WHEN 1 was talking with a friend about Plato, Fr.
Paisius sprung up with the idea of a philosophy meeting at
Monk’s Rock bookstore. I immediately shied away from the idea,
fearing the arguments that were sure to be birthed by such a wide-
open invitation. However, Fr. Paisius insisted, and I started to
grow on the idea.

I originally was going to call it Plato’s Place; I had the
idea of having games (chess and such), readings from the Greek
philosophers and a lot of Play-doh (the gooey stuff not the phi-
losopher). Sr. Mary, who runs the bookstore, objected towards the
name (being herself of a fairly serious disposition), so I changed
it to the Socratic Circle.

My friend whose conversation with me about Plato
spawned the initial idea became my partner in this enterprise. He
made fliers which he passed out at the high school which he at-
tended, and spread the word around to his friends about the Cir-
cle. We scheduled the first meeting for the following Friday and
nobody showed up, not even my partner.

Starting with the next Friday, kids started to trickle in,
peaking a few weeks later at around eleven or twelve people. We
proceeded to read from various philosophers from Socrates and
Plato to Lao Tzu and Chang Tse. We attempted to tackle such
topics as Time (reading from Augustine), Honesty (reading from
Chesterton) and Virtue (reading from Aesop). Sure enough, argu-
ments and disagreements abounded like prairie dogs in the West
Texas plains, jumping out of their holes and barking at each other.
The most amazing thing is that a) they liked it and b) every night
a semi-concrete conclusion of some sort was achieved.

The Socratic Circle now has a regular following of young
men (and occasional young women) who are eager to express and
formulate their ideas about the nature of life, God, time, space
and other intriguing and supposedly subjective concepts. This,















