Archive2007
Cyprus 2006- A Pilgrimage

Day 1. Saturday

For many years now people have been encouragi
everything you vdrietykoereasoss | halieenot beervablé&to go before but finally in
October the time came and | spent a week there.

In Britain we are totally used to the idea, and often told, even when it is not true, that Christianity is
being marginalized, that churchildings are closing, that the numbers of people going to Holy
Communion are declining, that those who do receive are elderly and that faith is not warm hearted. So
imagine my surprise and delight to visit even the smallest of Cypriot villages and firthneshes

being built, monasteries with many young nuns and monks and much loved spiritual Fathers and
Mothers. This was with a background of enormous dperded generosity and love that pervaded all.

To walk past houses and see walls full of icons amgh&alit before them filled me with joy. Alleluia!

That is my vision for this county and country and why | have not emigrated (if you remember 11 years
ago | tried to and God brought me back.) This sort of faith fills our whole life and spills over into the
sorts of charitable and social work we see in our mature congregations (and even our own). Imagine a
England where every community was busy building new churches and doing all the things that go with
that.

| shall be describing different places | visitend what | learnt there in subsequent months (a lot that |
learnt in one week will lake many years to digest and mature) but this time | want to tell you of just one
village: Mazotos. (Sorry for all the mistakes | shall make here.)

Mazotos is near Larnak One drives southwest along the coast road and right into the village itself. It is
one of those Cypriot villages that have undergone a growth spurt in recent years with plenty of new
houses and flats being built and a surprising number of British plaptgin some of them. It is still

little and is served by only a couple of small (but amazingly provisioned) minimarkets found down the
expected winding and narrow roads. It is a place a bit like Broughton in N. Lincolnshire from this point
of view.

There are two older Churches and three newer ones. Outside the village, towards the sea are two (rigt
next to each other); there are another couple to the east of the village (again right next to each other)
another in the middle of the village. Theraideast one private chapel. The first two visited were both
dedicated to The Mother of God. There is a beautiful, very small Church, with a beautifully carved
screen. Here there used to be a miraabdeking icon that was found on the site. Unfortunatelyas

dropped in a procession, placed in the altar and not seen again. There are several shrines round the
Churchi one in the window. Oil lamps were burning and the charcoal was still hot from an incense
offering. Several of the icons were deeply veileldad not seen this before but it is a feature of the
Cypriot Church) with embroidered curtains. Next to it was another church. This one is incomplete but
the consecration Crosses adorned the walls. It is larger (about the size of the worship setction of S
Matthias) with a new screen, intricately carved, and pretty, small lamps and a beautiful icon shrine in tf
middle of the nave. Wax offerings are beginning to appear on the screen.
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Church of St.s Xenophonos, Maria and their sons Arcadios and John.

To the east there are the second two churches. Both of these are dedicated to St.s Xenophonos, Mari
and their sons Arcadios and John. It is a larger building; it is still smalleh#igtine hall at St.

Matthias. Entering it one is immediately confronted with old incense, the scent of hot olive oil burning
gently, the walls and ceiling, once white are now darkened with soot. Along the rear section of the nort
side of the church aréé size wax votive offerings of children. These lead one to the icon, which is also
on the north side. It too is heavily veiled and now the veil is covered with offerings of silver, prayer
ropes and beads, jewellery and flowers. It is an icon of thesgaithe Church. The icon originated in

Cape Apostolos Andreas in the far northeast of Cyprus some 80 miles away. A Mazoton dreamed of tt
icon and set off on his mule to fetch it. The priest he asked denied its existence (foolish thing to do) bu
had, infact, buried it. A vision of flames coming from the burial spot was granted to the Mazoton who,
digging it up, placed it on his mule and returned to Mazotos in a mere six hours.

St Xenophon lived in Constantinople in the sixth century. He and his wifd&8ia were the parents of

two sons Sts. John and Arcadios. They wanted to give them the best Christian upbringing, so when tf
boys became young adults they were sent them to Beirut to be educated in one of the finest academie
that time. During a teible storm, their ship capsized. Both youths avoided drowning and made it to
shore. They became separated and each thought the other had perished. They both became monks w
John settling in a community near the city of Tyre and Arcadios becomingaf faetSt. Sabbas
Monastery near Jerusalem. Two years later, a monk visiting Constantinople happened to meet Xenopt
and Maria. When he told them of a young monk he had met in Jerusalem who had survived a shipwre
the couple immediately set out for tHely City. At the same time, John decided to make a pilgrimage

to the sacred places in the Holy Land. All four were reunited at the tomb of Christ in Jerusalem. In
gratitude to God for restoring their family, Xenophon and Maria also became monastisingdisiall

their worldly wealth.

Their feast day is 26January.



Troparion of St. Xenophon and family tone 3

Radiant with love and having mortified the passions,/ you were shown forth as victors, O Saints./ You
rightly hated all earthly delights and gyorand became partakers of heavenly grace./ O glorious
Xenophon with your august companions, intercede for our souls.

Kontakion of St. Xenophon and family tone 4
You kept vigil in the courts of the Lord with your wife and children, O blessed one,/ atid lgkaished
your wealth on the poor./ Wherefore you have all inherited divine joy.

The church across the courtyard is quite largdout the size of St. Matthias building. It is very new,
bright, shining and sadly was locked. It comes into its own ofets day when the village is filled
with pilgrims. (Two pilgrim sites one small villagesigh.)

The final church is in the village centre and also new. It is about average size for an Orthodox church:
about twathirds the size of St. Matthias hall anery pretty- white with light blue pillars. | went to
Espirinos (Vespers) there. There was a beautiful, calm atmosphere, vespers was well sung by a small
choir. The church gleamed with cleanliness (as did every church) and the chandeliers glistened. At the
end of the service we were introduced to the parish priest (lots of Brownie points there) and then taker
off for coffee and a lovely family evening.

This was my introduction to Cyprus. It is a small village that had two churches and has built a further
three in recent years. | suppose | was surprised to find one church being built next to another but foolis
me, the truth is that each building was the offering of its generation and continues to be so. Each chur
continues to be used and several timesyipr@s | saw evidence that plenty more churches could be built
in the future. Several times when | mentioned the number of churches next to one another people smil
and said they thought they could manage a few more. So should we ever acquire our dwn churc
property we had better allow for the possibility of building another five on the same site.

Cyprus 2006- A Pilgrimage
Day 2. Sunday.

Day two in Cyprus started very early. By 5am Chad and | were stepping out into the cold dark air and
setting off towardsStavrovouni Monastery. From miles around one can see this monastery. Imagine a
cone shaped mountain that rises almost directly out of the plain. It is the obvious place for a monastery
and must have been very remote when built. On the way we got logitas Aheodoros (new church

there) down a side street that gradually became narrower and narrower and finally we had to admit the
this didndot | ook | i ke the way through the tow
to climb in the carln a way this is a pity; the pilgrimage is a drive away now when once it would have
needed great resolve to climb up to the glories at the top. At the end of an incredibly winding road with
all too wonderful views (!) one arrives at a car park. Here mmallshurch for women pilgrims as the

road is open only to men from there onwards. A long winding track through worn stones and tiny wild
flowers takes one to a wide courtyard, through a colonnaded veranda up some steep indoor stairs (ove
worn and hugérapdoor) and to a small courtyard containing a well and lots of cats. Opposite is the doo
to the Church. By the Grace of God we arrives exactly as the Divine Liturgy began and within moment:
a young man gave me his seat behind a large pillar from wismhld ponder upon a beautiful modern
fresco icon of the Exaltation of the Cross. The Liturgy was refreshing and simple. There was a double
choir but no histrionics in the singing. Musically there was a simple and beautiful Byzantine chant in
which much otthe congregation joined. The congregation completely filled the Temple: a number of
young and healthy looking monks, men of every age from just older than babies to very elderly and
many young soldiers from the nearby base. One elderly man, to myfeijbasleep and presently began

to sore loudly. Finally someone was bushed into waking him. The man was very cross and complainec
that his prayers had been disturbed. At the end of the Liturgy a very young, gaunt, Romanian monk, Fi
Makarios, approached naed spoke in English. This became something of a pattern. In Britain | am
often complimented on my English and my near perfect accent by the natives (because it is assumed |



am Greek) whilst in Cyprus everyone spoke to me in English and it was assutegiah&omanian

€ or Russian é then delighted that | was Engl
were then able to return to the now almost empty temple to pray and venerate the icons and, best of a
the Holy Cross from which theanastery takes its name. The fragment is placed within a huge Cross
shaped reliquary. One could sense the clarity and simplicity of prayer that others were graced with wh
they knelt there.

A few miles away, near Mosfiloti, we found Agia Theckla Monast¥iqu drive through fertile fields to

a place that was full of people and of cats. It was very pretty, lots of flowers, very noisy, with people
piling out of the Temple and taking many cups of coffee. We were able to venerate the Holy Icon and
marvel briefy at all the building going on. Beneath the temple is a passage leading to a well or perhaps
to an underground stream that has healing properties. The passage is both narrow and low and is cov
all over with crosses drawn on the walls with mud fronvie#. Outside it is a beautifully mosaic

covered Holy Water fountain. Near this are displays of those who have been healed. We went to buy &
icon of St. Theckla. We were immediately whisked away to meet the Bishop of Morfou who had been
serving there thtamorning. He gave us his blessing and sat us down for a delicious lunch provided by a
family who had come for the memorial service for their mother. The mother was the Nun Anna who wa
the mother of the Mother Superior and another nun also at the mgnasten began a heasarming

story. Only fifteen years ago the Hirondissa, her mother and sister came to the monastery with a view
building up what was then a derelict and abandoned site. All three became nuns and with their own
hands and money begembuild the accommodation, the temple and everything else. Now there are
many nuns and they are building a further section to the south of the Temple so the nuns may continus
their vocations away from the many people who come to join them.

Twenty miles away nestling in the hills around Vavla is Agios Minas monastery. We arrived just before
the monastery had woken up for the afternoon
(brand new) where the icon was covered in memorials of prayersraasarel a family was just leaving
with their new born son. It had very sensible and simple seating within that would allow for plenty to sit
whilst giving plenty of room for standing (which is the usual thing to do).

St. Minas is depicted on the iconsiaigton his horse lance in hand, curly grey hair and beard, Byzantine
armour, and an icon of Christ on his breastplate. By now the day had become hot and dry so it was a
relief to find the Temple both dark and cool with stunning chandeliers and a besarifeh. Nun

Ignatia entered the temple and took us off to drink tea and eat biscuits and eat unusual sweet pies. To
surprise this monastery was also relatively new: built in 1965 it has that timeless feel of a deeply holy
place. Sr. Ignatia offered tise blessing of venerating the relic of St. Minas. Entering the Altar |

received the relic in a golden filigree domed box. | took him through the doors and immediately the
church has a number of pilgrims wishing to venerate. All, except two English $odigso. The relic

has a beautiful sweet, flowery scent. A special grace was given to us that day.

Returning to Mazotos we went through Agios Theodoros again and this time found a splendid through
road!

When | was writing up my diary | was thinking abdlié wonderful blessing the day had been.

Rejoicing in the natural (God given) beauty all about, the communion of the Saints in Stavrovouni, the
straightforward hospitality and kindness of the Monastery of St. Theckla (I have been to her shrine in
Syriai they can be proud of each other), the calm love and depth of welcome in Agios Menas, the
nature of our God had been made clear.

Cyprus 2006- A Pilgrimage
Day 3: Monday.

Day three was a Monday. Waking to another beautiful, cloudlessskiee day we saiff after a huge
breakfast to Larnaka to deal with AAuthorizat



Larnaka you first go along a long road surrounded by nothing but nice views towards Stavrovouni then
through Kiti and its marvellaichurch the Panagia Angeloktistos (= Mother of God built by Angels)
about which more another time. The airport, successfully skirted round on the right, leads you onto a
dual carriageway with the most remarkable salt lake with its glisteningly whitedsetiet come up to

the road. The whiteness is caused by the salt crystallising on the mudflats. In the lake were pink
flamingos sieving the water with their beaks. The last time | saw flamingos was in Lake Naivasha in
Kenya whilst having a delicious lunci tilapia fish, a Tusker beer followed by an-meam sundae.

Thirty years ago in Naivasha there was an enormous flock (severely depleted now thanks to all sorts c
pollution), which was constantly on the move along with flotillas of pelicans that isaned in groups.

So | was well set up to enjoy the day.

Now, a bit of advice: should you go to Cyprus what you need is a rubberstamp. A rubberstamp solves
your problems, completes all tasks previously left incomplete and smoothes the furrowed &liow of
officials. Chad has now given me a splendid stamp for Christmas, usefully engraved with the word:
SADIGARF, which | will surely take with me another time.

The Tomb of St. Lazarus

Larnakads justified claim to fame is that it
four days in the tomlIsst. Lazarus ended up in Cyprus where he both proclaimed the Gospel and also
died for the second time. His church is a beautiful basilica style building of a lovely honey coloured
stone. It is set in a small stone square with arcading along one sidenarsé@m behind. A busy road is
along the north side with takes one to a useful car park and to every route through Larnaka. In this roa
is a weltstocked church shop with many lovely things within it. It is unusual in that it has a very westerr
looking bel tower (or bell tower at all the Muslims usually demolished them). The church is plain

inside with no frescos and a lovely iconostasis with three ranges of icons with the apostles at the top (r
St. Matthias) and a magnificent chandelier with at leagtt rows of lights. However these are not the

real treasures. Next to the large pillar on the right (north) side of the church is a large angel and
grapevinedecorated shrine into which is set the skull of St. Lazarus. The shrine is beautifully catved an
gilded and looks as if it is intended for processions. It is in the shape of a canopied table. The skull is s



in the centre of this table below a glass and surrounded by fldvediref this is regularly cleaned and
renewed so all was wonderfully flesyou can see to top of the skull just below the glass porthole. On
top is written the name of the saint and his title in Greek. As well as this treasure is the famous and
miracleworking icon of St. Lazarus. This is on the south wall next to the scrige@amp burning

before it. It is roped off from the main part of the church and so tourists cannot get to it. As | was
delighting in the presence of the Lord and His saint a tall, thin, priest approached and introduced
himself. He turned out to be Fpiridon (the priest of the church) who took me up to the screen, into the
altar and to the icon for veneration and gave me some of the holy oil for anointing.

From here we descended into the crypt below the Altar. It is dark down there and slowlygyaesthe
adjusted there appeared a variety of tombs. One tomb with a fractured lid particularly attracted our
attention and sure enough this turned out to
the walls made of dressed stone, theresisedf all round the edge that you can sit on and various icons

at one end with flowers in vases next to them. From the ceiling hang a number of silver lamps none of
which had oil in them. Below three of these was the tomb in question. Made of marblelassical

tomb decorated with flowers with a pitched marble cover. This is broken in two with the smaller (head’
third missing from the top. Constant successions of people come in to pray, venerate the sarcophagus
stand about looking vacant wondegiwhat to do. This dark, hot, humid and gloelogking place is

soaked in prayer as always in such a place there was no sense of time. In fact in a moment | can place
myself back into its atmosphere. In the lid of the sarcophagus is a dimple: it issdaig/dlu put your

ear to it one can hear the Lord calling Lazarus fojghazal doruewxe. {is said that the rest of his
body is now in Constantinople.

Ascending from the tomb Fr. Spiridon took us to the museum and Chad and | acquired icons that we
then blessed on the holy relics. (This is where | got the small icons that | distributed on my return.) Thi
little museum is well worth visiting. There are several beautiful icons, icon stands, vestments and othel
beautiful things.

All these spiritual ex¢éements had brought on a physical hunger: souvlaki fulfilled this need and on we
went to St. Raphael s monastery. This is sev
even God was taking a nap, when we arrived, so nothing stirred exwegiieaflying past and two
Englishmen who pottered off to the first of six churches on this small site. One of these churches
(Nativity) contained a cavehurch below it and on the icon screen an icon of St. Nicholas Planas. An
amazing saint who served tBévine Liturgy every day and carried with him the names of those for
whom he had been asked to pray in a large bag. It took him hours to complete the Proskimide, as he
never weeded out the names. Eventually his disciples started removing the sheetetbitest and

most tatty. On one occasion, arriving at church without a prosphora and with no one to provide one he
entered the altar anyway and was provided with a lamb (the central section of the prosphora) to
consecrate. For all his heroic labours (aechad no other job) he was paid a leg of lamb at meatfare
each year. This must have kept his wife and son well catered for. In the icon he looks amazingly like F
Samuel of Stoke.



St. Raphael's Monastery, Pyla

From here we returned to Mazotos via Larnaka. We soon had the impression that it was full of identica
Roman Catholic Churches and then discovered that we had enjoyed the same circular route four time:s
Havingfomd our way home we bought delicious sausa
have a friend who |Iives in Lincolnéo). The e
and given by our near neighbour Kyria Fanoulia and her frienchndi.

Again, as before, it is Iimpossible to think o
clear impression of the presence of angels all about us and Christ Himself leading us from one spiritua
discovery to the next.

Cyprus 2006 - A Pilgrimage
Day 4: Tuesday

Tuesday. It was a dark morning setting off at about 6.30am. Well fortified with Kolliva (we have been
given truly enormous amounts of it the previous Saturday!) for breakfast we set off along the costal roe
and then stuckiland towards Ag. Theodoros (which was rapidly becoming one of our friends) and then
north to Pyrga and then through yet more lovely countryside to Mathiatis. From here you need cunning
a splendid sense of direction and keen eyes. All of these are ggbbgsChad so in time we arrived at
Archangel Michael Monastery. Made of multicoloured stone it nestles on the hill. This is a monastery
for women: we were immediately greeted by angry looking hens and the great clucking that goes with
having just laid argg. The monastery is set on a hill overlooking a wide and beautiful valley. The soil
there is light in colour, with the clear morning air, the cloudless sky the birdsong and the chickens we
were filled with the elation of an earthly Eden. Convenienttydtwas an elderly nun who was carrying

a stone on a piece of string. With this she gently struck the road with every few meters. She opened th
doors of the monastery and we entered heaven.



| expect that for the nuns living there, there are times whenwiould cheerfully strangle each other but
this little place has an ethereal quality that leaves you wanting much more out of life and realising that
our worldly ambitions are a total waste of effort. The Temple on one side of the courtyard is an exampl
of this. It is small. The walls (the ceiling is bare) are covered with ancient frescos. The frescos are
covered with graffiti, hundreds of names that, surprisingly, enhance their value: you look at the frescoe
icon, and enter it with all those who havetten upon it. There is a beautiful screen of icons, with a
massive crucifixion above; a few wgllaced chandeliers light the space. In the middle is ssta@y

icon stand. On it were a large number of icons with banners surrounding it. All was peacity sand
beauty. Suddenly a great group of women, their chatter heard afar off, swarnadichironce took up

their candles, venerated all the icons on the screen, the central stand and everywhere else, lit their
candles and left. The candles benlmquietly in the sand trays. A nun entered blew them out with great
curls of smoke, disposed of them and all was still again. All of this was of Jesus who extended His han

Up the hill to Analiontas. For miles around one can see a splendid Christmas aeakalding standing

to attention on the hill. This is the Theotokos (di@rer) Monastery, which is also for women. Olives
surround it; it is blindingly white, notices tell tourists to go away. We were not tourists so we entered
and found ourselvedanding in a Temple of purest white. High up colougéass windows sent

rhythmic shards of pastel green, blue, red and yellow light across the ceiling. It was 11am and the
Paraclesis to the Mother of God was just beginning; the simple chanting filled #vel the icon of the
Mother of God became our focus. Wonderfully it is exactly like the one we have on the easel in Lincolr
In this lofty and holy place we offered the whole community to God through the prayers of our Mother,
His Mother. Then the n@ithrew us out (though cheering us up with large slabs of semolina cake).

From here we made our way to the monastery of St. Heracleidios on the outskirts of Politico, which is
where Antigony (who used to worship with us when she lived in Lincoln) has &ishen. Considering

that the British used to use the Icons here for bayonet practice we were very warmly welcomed. It is a
place where details are considered. Every centimetre is simple and beautiful. lcons welcome you at th
door, a vinecovered walkwayghades the path to the Church, stone mosaics and beautiful herbs and
flowers cover the ground. The saint rests in his tomb and also in immediately accessible reliquaries (S
Mnason is also here) to the left of the royal doors of the icon screen. Thostesins is charmingly

carved with a vine on which birds and mice can be seen eating the grapes: in the same way the Lord
nourishes us. He we blessed an Icon of St. Heracleidios on his relic (this was a gift from the Monaster
and went on our way not wistg to disturb the Nuns anymore. We were going to Machairas. We
picnicked on sausage, bread, cheese, tomatoes, olives, and semolina cake in a field on the way. The ¢
grew dark. Thunder rumbled in the distance. We drove on. The mountains rose up, tregnmaed,

the road curved itself snakelike round the mountains, the tarmac disappeared, and grass grew in the r
We drove on. The road disappeared. The thunder grew ever louder, large drops of rain fell from the
black sky, and a wind began to blow. Wewk on. The road reappeared, grass grew again in the road,
tarmac reappeared and with Machairas.



Machairas Monastery

The monastery rises half way up a hill. It looks exactly as one imagines an Orthodox mydndetk.

On this spot, two hermits found the icon of the Mother of God in a cave. They had to cut their way
through to it with machetes, which is what gives the icon and the monastery its name (it derives from tl
Greek workir iacam(knife)). Outside ighe huge statue of the EOKA hero who fought off 60 British
soldiers before being burned to death in a cave nearby. The monastery was quiet. Several monks wer
talking in the courtyard when we enteredthehe
magnificently and darkly ornate church, Monk Gabriel whisked us off to a salon and to hot Greek coffe
and those hard breadsticks that were served by another guest. Monk Gabriel told us of the wonderful
increase in numbers of monks during the raifjthe previous Abbot Arsenios (during which time five
monks were added to their numbers each year) and their continued blessing under Abbot Epiphanios.
The previous abbot was released from his duties in the same helicopter crash that took away Patriarct
PETROS VIl of Alexandria in 2004 and is now buried with his brothers above the monastery. After tha
crash a small boy who loved him (everyone loved him) was in tears: Abbot Arsenios appeared and
comforted the child.

When you go to Machairas turn right aitthe monastery. This way leads you everywhere by a

beautiful tarmac road. Arriving home we found a bumper supper laid out for us and an invitation to dine
out another night. It would have to be an early night: we would be off to Kykkos Monastery the nex
day.

It had been a day of contrasts from the simple beauty of St. Michael, the stark grandeur of the Mother
God, and the detail of St Heracleidios, to the magnificence of Machairas. Yet beneath it all, in the
churches, in the courtyards, in the theralis mountains, in the cosy salon, in the graveyard and sitting
at the wellladen table in Mazotos were the arms of God supporting us and letting us know that the
present moment was the only important one.

Cyprus 2006- A Pilgrimage



Day 5: Wednesday.

There are days when your plans do not turn out as expected and you are left thanking God with all you
heart as you find He had much better plans in store for you. This was to be one of those days. In our
plans we were to visit a selection of six monassetioethe west of Lefkosia (Nicosia) and take in a
museum, have a dainty picnic in the hills and make it home before dark. This was not to be.

Nevertheless we set off full of plans and found the beautiful new road leading from Kofinou (which
almost alone irfCyprus does not boast a new church) to Lefkosia. It was wonderful to sight Stavrovouni
Monastery to the right and join the monks and pilgrims for a moment in prayer as we headed north.
Later we passed the magnificent memorial church (to those who wiedkdilwho disappeared in the
Turkish invasion) and signed ourselves praying that a lasting and just peace should descend on this
beautiful island. Shortly afterwards with the sun beginning to spread forth its heat we saw Lefkosia, no
tornintwofromwes t o east by the AGreen Line, 0 shi mme
to Orounta and the lovely little monastery of St. Nicholas.

St. Nicholas Monastery is about a mile out of the town, over a newly constructed bridge that crosses a
pebblestrewn river. Entering the monastery one immediately sees that the monastics have made good
use of these pebbles. The paths and some of the walls are made or paved with these, making a ripple
effect taking one towards the Temple and other parts of the neopabBhe walls are all plastered in a

sort of daub (mud [?] and straw) mixture that with the pebbles and the atmosphere of prayer gives the
whole place a muted and calm feeling.

The Temple is also small, muted and calm. Painted white inside with vergdiesv(except on the
screen) and with a very few rough stalls and
icons and the enormous crucifixion above the screen. Birdsong was everywhere and leaving the Temg
the air was full of the sceof the large, old cypress trees that fill the courtyard.

From St. Nicholas to Kykkos! This is another trip that is not for the fainthearted. It is a very
mountainous, forested, precipitous and dangerous road with lots of mini rock falls and hairpiaraends
with those unnerving shrines (to less fortunate travellers), of which the Cypriots are so fond, to
concentrate onebébs mind we finally drove into .

Icons of Ss Peter and Paul, the Saviour, the Theotokakhamdchangels Michael and Gabriel,

surround the entrance of the monastery. Above them mosaic doves drink from bowls of water and a
glittering array of stars spangle above you as you enter. A heave of barely dressed tourists flushes yol
into the first of wo courtyards in which is a well and a small office.

AKal i mera, we are |l ooking for Fr. Melitios.
AYour blessing! There is no Fr. Pai si os here
AOh! We s Nalitlogyestermay Bnd he said he would meet us at thistntea y . 0
ASorry there is no Fr. Paisios in this monast
AOh, but we are visiting Fr. MELI T1 OS, he is
ANo, Father, but € what nationality is he?0
AHe i s Romani an. o

AAh! You need Fr. Mel itios! Tut; he 1s in the



So we followedhe directions to the church, passing along magnificent frescoed or mosaic covered
corridors to the phenomenally magnificent church. A Mnemosimon (memorial service) was taking plac
and we were met by Fr. Melitios who took us to a stall until it endedhéteushered us to the Miracle
working, Lukepainted icon of the Theotokos and from there into the Altar where he had laid out relics
of some wonderful saints for our veneration. From here we were taken to have coffee and biscuits in a
simple parlour and are then taken to the musetireasury. This latter building is jadroppingly
astonishing. There are wonderful treasures in there of the relics of many saints, beautiful icons and
banners that are now used only rarely and many items that would othesvwigklen away are left to

edify the pilgrim. Tourists stand about and gawp at filigree work of amazing complexity but ignore the
inner treasures. Meanwhile we were showered with presents.

From here we were taken to a private chapel where, for the fiest tisaw an icon of St. Matthias. (Fr.
Melitios promised us a copy of this: just recently it turned up.) This chapel is very simple, private to the
monks and full of their prayers so | will say no more about it. Expecting now to leave and continue with
our pilgrimage and being filled with thankfulness for all the hospitality we had enjoyed we were
surprised to be invited to lunch with the mon
so | will not tell of this lunch except to say thiatvas all one would expect of a monastery. Behind the
magnificence there is a life of simplicity that the external view of the monastery does not betray. After
lunch we joined the Prior (Fr. Anatolios Vlahos) for more coffee and a thoroughly entertgomgnt

of his life in London, which he loved. He invited us to stay for Vespers (Espirinos) and gave us a room
to restin. This was a most enlightening experience! Tourists (English, | fear) stood by the open, lattice
windows looking through into oupom, talking loudly, asking themselves ludicrous questions about
what it was (it was a wi neicetevdLater atburit lzarged dis wiag inte
the room to look round! The Holy Monks of Kykkos must be very tolerant people t puthuthis
constantly.

| was very keen to stay for Espirinos as it marked the anniversary of my ordination as a deacon. The ic
of St. Demetrios was processed through the church, the prayer and incense rose as we lifted our hand
an evening sacrificevhile the sunlight faded. The screen lamps cast their glimmer over the icons, kolliva
was blessed, and we took our leaveemeering the darkness, the forest, the mountains with the terrible
bends but with Christ.

Lying on my bed that night I thought tife simplicity of St. Nicholas, the lovely rounded pebbles that
decorate it, the muted colours, the birdsong and the shushing sound of the wind through the trees. |
thought of the many mosaiced halls and courtyards of Kykkos, the teaming, near nakeadtaaliysp

blind tourists, the glittering gold of the church, the endless sound of chatter and shoes on stone and th
clicks of a million cameras. | saw at the centre of each community a small hidden lamp burning on the
Holy Table of each Temple before tBedy and Blood of Christ. They are totally different places but in
each Christ had gathered monastics for that same life hidden away like birds in a tree; singing in its
branches they glorify God and are fed by His hand.

Cyprus 2006- A Pilgrimage

Day 6: Thursday.

There are days that just have to start with a very large amount of cholesterol. This was one of those. V
were fortifying ourselves for a day as touri s’

all honesty this cast a certairoghm over the house: neither of us really cared tuppence about the tombs
i let the dead attend to the dead.



St. George's Convent Alamanos

So about nine in the morningona@ra ant day we set off and a few

advice to stop off at St. Georgeds Al amanos.
edged with dusty shrubs and a brand new (?) church on a high hill. A notice ina@deEkglish
saying: AAttention Please donét | eave your ca

ourselves with the idea of what sort of problem the Nuns then became we entered the first of the
churches there. Dedicated to St. Nectarios (hagily | am swayed by anything to do with this

marvellous saint!) or perhaps to St. John the Evangelist, it has a rustic simplicity. For an Orthodox
Church it is very bare with a stained pine screen, simple icons but with some large icons round the wal
This church has no doors in the central door wa
Lovely. | immediately loved it and could have remained a long time but the bones of the kings were
falsely calling so reluctantly we stepped out of themess of the Gospel back into the heat of the earthy
sunshine.

A little nun was beckoning. We responded and she showed us up to their own chapel in the monaster
What a blessing that came to be. | now have the photograph of this chapel as my comgggteuhd.
Obviously dedicated to St. George, the icon is on the extreme right hand side. The screen is of a mellc
oak colour. The icons, though too western for my liking, present a homely welcoming feel to the temple
Anything more Byzantine would haveagte the house of God a little intimidating. A stunning Polyeleios
hangs in the centre, surrounding a brass chandelier. The former is filled with beeswax candles and
hanging lamps, the latter with candle shaped lights. From the screen hang numerous gendillyith

their own ostrich egg (I am told by Christos that these keep the mice out of the oil that they would

ot herwise drink. | had always thought these w
could do both!) sd Cantonti oyloaus jautsasisrege dfhtoer t he
Then there were other sensible homely touches: a trolley on wheels for Kolliva, St. Phanourios Pitta,
Slavas (Oh | am into a good Slava now Fr. G!), an apgise lamp for the choir and evéring so

beautifully clean, tidy and in its place. Sunlight danced and wobbled on the marble floor, lighting up the
fresh frescos. Birds sang outside and the noise of a nun briskly sweeping the yard added to the charm



Back to Nun Eleni who was now in tlgdt shop and decidedly uncertain as to what sort of priest |
wasé Catholic? Protestant?? Romanian??? RussiI
can imagine the conversation later:

Al tell you he was English. o

AProbably a Romani an, Mot her . O

AArmhde spoke English. o

ASo do |l ots of Serbs, Mother. Perhaps he is a
ANo certainly he is English. o

AOh dear, perhaps he is a Catholic or even a

In my car hangs a blue Cross that she gave me; in my heart is very much more.

Pafos calledé on we went past Lemesos (Limmas
went past the birthplace of Aphrodite (!) and into Pafos, through Pafos and out the other side with our
eyes tight shut, our noses full of pollution. The tombseveast aside. The cholesterol would go to

waste.

To St. Neophytos. Overlooking the monastery we had a hurried picnic: the living relics of St. Neophyto
had called us out of Pafos and we were eager to meet him. Russian pilgrims, last seen in Larnaka wer
there already, unpacking names for the Proskimide from their bags and lighting candles. St. Neophyto:
inhabits heaven and also a casket to the north of the iconostasis. It was a heavenly moment veneratin
him whilst the Russians were singing his tropaaod the magnifications from Matins (Orthros).

Outside is a gift shop: nothing we would want. The map told us to go to St. Chrysorrgia Monastery. So
we did. Full of tourists who had not the slightest idea what they were doing there or what they were
looking at. They were taking |l ots of pictures of
Horrid. So we left and just up the road we found something altogether different.

St. Nicholas of Myra (Santa Claus) achieved so much in his lifetime. Pligcigfacourse, he acquired
grace and this led to an Everest of good works. One of these was building the monastery of Agios Mor
(VoigA hnoM).

The monastery of Agios Moné\bigA hnoM).



Outside, as one enters, there are beautiful cyicadgdant that speaks to us of infinitynside was the

Infinite! Across a courtyard the temple rises up built partly from pagan stones, inside the temple is an
ancient screen filled with bran@w and beautiful icons. In the altar one is surprised to find the
semicircular seating arrangement of the earl i
the centre with the presbytery curling away from him who is the icon of Christ Hifkeltheart

thumped as one tried to pray but found words worthless. Suddenly Fr. Epiphanios appeared! He is
wonderfully strong, muscular, with a huge mane of frizzy grey hair, a large beard, huge smile, piercing
eyes and love radiating out from him. Imnegdly we were asked to eat with him and stay the night, but
we had to settle fametrio cafesaind a couple of crystallised walnuts as we were promised elsewhere tha
night. Fr. Epiphanios spent years on Athos at Dionysiou Monastery before being broAgjbsto

Moné where he looks after it alone and is brought food by his neighbours. He pressed a bag of walnut
on us and some Altar Wine that we used at Christmas.

That evening we ate with neighbours who shared stories of the local saints with us alqrigzaitind
salad, ice cream, love and warmth and every type of hospitality. Zaphiroura the younger played her
newly acquired piano to us, Peninah from Nairobi told of the growth of the Church there and the Holy
Spirit hovered over the entire house.

The wed had passed so quickly but would live on, growing deeper in my heart as time went on. The
next day, Friday, was spent in doing all those last minute things that have to be done; packing, returnir
the faithful car, taking lunch in a café, walking througitnaka for the last time, averting our eyes from
yellow dogs. A final thankful visit to St. Lazarus the friend of Christ (it makes my skin prickle to think
of his title!) and of the four days, a final candle lit before the icons of the Saviour and Hislblps

Mother, a hesitation before having to leave. An agony.

| am grateful to those who let it happen (I will spare their blushes but God grant them increase, salvatic
and many years!) and to Metropolitan GABRIEImany yearsT for his blessing for m& leave his

parish, to those who opened their homes, monasteries and hearts to us. Most of all to Jesus Christ oul
Saviour who, after a year of sadness, loneliness, dryness and bereavement used Cyprus to lift my chir
again so to let me face my vocationeeed. It was an overwhelming experience of the presence of
Christé one which, if Christ wills, wil!l one
streets of Lincoln and out into the shires.

Amen.

Fr. Philip

A Pilgrimage to Montenegro Bright Wee k 2007

Day 1 Monday 9" April 2007

An email arrived advertising what seemed to be a marvellous trip to Montenegro with the Fellowship o
St . Basil of Ost r elapkingdhyskugto honasteries, the seasiadedup in thes |
mountains and so on. | deleted it. Another arrived. Same information! | deleted that one also. Two wee
went past and the telephone rang. It was Desi
iBecause I &m not coming, o6 | told him. Desi mir
him I wasndét coming. Two days passed and Desi
mind fast as the tickets were going to be booked: how @iant to get there? Two more days went past
and | relented: | sent off my cheque. | thank God | did

So | found myself surrounded by young people sitting on a pavement café in Dubrovnik airport (Croatic
drinking a bitter lemon fizzy in the hot suns@iwondering what would happen next. What happened



next was that a very tall young man called Vladimir (Vlado the Tall) whisked us off in a coach to
Trebinje in Bosnia. The route took us through breathtakingly beautiful scenery, up into higher mountair
and then into the city itself. Here we piled into the Cathedral of the Transfiguration and gave brief than}
for a safe journey by singing the Paschal Troparion. Here we met Fr. Boris who, wearing an elegant gr
rasson, looked delighted to meet us all.lBar the bus and now up to a beautiful little church and

centre on a hill overlooking the city. This is the Temple of the Annunciation, a copy of one in Kosovo. I
has a beautiful screen, light coloured wood, highly polished with simple, Byzantine shdganly the

lower range) and above it the dragons holding up a Calvary, the templon richly carved with intertwining
vines and the grapes hanging from them. The icons of The Saviour and the Mother of God have
cherubim written into the borders of the ic&tunningly beautiful. The floor is covered with coloured
marble. The whole interior is frescoed in the traditional manner and a large polyeleios and chandelier
lights the interior. The Holy Table was clothed in a rich blue cover decorated in gold vetlesind

vines. The heady perfume of Madonna lilies filled the air and mixed with the scent of incense. This is a
new church, containing the body of a Bosnian poet. From here we walked to a parish house and had tl
first of many cups of tea, shlivovicajc#s of cake and other generous hospitality. Fr. Boris welcomed

us warmly, speaking to us of the problems the Serbian Church now faces (there is a tiny but powerful
breakaway group who is calling itself the Church of Montenegro).

The sun began to seighting up the Crosses on the five domes of the Temple. The Archangel Gabriel
flew down to the Theotokos over the door of the Temple: my heart leapt for sheer joy. Two full days of
Pascha were being completed and the Archangel was speaking anew. Wetheksgd pavement to

the sound of Church bells; Beccy and Anca were also singing beautifully below a parapet, the sun

| owered itself into the mountains. ACome with
the mountains, through the Pasggoontrol and into Montenegro. Black Mountains indeed! From all
about they frowned on us and soon the light was .gone

Below us |ights of a city came into view. A s
said pointing into the darkness. $itywe were passing the Turkish fortification and down into the city
itself. It is a reasonably sized place of about 60,000 tall, healthy looking andogdaty inhabitants,
industrialised, a long history, beautiful streets, views and buildings. #dms nice squares and statues.
Over all of it the White Cathedral looks down benevolently through its surrounding pinewoods

|l was taken to fAiPashao (Pascha) the Church Re
scene. It was a dark rdavith several windows looking out on to it. One window drew my attention. In it
was a large icon of St. Basil of Ostrog (more of him another time) lit by a hanging lamp. The warm ligh
radiated into the dark street and | was drawn towards the welconong(twmre about Pasha another

timeT it itself is wonderful!) I was met by a wall of delighted young faces all saying Khristos voskrese!
and Voistinu voskrese! and herding me to a table laid for thirty. Soon | had one glass full of beer,
another glass afhlivovica, a glass of fizzy, and everyone was proffering me food from every direction.
Fr. Sl obodan (which means AFreedomo) came an:
played the usual Pascal Egg Conkers. His cracked, and they all assuhed hirad to eat it. | played

Egg Conkers with someone else. Mine cracked and this time | had to eat it. This seemed to happen
throughouttheweekwh osever egg cracked | ended up eati
long the others arrived ankde party began. We feasted on various meats, cheeses, and cabbage salads
there were lots of breads (including ones | could eat) and not long afterwards the room was heaving w
people making new friends. Fr. Slobodan moved to a barstool next to-eopjedd table and he and

several others began to sing. They sang a range of songs; patriotic, religious, love ballads and comicz
Sometimes they sang alone frequently everyone joined in. Behind me an icon of the Saviour looked



down. The little lamp befordim burned brightly. Perhaps it was only shlivovica but my heart felt warm
and | thanked Him for the persistence of Desimir

Shortly thereafter we were taken to our rooms, clean, tidy, simple and nearby: perfect. As | closed my
eyes our own parish honag@peared before me with the Paschal Candle shining out in the darkness of th
templ e. ACome receive the Light! o and 1| ight
the garden and now | had found it here too. Glory to!God

Day 2

Tuesday 1th April 2007

After a roasting hot night it was a pleasure to get up and have a cool shower and consider the day to
come. | was to take my vestments and concelebrate the Divine Liturgy: that was all | knew! At 8am |
was with all the others and a coach setting off rather late! After some time we arrived at the
monastery. It is a monastery for women. It is not large and for a while had been turned into an hotel bt
Is now lived in by a number of nuns, many of whom are novices

We were hured across a large grassy courtyard and into the temple. This is made of blocks of stone
that have been plastered on the inside. It is a white, cool, introspective place. Signs of Pascha were
everywhere: the chandeliers had little string bags hangingtfrem, in each bag was an egg decorated

for Easter, often with a long tassel hanging down from it. This had a really pretty effect. Above the mai
screen icons (a very simple white, wooden screen with few icons) were semicircles of red and white
flowers, and pots of the same before them. Very pretty. A choir of nuns was singing as we entered: the
Liturgy was well advanced. | was hustled into the Altar and hurriedly dressed. The Liturgy was a
beautiful experience. The other two priests were Fr. S., a mamnkyand Fr. Vasilios who is a married
priest living in the area. During Communion red eggs were distributed. Fr. Vasilios was very moved
during the Communion and said | ater that he h
one! | feelitinmy heart! o6 he said with tears

The Monastery is named after St. Luke the Apostle. In the centre of the temple is a reliquary containin
arelic of St. Luke. Some say that it is a relic of St. Luke Hosios (d. 953) but whichever saint it is there
is a rich perfume arising from this relic

The monastery had put on breakfast for us of honey, cakes, shlivovica and tea in a lovéiyextone
reception room. Some of the stones had been painted with icons. Immediately we had finished this (ar
several red eg) we were taken up stairs to a refectory to have a huge and delicious lunch of roasted
fish, spinach pies, dolmades, salads and more shlivovica and red eggs. It was lovely to look over the
assembled company from all their different countries and thifkrof. Vasi | i o0sé st at e
one! I feel it in my heart! o Later one of the
No wonder repressive states mark us out for dreadful treatment



Wiping our mouths we visited the monasterggerly. There is a beautiful little chapel, fully frescoed,

and indoors in which was some embroidery that was being prepared for vestments that would dress a
saint. This was magnificent work of astonishing detail. In one cuff was the icon of the radtiigy
Theotokos and on the other the Dormition. From this we went to a workshop where the nuns make

religious items |ike incense burners from pot:
not accept payment (but there are ways round thAgtigr a final photograph with Mother Superior we
departed for the Cathedral and museum at Ni kg

The Cathedral is also pleasingly plain and simple. It is elegant and handsome, built by St. Nicholas Cz
and Passion Bearer it is also very large foOathhodox temple. Built of white stone it has a marble

screen and wooden icon desks and throne. Thankfully there are no chairs and pews that so often
disfigure the inside of temples and prevent their proper use. Here too we were able to venerate relics ¢
St. Basil and the Holy Cross. At the back was a small shop settling items useful for religion: prosphore
seals, prayer ropes and icons for example. Some of these were-kanodnd’he man in charge of the

shop gave me a beautiful little seal that | hasedufor our liturgy in Lincoln, in this way binding us to

them there. | have been into church shops in England that contain beautiful quality items identical to
those one finds at National Trust houses. In one such place | was invited to spend ovezdgaurtis

on a teapot. It is usual to find quantities of fudge and expensive biscuits but hardly a Bible or prayer
book, barely an icon, rosary or a neck cross or other book about the faith. Such shops should considel
carefully what this tells the visit@bout the overall message being preached. This little shop, with its
generous keeper, its useful and simple wares and the quantities of Bibles, prayer books and other boo
of the faith, spoke about the love of God and the simplicity of the Gospel. Wasr@ map at the back

of the temple dividing the city into parochial areas each with its own priests. They have the areas but
only the one building so everyone comes together on Sunday in the one place. | wish | could have bee
there

From here to the oseum and then a mucieeded rest followed by a walk round the lake where it was
suggested, off the cuff, that | might like to do a radio broadcast. Distracted by the beauty of the scenel
and those who were already swimming in the icy waters of thd laks ai d, A Ok, i f it
forgot all about it (more of this latgr.

That evening out hosts put on a party at Pasha, the Church restaurant. It was a lovilggranityy

(various traditional), singing, plenty of talking and shining eyessamiting faces all about. As

happened the previous evening, the lamp before the icon of the Saviour burned brightly, dividing as it
spread out and resting on those within the room, beyond the room and in the street. Looking up from n
conversation with Mib a , |l saw the truth of what Fr. Vasi
heart! o Glory to God

Day 3

Wednesday 1th April 2007

The day began with a healthy breakfast in Pasha the restaurant. There appeared to be a delay so beftc
long thee were lines of youngsters doing various types of English country dancing and a few Scottish
dances (to the slight amazement of the locals!) the time passed quickly and shortly we were in a coact



driving through the mountains. Driving through the mourgtasmot for the faint hearted in

Montenegro! The roads have constant switchbacks and huge cliffs so that when one constantly teeters
the edge of the road in a fast moving coach one has some fairly spectacular views. After an impressive
drive Alex poined into the distance. There, three quarters up an impressive mountain ridge, hardly
visible to the eye was a white building, clea

The driver shifted gear downwards and the coach billowed out blue smokdasowed up the
winding road passing nothing on the way except the odd isolated farmhouse with its obligatory chicker
After half an hour the coach pulled into a car park and we all dismounted

Ahead of us was an avenue of trees with a wide gravelbeimeeen them. This ended in a church with a
spire and belfry. Montenegrins tend to be giants, but outside this church was a deacon who outdid thel
all, towering over everyone. Gradually we began to make our way up the mountain. In my case a car
soon pickedne up and took me the rest of the way (Fr. George ascended by donkey some twenty year
ago!) to a wide platform which ran before the main (and new) monastic building. This is sumptuously
faced with large icons of the Saviour and the Theotokos and framtlieemassive cliff rises straight
upwards from behind the building. Some spare acacia trees break up the terrace: a contrast to the hee
wooded hillside that everyone else was still climbing. Finally we were all together again and able to
walk towardsa narrow archway. This led onto a staircase that brought us to a very low door at the end
a narrow balcony. We needed to wait. After some time a monk with a key arrived and we were ushere
in. we entered a cave that has been walled in. Along the ledtdide is an iconostasis made from

beaten brass (or something similar) with icons set into it. At the far end of the cave are more icons
frescoed onto the plastered cave wall. Below these is a shelf carved into the cave. On this shelf rests ¢
simple wooda coffin, which when opened (as it was immediately) reveals the relics of St. Basil who is
dressed in the vestments of a Bishop, his face veiled, but his hands clearly showing no signs of
incorruption. After an exemplary life as a monk then as a BishoBaSil died in 1671 after which

pilgrims began to flood to his tomb, drawn by his record of healing the sick of all types of disease. This
continues to the present. From here we ascended to a higher cave, also now a chapel. This is the Cha
of the HolyCross. There were further relics in here and a number of artefacts that are kept on shelves
lying about. One of these is a Nazi bomb that came into this church but did no damage. Outside this c:
church is a wider balcony leading to a grapevine. Thisayiap is notable for several reasons: firstly it
grows very high up. There are grapes elsewhere on earth that grow at altitude but in Montenegro the
grapes grow only at lower altitudes. This one grows not only at altitude but the grapes have healing
propeties and are handed out individually to women who have no children and to those who have
cancer. How interesting it is to think of all the ways God finds of bestowing His blessings

Fromthese heights we descended to a beautiful new church dedicated (in 2004) to St. Stanko and
modern martyrs and the 27 war heroes from 1943. St. Stanko was ay#@renid shepherd who
tended the monasteryo6s sheep imandtribdgo forcea himtey be
become a Muslim and to betray the monastery. He refused. They cut his hands and the lower part of h
arms off. Still refusing they decapitated him and left him dead in the fields. His body was gathered up
and is in one of theillages nearby but his hands eventually came to the Monastery he both loved and
protected. To quote frode t r opol i t an Amfil ohijeds sermon at
grown into a beautiful shrine dedicated to the Holy New Martyr Stankistvbg. Today his little hands
have been given a body. His hands today caress, bless and bear witness from this rock and from this
church how glorious it is to be a witness to
little hands rest oa red cushion on the south side of the temple. They are very small. One can all too
painfully imagine the last time that he stretched them out in witness to God and offered both them and
his head to the Lord






