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Given the crisis we still do not know when we will be able to do the services normally and
we are waiting for Vladyka’s decree. At the moment the clergy are serving behind closed
doors. You can have confession and communion at home. The priests will bring you holy
communion.

Dates for Your Diary / Baxubie /laTbi
Patronal Feast: Saturday 4 July

IIpecToabHblii npazaauk: Cyodora 4 uroJis

Baptisms in March

1 March: Maria Ichim

1 March: Igor Guscin

8 March: Theodore Gherorghiasa

Church News — VERY IMPORTANT!

On 4 July, which is our patronal feast, God willing, Vladyka together with an old friend,
Bishop Alexander of Vevey, will consecrate our church — we have been waiting for this
moment for ten years, so this is a very important event for us. Another new reader will also be
tonsured and other events will also occur, God willing. We are expecting many guests from
many places.

PARALYZED ICONOGRAPHER SERGEI
KOZLOV: “MY DISABILITY IS AN
INVALUABLE GIFT FROM ABOVE”

Galina Minakovo


https://orthochristian.com/108251.html

An accident ...

Sergei is totally paralyzed except for his head, neck and shoulders. By our hero’s own
admission, nothing remained for him but to learn how to do something with the muscles that
still had some potential for movement. This desire proved to be enough to find his calling in
life. His sole chance to maintain contact with the world was via the computer, and his old
friend Igor Sitnikov, now living in Canada, encouraged him to paint icons. His friend’s idea
found a place in his heart, and besides, he had always drawn well, although, admittedly, it is
hard to imagine with what difficulty Sergei could do this!

“With the help of my shoulder joint I can manage my disobedient right hand, laying it on my
computer mouse.”

“To paint one icon takes between three and five weeks, with twelve to sixteen hours of work
a day. My icons are painted with the help of special artistic programs, subject to, naturally,
the Orthodox canons. Of course, I wouldn’t be able to do all this on my own, if not for my
partners from the guild. Besides me, there are a few other people, including a carpenter and
graphic designer. We have worked together since 2008. People who order icons from us say
they bear a special grace.”

“I want to emphasize that I have no merits in this, except for patience,” says Sergei, sharing
the secrets of his skill.


http://www.pravoslavie.ru/english/82573.htm

Another of Sergei’s brainchildren is his own site, http://gitie.ru/, which has one of the highest
ratings among Orthodox sites. If you ask Kozlov how he manages to do all this, he answers
with the Russian saying: “When you’re bored you can do all kinds of work!”[1]

Before and After

Listening to Sergei’s story, I caught myself thinking that his story shocked me to the depths of
my soul. Of course it would seem so, with such a feeble body but such a powerful spirit! For
us, the healthy and carefree, everything is different. It seems to me that this young man,
entirely dependent on outside hep and compassion, is truly an example for us all—an
example of how to live, not feeling sorry for yourself; how not to whine, overcome daily
pain, and to bless God for every trial sent to us. It’s not Sergei who needed to talk to me but
me who needed to communicate with him, to understand how it’s possible to live and even
create, being bedridden, when life itself seems to have lost all meaning. To live, and not
grumble about your circumstances. To enjoy every day, do all within our power for our
neighbors... But Sergei doesn’t just live; he supports himself in life and also helps his
neighbors. Caught in a difficult situation, he became a deeply believing man. After all, that he
is even still alive is itself a true miracle. With such injuries as Sergei had you just don’t
survive. Seven cervical vertebrae were cracked into splinters, tearing up his spinal cord. It’s
the same as having your head torn off.

Here we need a small digression. I knew Sergei from school (we were in the same grade).
Many of my girlfriends were in love with him. Tall, handsome, blue eyes... We girls sensed
then nobility and a generous soul in him.

Not so long ago, unaware of the drama happening in Sergei’s life, I asked a mutual friend:
“How’s Kozlov?” and I heard: “He’s paralyzed. He had an accident diving into a river...”


https://orthochristian.com/100214.html#_ftn1
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A sample of Sergei's work

This is how his classmates remember him:

Svetlana Andreeva:



“In school Sergei was an active, happy, fun-loving guy. Incidentally, he also drew very well.
Basically all the girls liked him. And of course! He was so handsome—tall and handsome. He
got married very early, ahead of all our male classmates.”

Tatiana Lazareva (Prokopova):

“I can say only good things about Sergei Kozlov. I remember his infectious laugh, how he
‘neighed’ to the whole class and everyone roared with laughter...”

The fateful fall...

It happened in 2002, by some mystical confluence of circumstances, on July 7, the day of St.
John the Baptist. Legend has it that on this day mermaids gather young men into their
kingdom. On the same day the Orthodox Church celebrates the Nativity of St. John the
Forerunner and Baptist of the Lord. And now it is Sergei Kozlov’s second birthday... Such
sad thoughts were spinning around in my head when I spoke with Serezha. I sat and listened,
and he daunted me with every phrase:

“God forbid that I should return to the state in which I lived for thirty years,” he said
unexpectedly. “I am thankful to Him that this happened to me.”

“Serezha, do you remember that fateful day?”

“I remember it like it was yesterday. Some friends and I went to the Bityug River. As usual, it
was noisy and fun—just some pleasant, non-committal hanging out. Of course, no one was
thinking of anything bad. We were at the river for five or seven hours and were planning to
leave when I decided one last time to dive from the shore, as [ had done many times. The next
second I felt impact with the bottom, and a loud crack ringing in my ears. At that moment I
had the thought: ‘I need to swim to the top, and figure out everything up above.” And then |
realized—my body was not listening to me. Slowly sinking to the bottom of the river, |
couldn’t help but admire the underwater life. Looking at the bright greens and the fish
frolicking in them, I suddenly perceived that I needed to take a breath—and that breath is
now the most important event in my miserable life. My friends were gathering their things to
go home just then, and no one was watching after me. By the time they remembered me
twenty minutes already had passed. By that time it was a blue corpse they took from the river.
The spectacle, of course, was not for the fainthearted. At that moment my friends were
panicking. No one knew exactly what to do. Just imagine—the human brain can go without
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oxygen no more than five minutes, and after seven minutes it dies. In my case about twenty
minutes went by. When finally they began to do CPR on me, trying to bring me back to life,
no one suspected that anything was wrong with my body. Who knew that I had broken
vertebra? And that to touch someone in such a situation is extremely dangerous? Frantically
trying to save me from death, my friends were unaware that splinters from my vertebra were
permanently mutilating my spinal cord.”

“You don’t blame your rescuers?”

“What?! It was God’s providence. No, I don’t blame those who saved me at all. Until the end
of my life I will be grateful to them, because they forced the water out of my lungs, and I
would now be living at the bottom of hell. From my first breath then I received a new birth.
The Lord gave me another chance to reevaluate my life.”

Photo: gitie.ru

A premonition of trouble...

“Many people say that just before some tragic event in their lives they have a premonition of
trouble, experiencing inner discomfort and inexplicable anxiety. Such a feeling, that the soul
feels something ahead of time, is very difficult to explain with words. Sergei Kozlov’s story
is no exception. According to him, there was a horrible premonition. A sense of expectation
of those terrible events did not leave the heart of Tatiana Ilychina—Sergei’s mother. She felt
an inexplicable agitation; her soul was tossed about, not finding any rest, until they wrote to
her that her son had had an accident. Sergei himself had a similar feeling. The day before they



had buried his friend, and before this planned trip to the river Kozlov saw his departed friend
in a dream.

“It was on the border between sleep and waking—I opened my eyes and I saw my friend
Sergei’s huge face, who had tragically died in a car accident a few days before. For some
reason Sergei smiles at me, and then suddenly rushes into some unknown distance, and,
finally, disappears into the darkness. It was an amazing vision—I didn’t know what to make
of it, but I felt that it’s somehow connected with the subject of death,” Sergei said, sharing his
recollections.

He is convinced that death does not come abruptly—it always gives signs of itself, and man
feels it. It’s a primal, inexplicable fear. A little later Sergei would again call to the lady in
black, staring her in the eye more than once...

“No electricity comes through a broken cable”



Sergei's icon of St. Basil the Fool-for-Christ

After being miraculously saved, Sergei had to endure, in his expression, “real torments of hell
in my own body,” as no one gave him any hope that he would live. When Kozlov was loaded
unconscious into an ambulance, the doctors had no hope for a favorable outcome. On the
road to the hospital he howled like a wild beast. The pain was unbearable. Even less
comforting was the medics’ prognosis: “He has a few hours left to live.” They told Sergei’s
mother right away that she should prepare for his funeral, explaining that such a trauma is
fatal. But the night passed, and Sergei lived. They moved him to another hospital. He
regained consciousness just as two young doctors were discussing his fatal trauma. “What
happened to me?” Sergei asked with difficulty. Silence was the answer.



The first operation lasted seven hours. It seemed like an eternity to his family. And again—no
encouraging prognoses. It stretched into horrible weeks and months. Literally every day he
had to fight for his life, watching as people with similar traumas were dying.

“A month later, I turned into a mummy—at a height of 6° 3, my weight was eighty-eight
pounds,” Sergei recalls about that time.

Then his attending doctor decided on another operation. It also lasted seven hours, only
practically without anesthesia, because strong anesthesia would have led to cardiac arrest.

“I felt it as they hollowed out the damaged parts of my spine through my opened neck with a
hammer and chisel and replaced them with new ones; how they carved the bone tissue out of
my hip,” Sergei recalled.

The details are not for the fainthearted... Just imagine—Sergei clinically died three times
during his operation! He kept dying and returning to life.

“It was like I left my body and saw myself from outside when they saved me again. I'll
remember this state of lightness and weightlessness my whole life. I was shown what man
truly is, that in reality our bodies are just visible shells, temporary dwellings for the soul.
[2] For me it was a kind of consolation, given by God.

Then there was another operation, and another, and another, but they didn’t change anything.

“For five years I worked hard on my body with a masseuse and a medical gymnast, but, as
you know, no electricity comes through a broken cable. Then I came to the conclusion that a
multifunctional bed is precisely what I’d been dreaming of all my life,” Sergei concluded,
serious or joking.

He’s been lying in bed since then—his reckless youth, early marriage, and divorce remaining
in his past. Now his mother is always with him, and his visitors, his beautiful daughter Yana,
his comfort and joy, who gave him his beloved grandchildren Ilya and Ivan. Today these
remarkable tots fight amongst themselves for the right to distract their young grandpa from
his work.
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A happy couple ordered Sergei's icons for their wedding. Photo: gitie.ru

“Health is a gift, but sickness is a priceless gift!”

When everything is good and smooth like butter we barely remember the Most High; rather,
we are more ready to believe in our own importance than in Him. But should any of us be
faced with difficulties, stumble, lose our loved ones or become seriously ill, we immediately
remember the higher powers, clumsily asking the Lord for a miraculous healing or comfort.
Human nature is so ordered: We do not protect what we have, but we weep when it’s lost...

According to Sergei, he always felt the presence of his guardian angel nearby:
“With delight and pride I told my friends about it. I loved to reflect upon Holy Scripture, but
in reality, I was in no rush to allow God into my heart. Only my accident spiritually healed

me. | felt that the Lord is near.”

Every day in his prayers Sergei thanks God that He didn’t allow him to drown, and saved his
soul. Deeply believing, he, it seems, has acquired peace of soul.

“It is my air—now I breathe by Him. It is my path along which I walk, and I have no right to
leave it,” he shared with me. Hope that his earthly sufferings will not be eternal, and that his
soul, like an angel, will soar with ease into Heaven, gives him strength.

“And what now do you ask God for, Sergei?”


http://www.pravoslavie.ru/english/33327.htm

“I always ask Him for one thing—that He would forgive my sins. What else can I ask for? I
don’t ask for a better lot. The meaning of my life is now to worthily exit into the other world.
I do not fear death, as I have stared it in the face more than once. We are all mortal. But the
question is, how will we die? There’s no other way for us but repentance. No podvigs are
required from us—only to learn to gratefully accept all sorrows and sickness from God,
which He sends us for the salvation of our souls.”

“How do you manage not to complain about your circumstances?”

“In general, despondency is a great sin. As I already said, it is necessary to thank the Lord for
all sends us. Then everything will be seen to be relative. We complain that we have periods of
throbbing back pain; but, thank God, the pain goes away. And I’'m already accustomed to
living with constant pain. I remember only twice being awakened because the pain had left,
and even then it only lasted three minutes at the most. I woke up because I had no pain, do
you understand? There was a moment when I thought, ‘Am I alive?’ That’s how unusual this
feeling was—Iike in a dream where I am always healthy. In real life I just lie in bed, and in
another—I’m running on my feet. Basically, I accept what happened to me as my due. It is
my cross. | moved towards it my whole conscious life, not finding any peace in my former
worldly life. I wanted to devote myself entirely to some beloved work, holding nothing back.
But I found no such thing. My soul was tossed about until what happened happened. But |
can’t just lie here. I realized that I had to somehow provide for myself, to at least earn money
for my own medicine. I couldn’t just depend on my parents! I began to look on the internet
for a way to occupy myself. And there the field is unplowed—just pick something and do it! I
began with Photoshop. I took orders for touching up old photos. Here again you need artistic
skill, and from childhood I had drawn pretty well, so I had to recall some nearly forgotten
skills. They came in handy later when I began to explore a special program for drawing icons.
I had finally found my beloved work. A wise man once said: ‘Health is a gift, but sickness is
a priceless gift!” The difference is unmatched—the feeling of spiritual peace instead of
worldly vanity—the constant presence of God instead of the enemy of mankind.”

It seems Sergei has only one regret—the daily hassle he brings his mother. She is ready,
together with her son, to walk this path to the end; for “where your heart is—there will be
love.” Love, supported by their faith in God.

The following video (in Russian) from Sergei Kozlov’s site gives a glimpse into his unique
work process:

Galina Minakovo
Translated by Jesse Dominick

The Pier

1/17/2017
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[1] “ma Bce pyku oT cKyku.”

[2] What Sergei says here is true of man in his fallen state, in which the soul will eventually
depart from the body and the body will die. However, this does not mean that the body is not
an essential element of what it means to be human.

KAK YCIIOKOUTBHCA BO BPEMA
KOPOHABUPYCA

Amutpun CemeHnkK

VcTopusa ¢ KopoHaBupycom KoHe4YHa. OHa B OCHOBHOM 3aKOHYUTCS 4Yepes
HECKOJIbKO MecsLEeB uan rnapy nAet. Ho 3a 3To BpemMs MHorme rnotepsitoT
chusnyeckoe Uan AyLIEBHOE 3[0POBbLE HE OT BUPYCa, @ OT MaHWKu, OT
ype3MepHoOU TPEBOrn, KOTOPOW OHU noaAainck. Kak He noganatbcs?
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KTo M noyeMy naHukKyetr

B sTOT mepuon TpeBora CTAaHOBUTCSI OMACHO BBICOKOM y TE€X JIIOACH, Y KOro OHa M J0 3TOTrO
ObLIa mOBBIMIEHA. Ecii BBI IPUBBIKIIN TPEBOXKHUTLHCA O 6J'II/I?>KI/IX, O Pa3JIMYHBIX OIMACHOCTX,
€CIM TpeBOra JOCTaBisijla BaM MHOTO HENPUSATHBIX MHUHYT, 3HAYUT, BBl — TPEBOXKHBIN
YeJI0BeK.

[Touemy TpPEBOXKHBIX JIOJIE MHOTO, a YHMBEPCAJIBLHOIO OTBETa HA BOIPOC «KaK MOOEAUTH
TPEBOTY» HET?

[ToTomy uTO TpeBora — 3To He Kakoe-TO caMoCTosATeNbHOEe 3a0oneBanue. [10106HO ToMy, Kak
BBICOKasl TEMIIEpaTypa — CUMIITOM MHOKECTBA Pa3IMUHBIX 3a00JIeBaHUM, TPEBOra — CUMIITOM
MHOXKECTBA PA3JIMYHBIX IICUXOJOTMUYECKUX MmpolseM. YToObl CHpPaBUTBCS C TPEBOIOM,
HEOOXOJMMO JMAarHOCTUPOBAaTh Ty IICHUXOJOTMYECKYI0 MpoOiieMy, KOTopas SBISETCS
UCTOYHMKOM TPEBOTM HMMEHHO y TeOs, W JaJblle yXKe IPOBECTH COOTBETCTBYIOILME 3TOH
npo0sieMe ICUX0TePaneBTUYECKUE MEPOIPUSITHS.

Pemute nmpoGeMy MOBBIIEHHONH TPEBOKHOCTH B KOPHE BIIOJHE PeajbHO, HO, KOHEYHO, 3Ta
CTaThsl HAIlMCaHa He JUISL TOTO, YTOOBI MPOCTO CKa3aTh BaM: UILUTE IICUXOJIOTa.




TpeBora u 6echl

JIMYHO MHE OYEBHJIHO, YTO TEPPHUTOPHS TICHXOJOTHH — 3TO HE KaKas-TO MapajuielibHas
pealbHOCTh, CBOOOAHAs OT JNEHCTBHsS OOBIYHBIX IYXOBHBIX 3aKOHOB. Ecimm y denoBeka
TIOBBIIIIEHA TPEBOXKHOCTh, 3TO HE 3HAUYMT, YTO OH CTPANaeT TOJBKO OT IICHUXOJOTHUECKUX
npo0iemM, a caM Oe3rpelieH.

Koneuno, Het! Bee ayiieBHOE TECHO CBSI3aHO C JIyXOBHBIM, M 0€Chl HUKOT/IA HE YITYCKAIOT TE€X
BO3MOKHOCTEM MYUYHUTHh YEJIOBEKA, KOTOPbIE KM OTKPBIBAET €r0 IICUXOJIOTUYECKOE
HecoBepuIeHCTBO. [loaToMy M B MeXaHHW3ME TpPEBOTM OHM AaKTUBHO Y4YaCTBYIOT, aTaKys
YCJIOBEKa TEMHU CaMBbIMHM HAaBA3YUBBIMH MBICIISIMU, KOTOpHe TaK CHJIIBHO 6GCHOKO$IT
TPEBOKHBIX JIFOACH B ATOT MEPHUO/I;

. He 3aboneto nu A B Tshkenon hopme?

. He 3abonetoT nn B TA>XKenon opme mon 6amskume?
. He noTtepsto nn a paboTty?

. Cmory nuv A nokynaTb NPOAYKTbI?

. Cmory nu 9 BbinJaavynBaTb KpeauT?

ConpoTUBAATLCA TPEeBOre - 3HA4YMT He YHMXKaTb ceba noguuHeHneMm
obmaHy 6ecoBckomMy

[ToaTOMY CONPOTHBISTHCS TPEBOT€ CTOMT HE TOJBKO IMOTOMY, YTO TPEBOXKUTHCSI — ITO
MYYHUTEIBHO U BPETHO JUIS 3I0POBBS, HO U ISl TOTO, YTOOBI HE YHIKATh ce0sl TIOAYMHEHUEM
oOMaHy OECOBCKOMY W HE 3710paaoBaTh JeMOHOB. (CIOBO «paJoCcTh» €1Ba M K HUM
MIPUMEHUMO. )

[TomHMTE, YTO AJISI HABA3UMBBIX MBICIEH XapaKTEPHO TO, YTO OHU BCETJA JLKHUBBI. JIOXKb —
opynue catanbl. He nosepsiiite 3TuM Mbicism! PaccyknaiiTe Tak: €CiM JDKELbl BHYIIAIOT MHE
3TO, 3HAYUT, CKOPEE BCETO HUYETO TAKOTO HE CIy4YHUTCS.

TpeBOora u HeM3BeCTHOCTb

JIrobas TpeBora Bcerna onupaeTcsl Ha HeM3BeCTHOCTh. Ecim OB MBI ceiiyac MOTJIM TIPOYHUTATh
B UHTepHeT-m3AaHusaX 2022 rojga BCIO CTAaTHUCTUKY CMEPTEH M AKOHOMHUYECKOro yIiiepOa ot
SMUAEMUH, KOTOpas K TOMY BPEMEHHM 3aKOHUUTCS WM OyaeT yracatb, Mbl Obl cpasy
YCHOKOMJIUCH. Jlake eciau OKaKeTcs, 4TO KEepTB B MacluTabax dyelioBedyecTBa OyayT
MUJUTUOHBI, YTO BIIOJIHE BEPOSTHO.



Ho na I[aHHBIﬁ MOMCHT BO3MOHbBI BApUAHTBI, U ITIOOTOMY B006pa)KeHI/I€ C IIOMOIIBIO OecoB
PUCYCT HAM KaKHEC-TO HCACHBIC, HO ITOUCMY-TO OUCHb-OUYCHb CTPAIIHBIC YTI'PO3bI.

B ncuxonorum ecth Takod mpuem OOpbOBI CO CTpaxaMu — MPEACTABHTH, YTO MPOU3OIILIO
camoe XyJllee U3 TOro, 4YTO MOIJIO MPOM30MTHU. DTOT CrOCOO MOKHO IPUMEHUTH U 3J1ECh.
[TocrapaiiTech onpenenuTb, 4eTr0 UMEHHO BBl OOMTECH B CBSI3U C DMHIEMHEH, U MIPEICTABbTE,
YTO ATO MPOU3OILIO B CAMOM-CaMOM Xy/IieM Bapuante. Hanpumep.

. Inmnaemma npoaannacb He Noaroda, a ABa roga.

. Ha nnaHeTe ymepno 5 MnaanoHoB 4enoBek (B OCHOBHOM MOXWJIbIX).

. OTowen K bory KTo-To 13 BallUX NOXXWUJbIX POACTBEHHUKOB.

. Bbl noTepsanm paboTy (NOTOM HaLAM OPYrylo, MEHEE OMNJla4nBaEMYIO).

. BaM npuwnocb NUTaTbCs TONILKO PUCOM N xNebom, 1 Bbl ABa roda He
e341n Ha Mope.

. Bbl He cmorsim onnavmBaTh KpeanT (HO 6aHK Oan OTCPOYKY).

I/I, npeacTaBuB BCC 3TO, CMUPUTECH C STUM. Bawm craneT HaMHOTO JIeT4e.

NMudopmauuoHHasa aveTa

Ho ecnu mocie 3Toro Bhl CHOBa IIOJIE3ETE B HHTCPHET CMOTPETH OYCPCAHLIC «HOBOCTH
OIIUACEMHHN», BAPHUTHBCA B 3TOM KOTIIC (baKTOB, CIIYXOB U IIaHUKH, TO 3JApaBO€, MHUPHOC
COCTOSIHHMEC BHOBD ITOKWHET BAaC U Bbl CHOBA HAYHETC TPCBOXKUTHCA.

Jlnst mozieit ¢ MOBBILICHHOW TPEBOKHOCTBIO B 3TOT MEPUO/] a0COIOTHO HEOOXOAUMO KECTKOE
OrpaHUYCHUE KOIMYECTBa MOTpedisieMbix HoBocTel! CkaxeM, 1Ba pa3a B JIeHb, KaKIBIH pa3
He Oosee 10 MuHYT.

[TockonbKy COLICETH MEPENONIHEHbl 3TUM, HE MOIyYUTCs ceOs OrpaHMYMBATH B HOBOCTAX U
ClIyXax, €clii HE OrpaHUYHUTh ce0s B COLCETAX. A Ui 3TOrO BaM CTOMT HalTu cebe apyrue
3aHTHA. UTeHune KHUT, 3a00Ta 0 OJM3KUX UM HE OY€Hb, KAaKHE-TO pPa3BUBAIOLINE KYpCHI... —
€CTh Macca I0JIE3HbIX 3aHATUH, KOTOPbIE HE TOJILKO OTBJIEKYT Bac OT TPEBOXKAIlleH CyeThbl, HO
Y TIPUHECYT KOHKPETHYIO NOJIb3y U YCIOKOAT Bac. M 1ocTaBsT ynoBoiabCcTBHE!

CMmupeHue n nposepue K bory

Bo MHoOrux crpaHax 3akpbIThl XpaMmbl, y Hac BBeIEHbl NPO(QUIAKTHUECKHE MeEpbl Ha
6orociyxeHusx. Henb3st HCKIIIOUUTE BEPOSITHOCTH TOTO, YTO Aaxe y Hac, B Poccum, B ciydae
pacIIMpeHus SMUAEMUH NTOCEIIEHUE XPaMOB MOKET ObITh OTPAHUYEHO Ha HEKOTOPOE BPEMs.



3HauuT U 3TO, 4TO bor moOexmaercs KakoW-TO 3J710M CHIJIOW, KOTOpas Ha HaIIuX Tja3ax
BOompekn Boyie bokuell oBnazeBaeT TmuiaHeTod W yenoBedecTBoM? [logoOHO depHOMY-
YEpPHOMY MOKPBIBATY, KOTOPOE OKYTHIBAET IOyOyr0-roayOyIo TiaHeTy?

Koneuno, ner! Bee npoucxoaut u OyaeT npoucxoauts 1o Bose boxueil. A 3Hauut, Ha Onaro
4eJI0BEYECTBY.

B uyem 3akirouaercs 3To 6J1ar0, MBI ¢ BaMH He 3HaeM. Ho MoxxHO He COMHECBATBHCA, YTO, KaK
06I>IIIHO, Korjga FOCHO,[[I) COBCpUIACT YTO-TO MaCH_ITa6HOC, I10JIb3a 6y,[[eT MHOFOO6pa3HOﬁ.

Hanpumep, mMeHst yauBisiio, moueMy bor mo3BoisieT MeIUIMHE COBEpIIATh TaKUE YCIEXH.
XOT4 ¥ OT/AENBbHBIM 00JI€3HIM, HanpuMep paky, OH ToXe MO3BOJISIET AeaTh OOJIBIINE YCIIEXH,
BCE-TaKH CPENHSS MPOAOJDKUTEIBHOCTh JKU3HM B PAa3BUTHIX CTPAaHAX YBEITHMYUBACTCS, UYTO
SIBHO TPUBOJUT K KHMYEHHUIO aTEUCTOB, KOTOPhIE BOOOPAXKAIOT, YTO BJIACTHh HAJ JKU3HBIO U
CMEPTHIO — B pyKax desoBeueckux. M BOT Teneppb naHHOe 3a0iyxaeHue OyJIeT MoKoaebaeHo,
Y HEKOTOpbIE BCIIOMHAT O bore.

CMUPEHHO NepeHOCUTb UCNbITAaHUA JIErKO - MOTOMY 4YTO TaK Mbl
poBepseMm nobBu u BcemorywecTey Focnopa

Tak Oynmem ke cMHUpSITBCS Tepell ITUM OenCcTBHEM Kak mepea pykoi boxwuein. CmupeHHO
HEPEHOCUTH BCE JIETKO — rOpasJio JIerdye, YeM TEpIETh, IOTOMY UTO MBI JOBEpsiEM JIIOOBU U
BcemorymecTBy Toro, Koro BUIuM HCTOUHUKOM 3TUX COOBITHH.

Mu1 3HacM, 4TO, KaK OBl HU OBIII BEJIMK MaciuTad 6€,Z[CTBI/IH, BHHMaHUS M cuibl Hamero OTma
J0CTATOYHO JJId KaXJ0ro U3 Hac. A 3HAUUT 3710 TUO0 HE KOCHETCS Hac, 0o Te UCIIBITAaHUA,
KOTOPBIC MBI IICPCIKUBEM, 6YIIYT IIOJIC3HBI AJId HacC.

Ka>xxabin 3a cebna?

YacTto J0JM C MOBBIIMIEHHONW TPEBOXKHOCTHIO CBOMCTBEHHA HEKOTOpas BPaKAEOHOCTh — Y
9TUX SIBJICHUM OJHU U T€ ke KOpHU. B 3TOT mepmon BpaxkaeOHOCTb MOMKET BBIPAXKATHCS B
OILYIIEHUHU, YTO MEpeJ HaMHU CTOMUT 3a/aya BBDKUTH BOIIPEKM ACUCTBUAM OKPYKAOLIMX
mronieit. Bmecto Hux. B MarazuHHOM 0010 ypBaTh CBOHM PYIIOH TyaJIETHON Oymaru Wid IMavky
puca. Ha pabote He ObITh YBOJIEHHBIM — IYCTh JIy4Ille YBOJIBHSIIOT IPYTUX. A €CIH MPUACTCS
Jeys B 60sbHHUILLY, yTOOBI anmapaTt MBJI nocrancs tebe (TBoeMy pOJCTBEHHUKY), @ HE KOMY-TO
qyKOMY.

HIOHGP’I, HMCIOIUX IMATKOC MATCPUAIIBHOC ITOJIOKCHUC, MOKCT o6ypeBaTL 3aBUCTb K TEM, Yy
KOro IIOJIOJKEeHHEe OoJiee CTa6I/IJ'IBHOC, U OIIYUICHUC, YTO ThI CaMBIf y;ISBI/IMHﬁ Hn3 BCCX, a
INOTOMY HOJIZKCH JIeliICTBOBATh Ooiee pPCIIUTCIIBHO, arpeCCUBHO, a4 MOKET 6BITI:>, JaXe HC



COBCEM YCCTHO, YTOOBI YpBaThb CBOI KYCOK MaTCepHuaJIbHOI'O 6narononytm;1. Takwne JIFOU 1
ABJIAKOTCA ABUTaTCIIAMUA ITIAHUKH.

Y MHOrux HCPBO3HOCTD, CBA3AaHHAA C CHTyaHHefI, MMPOABJIACTCA BO Bpa)KI[e6HOM IIOBCACHNHU B
COLICECTAX.

Ho BpaxneOHOCTBb, arpeccHs TONBKO YCYTyOJsIOT Halle INCHXOJIOTHYECKOE COCTOSHHE H
HIOIOTPEBAIOT TPEBOTY. A yCIOKaWBaeT HAc, HA00OPOT, 37I0POBBII KOJUIEKTHBU3M. TO ecTh
HOHMMaHHE, YTO BCE MBI Ha OJJHOM KOpaldJie N KaKIbIi JOIDKEH 3a00TUTHCS HE TOJIBKO O cede,
HO U 000 Bcex. YBepeH, 4TO JIHOJIM, KOTOpble ceilyac 3a0oTiaTcs o Oalymikax B CBOEM
HO/IBE3/1e, XOPOIIO U MHUPHO Ha JIyIIe.

Ceituac camoe BpeMsl CTaTh 100pee U BHUMATEIbHEE K Uy>KUM JIIOIsIM. Y BCIOMHUTSG, 4TO JJIs
HAC, XpPUCTUAH, OJMMKHUM SBISICTCS BCSIKUH YEIOBEK, C KOTOPHIM MBI COITPHKACAEMCS.

Hy>xHO 5TO B mepByIO ouepeib HAaM CaMUM.

AKTuUBHan AYXOBHaA >XU3Hb

Yy HCKOTOPBIX JroaeH TpeBOra MOXKCT AOXOAUTH OO TaKou CTCIICHU, YTO CTpadacT HOaXKE
AYXOBHasl JKH3Hb. YenmoBek Tak IOTPY>KECH BO BCC O9TU HOBOCTHU, HUX IICPCIKHBAHUEC U
CBA3aHHBIC C HUMHU ITAHUYCCKUC HCﬁCTBHH, 4TO €MY U MOJIUTBHCA HCKOT' Aa.

Bo3moxna u apyras KpaHOCTh: MOJHMTBA BPOZE IMPOAOJDKAETCS, HO OHA NPEBpaTHIIach B
Boruib TpeBoru: «Cnacu!.. [Tomoru!.. Yoeperu!..»

Bonnb TpeBoru He aBnseTcsa Mmoauteou! BcnoMHUM HacTaBneHue:
«MpebbiBan becneyanbHbIM Npu TBOoem Nocnope»

Ho Bomnbs TpeBoru He siBisieTcss MOJUTBOM! BCmOMHHMM, 4TO CKa3zal KTO-TO W3 CBSATHIX:
«IIpeOpiBaii OecrievanbHbIM TIpu TBOeM ['ocmozme». To ecTh Korma Mbl J€HCTBUTEITHHO
MOJIUMCSI, MBI co3HaeM, ¢ Kem roBopum, moBepsieM EMy CBOIO U3Hb W JKU3HU OJNM3KHX U
MIOMHHAM O CYETHOCTH Bcero 3eMHoro. IloaToMy, korja Mbl HaYMHA€M MOJIUTHCS, TPEBOTa,
€CJIM U Obla, yXOIUT.

KoHeuHo, B 3TO BpeMsi HE CTOUT TEpsSTh CBOIO TYXOBHYIO *H3Hb. CTOMT, HA000pOT, ee
ycunutb. M He 3a0bIBaTh, YTO MHUp AYIIM — 3TO MPHU3HAK M IJIOA MPABUIBHOM JyXOBHOM
YKU3HU.

Celiuac MBI U Hallla AYXOBHAA KU3Hb MMPOXOJAUM HCIIBITAHUC. Yero MEbI CTOUM, U 4YE€ro CTOUT
Haia Bepa?



OTIIMYHBIE MOMEHT CTaTh OoJiee IMOJHOIICHHBIM XPUCTHAHHMHOM M 0oJiee COBEPIICHHBIM
YeJI0BEKOM !

LAmutpunr CeMeHUK, ncuxosor

30 mapTta 2020 r.


http://www.pravoslavie.ru/117298.html
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