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Christ 1s Risen!

During the Lenten time of preparation the Academy actively
participated in the many prostrations, labours and prayers with a
sense of lightness, joy, and, Glory to God, the quick passage of
time. Even the winter in Kodiak was light, dotted now and again
with unusual warm, sunny days. And now, Pascha is come. With
joy we cry from the depths of our hearts, “Christ is Risen!”

Renovations and construction on the new dormitories contin-
ues at a steady pace. The chapel work is reaching new heights of
beauty with bright stars shining in the altar and beautiful large
new hand-painted icons emerging from the hand of novice ico-
nographer Innocent Damiano. Outside, large raised garden beds
made of hand-notched logs are being filled with beach peat and
horse manure and the new chicken “palace” is ready to be filled
with both resident and novice chicks.

Plans are being formed for another summer tour by our young
men, this time with myself (Fr. Paisius) coming along. We hope
to start at the Boston Youth Conference in the middle of June and
then travel on land and by God’s Providence from Boston to Ak-
ron, Ohio to the diocesan convention at the end of June. There
will be many stops on the way for singing performances, dancing,
lectures, slide shows of Alaska, “Socratic Circle” discussions and
just plain service and work where our small army can be of help.



We hope to visit some of our new “sister” Bulgarian parishes and
get acquainted. Let us know 1f your parish or bookstore would
like to host our students.

May God richly bless you now that we have completed the
Lenten journey and joyfully come to the glory and consolation of
Pascha. Together may we all cry out:

Christ 1s Risen!

A Visit to Ouzinkie
by Sr. Mary Butler

It was one of those bright sunny, blue-sky days in Kodiak.
The fish were jumping, the boats were gliding past, and the
mountains’ white peaks were shining in the background. I silently
lamented that I would probably be cooped up inside on such a
day. Just as I was stepping out the door, the phone rang. Anthony
and I had been invited to visit the neighboring village of Ouzinkie
with our friends from the Baptist Mission. It is the only village on
Spruce Island, which was home to St. Herman and Fr. Gerasim
Schmaltz, and where our friends, the monks and the nuns of the
St. Hemlan Df Alaska Brr:}therhood currently live. I said a silent

' SAVRAE A prayer to be able to
bring some icons and
books to the people
there.

After a prayer for a safe
journey, we were on our
way. What a miracle
this all seemed to be
turning into. With the
wind in our eyes and
the waves gliding be-
side us, we had a sense
of joy and triumph in
our spirits. Anthony and
I were especially in-
spired about praying in
The Church at Ouzinkie the Orthodox church




that had been there for many years.

As we landed amidst the boats and gear, many of the village
men were heading out to catch fish. One of the first buildings we
arrived at was the church. Anthony and I hoped and prayed the
doors were open. They were, and we walked into history as the
ancient icons and simply decorated walls were illumined from the
sunshine streaming
through the windows.
One can understand
why the church is a rep-
resentation of Heaven
after seeing such a ma-
jestically beautiful
scene as this humble
church. Our hearts were
especially warmed to
see a specially made
shrine to St. Herman.
As a small gift, we left
a bag of icons, books,
and ‘Eagles’ for the vil-
lagers to distribute in
return for the gift we
had received in visiting
and praying in the Anthony May at the small shrine to St. Herman
church.

A crunchy walk down the snowy path and we were on to our
next destination. We were to join our friends from the Baptist
Mission at one of their missionary stations in the village. As we
came upon a three-story house blanketed in the snow, we knew
this must be the house of Joyce Smith. Over 40 years ago, she
moved with her husband and children to Ouzinkie to minister to
the wvillage. They operated a wooden boat called the Evangel,
which traveled to all the villages on Kodiak island ministering to
the people. For 42 years, Joyce had a kindergarten class in her
home for the wvillage children. Hearing stories like this, I had
come to have a deep admiration for her and the work she has
done.

The wooden floors were old and antiquely beautiful. Two
boxes at the door held mittens and hats for children on their way




ML=}
10 |

[l

—
— —
- — |
— - i
= — -
o
4 A
5

W

_-.{.—. ; = "j‘ : S R - -.”' 4-- ‘_, - W .._.
Left to right: Trevor Jones, Anthony May, Joyce Smith and Sr. Mary

out who needed them. The kitchen was lit with laughter and we
saw a woman in a red and white polka-dotted shirt who seemed to
radiate with joy. We all sat down and had Russian tea as she be-
gan to tell stories of how she and her husband worked together in
the school. She would send the children to him for correction, and
though she never knew what he did, they would always return
happy and ready to cooperate. Realizing she would not be with us
much longer, I tried to understand the vision and inspiration that
filled Joyce’s soul. Although her husband has passed away, her
school is no longer running, and her mission is no longer operat-
ing, her love and faith in Jesus Christ keeps her heart hopeful and
steadfast in life’s adversities.

I was thrilled when she asked if we would like to see her
classroom. Just as if the children had been there that morning,
everything was still in its place. Desks, books, puzzles, even an
American flag stood ready to receive its allegiance. She told us
many heart-warming stories of how the children would do Christ-
mas programs and presentations at Thanksgiving. She had created
a whole world of learning and beauty that touched their souls.

Going to Ouzinkie and meeting Joyce Smith made us realize
that though the world may never know our labors for Christ, He
counts them as priceless gems.















