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T his month we set before you several episodes, written by the
students. Although very different from each other in nature, each account
expresses a genuine, hands-on experience of life, and witnesses to the
adventurous, life-and-death, old-and-young wholesomeness of what
God is bringing before these young men.

Soul=Shaping Experiences
An Unexpected Journey

Recently Keith, our native student at the Academy, had an
urgent situation in which he needed immediately 1o fly out to
Akhiok, his home village on the opposite end of the island. We
decided to ask our friend, Chris Kinter, to help us. He is a local pilot
who owns his own plane and is willing to fly us for the simple
payment of a breakfast. Fr. Damascene and myself were chosen to go

with him: Fr. Damascene would stay in Akhiok and I would go only
for the ride.

At the first look of the airplane I became trepidatious, for I had.
never flown in a plane so small. You could tell it was well kept and
in good condition but I could not help thinking it looked like a flying
sardine can painted purple. With the wind blowing around thirty



knots, we pushed the plane out of the hanger onrto solid ice, where
we carefully loaded in our things and ourselves. Once inside, the
trepidation increased, for we became the sardines in the can.

As the plane took off I began to pray. Then it hit the turbulence,
which made it shake and drop in alditude. Every time the plane
dropped I began to pray more diligently, fearing my life might end
at any moment. Soon the turbulence eased and we were gently
gliding over the great, white mountains traversing the whole length
of Kodiak Island. If only the Psalmist could have seen Alaska! Upon

the mountains shall the waters stand, between the mountains shall the
waters run, in Wisdom bast Thou made them all.

Arriving in Akhiok we were soon greeted by many of Keith's
young relatives, all riding upon four wheelers. Since I had only half
an hour before the plane was to take off again, we immediately
decided to visit the church. Built in 1926 as a flourishing house of
prayer, it now stands upon its foundation as a weather-bearen light-
house pointing to the “storm tossed,” out at sea. Inside was a lovely
scene of beauty: an old and worn, yet vibrant and youthful, chapel.
Half of the icons were new and half were faded from years of
veneration. This steadfast chapel was dedicated to the feast of the
Protection of the Theotokos, who must have protected Her church
from the ravages of rime.

We then departed from the chapel and proceeded back to the
plane. On the way I noticed the thick silence, which neither the
ocean nor the four wheelers could break. Arriving near the plane I
became so enthralled by an eagle hovering over it that 1 hardly
noticed the incoming mail plane, or the unloading of it, for it seemed
to also be done in silence. Then, finally, being broken out of my awe,
I decided to help with the unloading of the mail plane, which was
my first and, God willing, not my last work done in Akhiok.

The most inspiring part of the trip had to be the flight back, for
the pilot said, “We're going to take the scenic route.” He took me
through valleys, over huge lakes, and bays. And after lamenting to
him what a pity it was that nowadays no one wants to live in the
woods burt only big cities, he showed me his own cabin hidden in the
depth of the wilderness on the coast of a large bay. Across the bay



from his house lies an old abandoned cannery, now only used as a
sport fisherman’s retreat. 1 asked if there were any remaining aban-
doned canneries like that one anywhere else. He told me there was
another near Akhiok on Olga Bay. How exciting it would be, I
thouglit, to have a chance for the whole school to take a retreat into
the heart of the wilderness, living and fishing, even for one day. Then
with this inspiration we flew off, only to return to the land of the
more “civilized.” How wondrous are Thy Works, O Lord!

— Leonty Seabrook

A Sobering Experience

I knew that coming to Alaska would be a life changing experi-

" ence, but I would never have guessed that the following would
happen to me:

It was after dinner and there was still a little bit of sunlight left
in the day. Fr. Paisius got the idea for all of the students and children
to play baseball for a little while to work out some of the lenten
“blues.” We all packed up, got in the van, and rushed over to the
field. We were having a good time running and playing in the field.
One of our students, Marco, was up to bat. He got a hit and started
running around the bases. Right before he got to second base he
slipped and fell on the ice. We knew he wasn’t hurt and every one of
us dropped to the snow with laughter...

Then we heard a big crash, and then another. We ran to the
street to see what had happened. I saw that three cars had just had an
accident. One of the cars was still running; the engine raced like it
was out of gear and had the gas pedal floored. I ran over to turn the
engine ofF. It was then that I saw the man: he looked so innocent like
a little baby sleeping. I saw him breathing; he seemed all right, just
knocked unconscious. I grabbed his shoulder and asked if he could
hear me, but I did not get an answer. I looked around and everything
was still, so I yelled for someone to call for help. I did not know what
to do, so I started to tell him to wake up, and asked if he could hear
me. I looked behind and noticed the police car coming. The officer
came up and asked if he was breathing, I told him yes but not that


















