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  Every man has his devil, even me,


  but God helped me against him


  and he turned Muslim.




  

    A saying of the Prophet Muhammad,


	cited by Bukhari
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  Translator’s Introduction




  This book, which by my last will and testament, should be published only after my death, contains as faithful a translation as possible of a

  collection of parchment manuscripts discovered ten years ago in the archaeological ruins which abound to the northwest of the Syrian city of Aleppo. These are the ruins which stretch for two miles

  along the sides of the old road linking Aleppo and Antioch, ancient cities with origins dating back to prehistoric times. This paved road is thought to be the last stage along the famous Silk Road,

  which in distant times started in the farthest reaches of Asia and ran its course to the Mediterranean coast. These manuscripts, with their writings in old Syriac or Aramaic, have survived in

  exceptionally good condition, although they were written in the first half of the fifth century of the Christian era, or, to be precise, 1,555 years before our time.




  The late Venerable Father William Cazary, who supervised the archaeological excavations there and who died tragically and unexpectedly in the middle of May 1997, thought it likely that the

  secret of the survival of these manuscripts lay in the quality of the parchment, on which the words were written in black ink of the best quality available in that remote period, as well as the

  fact that they were stored in the tightly sealed wooden box in which the Egyptian-born monk Hypa deposited them, preserving a record of a remarkable career, an unintended history of the events of

  his troubled life and the vicissitudes of the turbulent age in which he lived.




  Father Cazary thought that the wooden box, which was embellished with delicate copper ornamentation, had not been opened throughout the intervening centuries, which suggests that he, may God

  forgive him, did not examine the contents of the box carefully, perhaps because he was wary of unrolling the parchments before they received chemical treatment, for fear they would crumble between

  his fingers. So he did not notice in the margins of the manuscripts the occasional notes and comments written in Arabic in fine Naskhi script in about the fifth century of the Hijra era. It seems

  to me that these were written by an Arab monk who belonged to the Church of Edessa, which adopted Nestorianism as its dogma and whose followers are known to this day as Nestorians. This unknown

  monk did not want to reveal his name. (I have included some of his significant notes and comments in the margins of my translation, while others I have omitted because of their dangerous nature.

  The last thing this anonymous monk wrote, on the back of the last parchment, was: ‘I will rebury this treasure, because it is not yet time for it to appear.’)




  I spent seven years translating this text from Syriac to Arabic, but I then regretted my work on this story of Hypa the monk and I was reluctant to have it published in my lifetime, especially

  as I was already feeble from old age anyway and my time was drawing to a close. The whole story consists of thirty parchment scrolls, written on both sides in a thick Syriac script in the old

  tradition of writing Syriac which specialists know as Estrangela, the oldest and classical form of the alphabet. I have tried hard to find any information about the original author, the Egyptian

  monk Hypa, beyond the facts that he relates about himself in his story, but I have found no trace of him in any of the old historical sources. Modern references are devoid of any mention of him, as

  though he never existed, or rather he exists only through this autobiography which we possess. I have, however, confirmed the authenticity of all the ecclesiastical characters and the accuracy of

  all the historical events which he mentions in this extraordinary document, which he wrote in an elegant hand without excessive indulgence in the flourishes encouraged by old Syriac writing in

  Estrangela, a naturally decorative style.




  The clarity of the script has enabled me in most instances to read the text with ease, so I have translated it into Arabic without worrying that the original might be defective or garbled, as is

  the case with most writings which have survived from this early period. I must not omit here to thank the venerable scholar, the abbot of the Syrian monastery in Cyprus, for the important

  observations he made on my translation and for corrections to some old ecclesiastical expressions with which I was not familiar.




  I am not confident that this translation of mine has succeeded in matching the Syriac text in beauty or splendour. Not only was Syriac exceptional from this early date for the abundance of its

  literature and the sophistication of its writing styles, but Hypa’s language and diction are a model of clarity and eloquence. Many long nights I spent pondering his incisive and expressive

  phrasing and the succession of creative images which he conjures, all of which confirm his poetic talent, his linguistic sensitivity and his mastery of the secrets of the Syriac language in which

  he wrote.




  I have numbered the chapters of this story in line with the sequence of the scrolls, which naturally vary in size, and I have given the scrolls titles of my own devising to make it easier for

  the reader of this translation, which marks the first publication of this text. For the same reason I have used in my translation the modern names for the cities which Hypa the monk mentions in his

  story. So when he talks about the city of Panopolis in the heart of Upper Egypt, I have translated the name from the Greek to Akhmim, the name by which it is known today. The Syrian town of

  Germanikeia I have rendered by the modern name of Marash, and the Scetis Desert by Wadi Natroun, the name by which it is now known, and so on for the other towns and places which appear in the

  original text, unless the old names of these places have acquired a significance which the new names might not convey, such as Nicaea, which now lies within Turkey. Although it is now known by the

  Turkish name Iznik, I have preferred to call it by its old name because of its special importance as the site of church councils. For it was in this city in the year ad 325 that the First

  Ecumenical Council took place and the Egyptian priest Arius was condemned as a heretic, excommunicated and exiled. As for places which occur in the story and which are not well known, I have

  included both their old and new names, to prevent confusion.




  After the Coptic months and years which the writer mentions I have put the equivalent months and years according to the Christian calendar used today. In a few instances I have added essential

  observations in brief and some of the Arabic comments which I found in the margins. I then appended to the story some photographs relevant to the events it relates.




  

    Alexandria, 4 April 2004


  





 





  SCROLL ONE




  Starting to Write




  Mercy, my Lord. Mercy and forgiveness, our Father in Heaven. Have mercy on me and forgive me, for as you know I am weak. My merciful Lord, my hands

  tremble in fear and dread. My heart and soul tremble at the vicissitudes and turmoil of this age. Yours alone is the glory, my merciful Lord. You know that I obtained these scrolls many years ago,

  on the shores of the Dead Sea, to write on them my poems and my orations to You in my times of seclusion, that Your name may be glorified among those on earth, as it is in heaven. I had intended to

  record on them my supplications, which bring me nearer to You and which may after me become prayers recited by monks and godly hermits in all times and all places. Yet when the time came to make

  this record, I was about to write such things which had never before come to my mind and which could have led me to the ways of woe and evil. My Lord, do You hear me? I am Your faithful servant,

  the perplexed, Hypa the monk, Hypa the physician, Hypa the stranger as people call me in my land of exile. And You alone, my Lord, know my true name, You and those in my first country, which

  witnessed my birth. Would that I had never been born, or that I had perished in my childhood without sin, to be assured of Your forgiveness and Your mercy.




  Have mercy on me, O merciful one, for I am fearful of what I am about, but I am under duress, for You know in Your farthest heavens how I am beset by the entreaties of my enemy and Yours, the

  accursed Azazeel, who does not cease demanding that I record all that I have witnessed in my life. And what worth does my life have anyway, that I should record what I have witnessed in it? So save

  me, O my merciful Lord, from his insinuations and from my own iniquity. My Lord, I still await from You Your signs, which have not come. I have bided my time for Your forgiveness, but so far I have

  not doubted. If You wish, O You of sublime might and glory, to provide me with a sign, then I accept Your command and obey. If You leave me to myself, then I am lost, for my spirit has been put to

  the rack, buffeted between the temptations of the accursed Azazeel and the torments of my longings after the departure of Martha, who helped to overthrow the inner regimen of my life.




  I will kneel to You tonight, O Lord, and pray, then sleep, for You have created me prone to dreams for some secret reason. I will sleep a sleep full of dreams, and in my sleep send me from the

  bounty of Your grace a sign to light my way, inasmuch as in my waking hours Your glad tidings have remained beyond my reach. If by your sign, my Lord, you bid me refrain from writing, then I shall

  refrain. But if You leave me to myself, then I shall write. For, my Lord, I am but a feather tossed upon the wind, snatched up by a feeble hand intent on dipping the quill in the inkwell to record

  everything that has befallen me, and everything that has happened and will happen with the Rebel of Rebels, Azazeel, to Your frail servant, and to Martha. Mercy, mercy, mercy.
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  In the name of God on high,1 I hereby start to write my life as it has been and as it is, describing what happens around me and the

  terrors that burn within me. I begin my chronicle (and I do not know how or when it will end) on the night of the 27th day of the month of Thout (September) in the year 147 of the Martyrs, that is

  the year 431 of the birth of Jesus the Messiah, the inauspicious year in which the Venerable Bishop Nestorius was excommunicated and deposed, and in which the foundations of the Faith were shaken.

  I may recount the transgressions and torments that came to pass between me and the beautiful Martha, and the doings of Azazeel, the insidious and accursed. I will also narrate some of my dealings

  with the abbot of this monastery in which I live, and where I have not found peace of mind. In the course of my story I will tell of events I have lived through since leaving my original country

  near the town of Aswan in southern Egypt on the banks of the Nile. The people of my village believed the Nile flows from between the fingers of their god as the water falls from the sky. In my

  childhood I believed the same myth, until I learnt what I learnt in Naga Hammadi, Akhmim and later in Alexandria, and realized that the Nile is a river like other rivers and that all other things,

  like everything elsewhere, differ only to the extent that we make them different by shrouding them in delusion, conjecture and dogma.




  Where should I begin my narrative? The beginnings are intertwined, teeming in my head. Perhaps, as my old teacher Syrianus used to say, beginnings are merely delusions we believe in, for the

  beginning and the ending exist only along a straight line, and there are no straight lines except in our imagination or on the scraps of paper where we trace our delusions. In life and in all

  creation, however, everything is circular, returning to where it began, interwoven with whatever is connected. There is in reality no beginning and no ending, only an unbroken succession. In the

  universe the connections never break, the weft never unravels, and the branching never ceases, nor the filling and the emptying. Any one thing is successively connected, its circle expanding to

  mesh with something else, and from the two of them a new circle branches off, meshing in turn with other circles. Life is full when the circle is complete, and drains away when we end in death, to

  return to whence we began. How confused I am, what is this I am writing? All the circles turn in my head and only moments of sleep bring them to a stop. Then my dreams start to turn, and in those

  dreams, as when I am awake, the memories teem and wrench within me. The memories are like overlapping eddies, circle after circle. If I yield to them and put them in writing, then where should I

  begin?




  I will begin with the present, from this very moment, from my sitting here in my room, which is no more than two yards long and two yards wide. There are Egyptian tombs that are larger. Its

  walls are of the stone with which people build in these parts. They bring it from nearby quarries. The stone was white but today it has lost its colour.




  My room has a feeble wooden door which does not shut tight. It opens to the outside where there is the long corridor passing by the rooms of the other monks. There is nothing here around me but

  a wooden board on which I sleep, covered with three layers of wool and linen, the soft bedding and the blanket, although I am accustomed to sleep seated, in the manner of Egyptian monks.




  In the left corner, facing the door, stands a small low table with an inkstand on top and the old lamp with its pathetic wick and its dancing flame. Under the table are blank pieces of white

  parchment and pieces of pale parchment from which the writing has been washed off. Next to the table is a bag containing scraps of dry bread, a jar of water, a bottle of oil for the lamp and some

  folded books. Above them I have hung on the wall a picture of the Virgin Mary, in relief on wood, because it gives me comfort to look at the face of the Virgin, the Mother.




  In the corner of the room alongside the door there sits a wooden trunk decorated with copper engraving, which a rich man from Tyre gave me full of dates after I treated his chronic diarrhoea and

  took no fee for my services, reviving the tradition of the eminent physician Hippocrates, who taught mankind medicine inasmuch as he dared to write it down in books. I wonder if it was Azazeel who

  prompted him to write.




  If I finish tonight what I am starting, I will put what I have written in this trunk, along with the proscribed gospels and other forbidden books, and bury it under the loose marble slab at the

  monastery gate. I will fill up around it and cover the slab in soil. I will have left something of myself here, before I finally depart, when I end the forty days of seclusion which I begin today

  as I start this writing, about which I have said nothing to anyone.




  My room lies on the upper floor of the building and is one of twenty-four similar rooms where the monks of this monastery live. Some of the rooms are locked up, some are storerooms for grain and

  one is for prayer. The ground floor of this building contains the monastery kitchen, the refectory and the large reception room. Twenty-two monks live in the monastery, as well as twenty novices

  who serve the place until they take their vows as monks. The large monastery church has a temporary priest who is not a monk but was originally the priest of the small church which stands among the

  houses scattered at the foot of the monastery hill. He has been serving the monastery church since the old monastic priest passed away some years ago, pending the ordination of another priest from

  among the monks. The ordination would take place in the Antioch church, to which this monastery is subordinate. The ordinary priests have wives in whose arms they sleep, while we monks sleep alone

  and on most nights we sleep seated, or do not sleep at all because we are busy with prayers and singing long hymns of praise.




  The abbot lives in a separate room, which has at the corners four old Roman columns which used to stand in the large courtyard in front of the large monastery church. When they joined up the

  columns with thin walls, the columns became the corners of the large room. Next to his room is the small church where we usually pray. The big church has two doors, one on the monastery side and

  the other overlooking the hill outside the wall, as though it were two churches, one for the monks on most days and the other for the faithful and the parishioners who come on Sundays and holy days

  to attend mass. Those who come later do not find space inside and have to squeeze in outside the dilapidated wall, around the outer door.




  My room is the little circle of my tangible world, surrounded by a bigger circle which is this monastery, which I have loved from the first day I came inside years ago, where I have stayed ever

  since and where I was blessed with the peace of mind which I had long sought before coming here, until the events that I will relate took place.




  I came to the monastery from Jerusalem, Salem, Yerushalayim, Urusalim, Ilya, al-Quds, the House of the Lord. Many names has this holy city borne, this city surrounded by wilderness on all sides.

  I lived there several years before I came here, fulfilling the will of the Lord and following the guidance and advice of Nestorius, although he, God help him today, had first invited me to go with

  him to Antioch and live there till the end of my life. Then something came up and instead he urged me to come here. In his own hand he wrote me a letter of recommendation to the abbot, and destiny

  led me into events which I have witnessed or suffered, events which I would never have expected. Under my rough pillow I still keep the letter Nestorius sent with me to the abbot. The abbot gave it

  back to me when I asked him for it, a year after I came here from Jerusalem. Jerusalem, how far away you seem now, how my days there seem like a dream that shone in the firmament of my dull life

  and then went out.




  Why has everything gone dark? The light of faith which used to shine inside me, the peace of mind which kept me company in my loneliness, like a candle in the night, my serenity within the walls

  of this gentle room, even the daylight sun, I see them today extinguished and abandoned.




  Will these cares depart my soul? Will joyful news come to me after that which came to us from Ephesus, where the priests and bishops beleaguered the blessed Bishop Nestorius and toiled until

  they brought him down? Time has brought me down, care and anxiety have overcome me. What will become of deposed Bishop Nestorius, whom I knew in the days when he was a priest? We met in Jerusalem

  when he came on pilgrimage with the delegation from Antioch, four years before he was consecrated Bishop of Constantinople. We met at a time which now seems distant, after long years have passed,

  and in the meantime the places, the cities have come to seem remote, impossibly remote.




  Were we really in Jerusalem?





 





  SCROLL TWO




  The House of the Lord




  I well remember how in the middle of the day I entered Jerusalem from the dilapidated part of its high walls, the part which in former times

  included the great gate known as the Zion Gate, and set down my travelling stick there, after long wanderings among the villages of Judaea and Samaria.




  I entered Jerusalem at about the age of thirty, my body and soul exhausted by travel on earth and in the heavens and by roaming through the pages of books. I entered it with unsteady steps,

  close to collapse, in the dog days of Abib (July), and at the door to the great church I fell in a swoon. Some of the pilgrims carried me inside for the priest of the Church of the Resurrection to

  attend to me. He laughed when I told him I was a physician and a monk, and when I recovered from my fainting fit he joked with me, saying, ‘I knew you were a monk from the cap on your head,

  but from your fainting I could not tell you were a physician!’ Then he asked me my name and I told him it was Hypa.




  ‘Have you come on pilgrimage, or do you intend to reside amongst us, holy monk?’




  ‘On pilgrimage first, then let the will of the Lord be done.’




  I spent days in Jerusalem as a pilgrim after three years touring the Holy Places, in line with the advice of St Chariton the Monk, who worshipped incessantly in a desolate cave near the Dead

  Sea. When he bade me farewell, Chariton said, ‘My son, do not enter Jerusalem as soon as you reach the land of Palestine. Enter only when your heart is ready for pilgrimage and your spirit is

  prepared, because pilgrimage is just a journey of preparation, and travel is just a revelation of the sacred element hidden in the essence of the spirit.’




  On my wanderings I had passed by the places where the disciples of Jesus the Messiah once lived and where the Apostles began their mission. I spent months following in the footsteps of Jesus, as

  described in the Gospels and other books, starting with the town of Cana near Nazareth, where the Messiah performed the first of his miracles, when he changed water into wine for the wedding guests

  to drink, as it says in the Gospels. In Nazareth I found no vestige of his presence and no building left to speak of his time. I was puzzled, and I went out of my way to the other villages

  mentioned in the Torah, the Gospels, the canonical holy books and the non-canonical books which we have recently come to call the Apocrypha. On my journeys many doubts plagued me and I suffered

  terrors in my sleep, until three years of wandering had passed and that clear night came when I saw Jesus the Messiah in a vivid dream. His light filled the heavens, and in Aramaic he said to me,

  ‘If you are seeking me, you who are perplexed and astray, set aside your self, and leave the dead, and come up to see me in Jerusalem, that you might live.’ Jesus was addressing me in

  my visions, from up on his Cross, and there was no one around me in the wilderness.




  At dawn, the day after this annunciation, I set off straight towards Jerusalem. My heart rejoiced along the way, as I asked the Lord to purge me of the effects of drowning in seas of doubt, to

  bring tranquillity to my soul through his bounteous grace and to bestow upon my heart sound faith and the light of certitude.




  From the environs of Sidon, where the annunciation came to me, except for two hours in the dead of night when I tried to sleep under a tree, I did not stop until I reached Jerusalem, where I

  intended to settle for the rest of my life. But under the tree successive visions kept me awake: the Saviour suffering on the Cross of Redemption, the lamentation of the Holy Virgin Mother, the

  cries of John the Baptist in the wilderness, and what happened to me when I was in Alexandria. I could not sleep that night.




  I entered Jerusalem from the Samaria road in the heat of the day, and I was gripped by those feelings of alienation that overwhelm me in large cities. The heat was fierce and the tumult great.

  On my way to the Church of the Resurrection I passed by markets and many houses, monks and merchants and people of every kind – Arabs, Syriacs, Greeks, Persians and those of other nations

  whose languages I could not make out when they spoke amongst themselves. I had forgotten the tumult of big cities during my long wandering through the villages of Palestine, and I fled from the

  crowd to the walls of the church and its big open door. I had hardly arrived when I was overcome by my hunger and exhaustion and from assiduously glorifying the Lord. My bag, laden with books and

  papyrus scrolls, weighed heavy on me, and then I fainted that faint for which the priest of the church treated me.




  I spent days among the monks as a pilgrim and they were kind to me, although they often asked me about the lands I had passed through and the hardships, and about the saints I had met or the

  martyrs whose tombs I had visited. They were insistent in asking about Alexandria and I answered them to the extent that the time, place and circumstance demanded, enough to satisfy the curiosity

  of the monks and priests who were asking.




  In my first days in Jerusalem, I thought about the secret of pilgrimage and asked myself what drove me out of my native country and brought me to this holy spot. Could I not have touched the

  essence of holiness in my soul while secluded in the desert close to my homeland? If a place can reveal what is inside us, and travel can bring that to light from the depths of our being, is it not

  possible that humility, chastity, the monastic life, and constant prayer and glorification of the Lord can bring to light divine grace and the saintliness that is latent within us? Where then lies

  the aura of places? Is the aura a secret inside us that pervades places when we reach them after travelling with impatient zeal? The awe I felt when I reached the walls of the Church of the

  Resurrection, did it arise from my sense of the imposing building, or was it from the meaning implicit in the event of the resurrection itself? Did Jesus really rise from the dead? As God, how

  could he die at the hands of men? Is man able to kill and torment God, and nail him to a cross?




  ‘Would you like to stay in the church with us, or will you live in the city to treat the sick among the people of the Lord and those who come here as pilgrims?’ The kindly priest

  asked the question several days after I arrived, and I left the choice to him. No one chooses, but rather it is the will of Heaven, which permeates things and words until it mysteriously reaches

  us. I said that to him and he smiled in satisfaction.




  Then God’s will was done and the priest of the Church of the Resurrection gave voice to it: ‘You can live in the room which the monk from Edessa built, close to the courtyard of the

  church. I mean that room which is on the right as you go out through the main gateway. You can stay there, and be with us and with the people at the same time. The room has been closed since the

  monk went to his resting place two years ago, God have mercy on him. He was a saint. I’ll ask the courtyard servant to clean it out for you and you can stay there from tomorrow.’




  I realized then that they were wary of me, and not yet comfortable with this Egyptian monk who had descended on them without a letter of recommendation and without any explanation. If I had

  stayed inside the church, they would have accepted me among the monks only after years of observation. If I had stayed in the city, the tumult would have killed me. The place suggested was right,

  halfway between the city and the church, neither here nor there, like me: betwixt and between.




  I spent my first night in the Edessan’s room, as they called it, happy that I was staying in a place where the Lord was worshipped faithfully for twenty years in succession. I saw that as

  a good sign and a refuge for my troubled soul. Here right by me was the Church of the Resurrection, to which I had been called, and from my only window I could see the groups of believers and lay

  people who came to the church on pilgrimage and on visits throughout the year.




  The monks and priests who serve the Church of the Resurrection are good and simple, and most of them warmed to me when they learnt that I practise medicine and the art of healing. They were not

  interested that I was a poet. The servitors of the church, the deacons and the young priests were friendly towards me and often dropped in, seeking treatment. As for the old priests and the senior

  monks, I would go to them inside the church when they summoned me.




  Most of the diseases among the people in Jerusalem arose from the arid climate and the lack of diversity in their diet. Most of the time, their staples were olive oil, coarse bread made from

  unsifted brown flour, goat’s cheese and meagre fruits. The people of Jerusalem have a rough life. The weather is mild most days in summer, but bitterly cold at night and in winter.




  When I had settled in somewhat, months after moving in, and my doubts had abated with so many believers around me, I started to compose hymns in Syriac, drawing inspiration from the heavenly

  spirit which glorified the place and filled it with awe. Here is part of a long hymn I composed during that time:




  

    

      

        This is where the light of Heaven appeared,




        Banished the dark from the face of the Earth and gave souls comfort against affliction.




        This is where the Sun of Hearts rose,




        With the radiance of the Saviour, shining with compassion on the Cross of Redemption.




        What is the Cross?




        It is the upright pole of sanctity, intersected by the crossbeam of mercy.




        Let us open our arms to the horizon of mercy and stand upright, facing sanctity.




        Let us be a Cross that bears its cross,




        And follows Jesus.


      


    


  




  The days passed quietly in Jerusalem, mild and monotonous until after the winter of the year 140 of the era of the Martyrs, or year 424 from the birth of Christ, and the city was preparing for

  Holy Week and Easter. I began to see more caravans of Arab merchants arriving in the square in front of the church. The goods became more colourful on the shelves of the city’s stalls, which

  had previously been bare. People were elated, and my heart had tremors whenever Holy Week approached. Before dawn I kept having dreams telling me that some great event was about to happen, but I

  would drive these thoughts away. Shortly before the holiday more and more sick visitors came to see me, many of them suffering from the ailments of travel, especially the old among them. I treated

  them with humectants and medicines which doctors call cordials, changing the patients’ habitual diet only when necessary to help them recover their strength.




  Of all the big processions which passed by me on their way to visit the church, one from the cities of Antioch and Mopsuestia was especially imposing – dozens of priests, monks and deacons

  walking reverently in their solemn ecclesiastical garments, led by a man carrying an elegant cross decorated on the edges with gold leaf. Walking gravely seven paces behind him came Bishop Theodore

  of Mopsuestia,2 the scholar and commentator, and behind them a large gathering of believers and lay people, chanting in unison: ‘Hosanna to the son of

  David, Hosanna in the Highest. Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.’




  I was watching them in wonder from the window of my room, and I saw the cortège passing through the large door into the church, like a throng of angels which had come down to Earth from

  Heaven. There were more than twenty priests and close to a hundred deacons, while the retainers walking behind them were too many to count. Bishop Theodore looked tired but cheerful. I decided to

  make my way through the cortège and I went right up to him. I kissed his hand and he kissed my head, as he did with a man of Kurdish features dressed in the Damascene style. Heavens knows

  what was in my heart, and in his mysterious heavenly ways the Lord brought about a meeting between me and the bishop two days later in a way I had not expected. The next day in the afternoon a

  priest from Antioch and two deacons came to me and asked me to go with them to the bishop’s quarters in the east of the city to check his health, or so they said. I asked them politely, but

  in surprise, how it was that their delegation did not have a physician. The priest said that the physician of their church was with them, then added gently and calmly, ‘But Nestorius the

  priest wants further reassurance on the health of the venerable Bishop Theodore.’




  That was the first time I had heard the name Nestorius and that would be the first day I saw him. I set off with them after filling my bag with herbs which invigorate and strengthen the heart

  and seeds which settle the stomach. I closed the door of my room firmly and we walked together, with the priest from Antioch ahead of us. We walked for about half an hour, enough to bring beads of

  sweat to our faces under the midday sun. I was wearing the cassock of a Jerusalem monk, which the goodly priest had given me a month earlier as a sign that I was accepted among them. At the door a

  priest from Mopsuestia received us and gave us cold water, for which I thanked the Lord. When I entered the bishop’s quarters I suddenly felt that something momentous was about to happen. We

  followed a long corridor and from a door on the right at the far end came a calm and solemn voice: ‘Blessed physician and venerable father, His Holiness Bishop Theodore is talking to some

  guests. Would you like to go in now or would you rather wait here until they come out?’




  It was the priest from Mopsuestia, and I asked his leave to go in and listen, if that was possible. He nodded solemnly in agreement and gently opened the door for me. The room was spacious and

  shady, roofed with palm fronds and airy. In the centre lay matting sprinkled with water perfumed with essence of basil, and on rows of benches on the four sides sat goodly men, monks, priests and

  deacons, about forty people in all, and their features indicated that most of them were people from the north. They had faultless pale complexions and their beards were bright white or blond, so

  much so that I was embarrassed that I was so brown and sallow and that my unkempt beard did not suggest that I was a skilful physician.




  In those days I did not care to trim my beard, as I have done recently. I sat in the place closest to the door, and in the centre of the opposite side Bishop Theodore was sitting on an antique

  wooden chair with armrests. He did not notice when I came in quietly and sat down on the bench opposite his chair at a distance. His words captivated me and I paid full attention to their subtlety,

  which I have often recalled. The clarity of his diction penetrated easily my heart and mind. I remember today much of what he said and when I returned to my room in the evening I wrote it down.

  Speaking in Greek, he said:




  ‘On this holy ground where we are honoured to come as pilgrims, dear friends, the new age of Man began. Jesus Christ marks the divide between two ages and he initiates the new era of

  mankind. The first age began with Adam, and the second began with Jesus Christ. Each of the two ages has its nature and rules, known to our merciful God from eternity. The Heavenly Father created

  Adam in His image, that he might be immortal. But Adam was seduced by Satan’s temptation and disobeyed the Holy Lord and ate from the forbidden tree in the hope that he would become a god.

  The accursed Azazeel deceived him with his whispering. Adam sinned and was punished with expulsion from Paradise, judged by the holiness of the Lord God.




  ‘But because the Lord in His mercy loves mankind and originally created him without sin, He did not want to leave him stained with his first sin till the end of eternity. Mercy prevailed

  over the Lord and He sent His only son Jesus Christ in perfect human form to redeem mankind, save the world from the sin of Adam and through His sacrifice open a new age for humanity. After the

  Messiah, He sent the Apostles to guide us and give us the Gospels. What does gospel mean? As St John Chrysostom says, it means news of joy, because the Gospel brings glad tidings of reprieve from

  punishment and forgiveness of sins. It brings absolution, consecration and a heavenly legacy which puts Azazeel to shame, and it graces us with abundant hope.’




  The voice of Bishop Theodore rang throughout the spacious hall and a sense of humility settled on those seated. All eyes were fixed on the bishop, as were mine. I wished then that I had started

  my theological studies under him and had drawn water at the well of his eloquence, which so impressed one’s heart and mind and rescued one’s spirit from anxiety and doubt. My mind

  wandered for a moment, then I listened again to more from the Bishop of Mopsuestia, that fine town in the heart of Anatolia. His voice, now gentle, again filled the council room:




  ‘Dear friends, look at the sermons of Jesus Christ and rejoice in the words of cheer which St Matthew the Apostle has preserved in his Gospel. He tells us in every time and every place:

  “Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth. Blessed are those who mourn, for they shall be comforted.” Before Christ, was there ever such good news as this? Or such a sign

  of exultation? Know that Christ came for our sake, and we must live for His sake. His incarnation, suffering, dying and resurrection from the dead are a victory over Satan, and atonement for the

  sins of the first man, who was deceived and sinned. Our faith in Christ is the way out of the age of sin towards the prospect of salvation which the will of the Lord has granted us. And so, dear

  friends, be Christians and call on your people to have faith, that they may be, and you with them, truly the children of God in the new age of mankind. Cross the bridge which spans the sufferings

  of Jesus, that you may be as perfect as your perfect Heavenly Father. The sign that you have crossed that bridge is baptism. Baptism is a rebirth, a resurrection of the spirit from the death of the

  body, a way to grace and union with Christ. Baptism is salvation and a new creation, so know in your hearts the secret of baptism.’




  When the bishop spoke the word ‘baptism’ I gave a slight shiver, which no one noticed but a bright-faced priest of about forty years sitting to the right of the bishop. I found out

  later that he was the reason I was summoned – a famous priest of Antioch originally from the town of Germanicia or Marash with the ecclesiastical name of Nestorius, one of the most loyal

  disciples of Bishop Theodore and one of the greatest admirers of his interpretations of the Gospels.




  As the sun set, the bishop of Mopsuestia showed signs of fatigue. His tone slackened and his voice fell quiet as he wrapped up his speech to his audience, who seemed overcome with spiritual

  rapture, as though his talk had raised them to the highest heavens. The last thing he said to them was this: ‘We were but dead and Adam had destined us to annihilation by committing the sin

  of rebelling against his creator, and Satan remained immortal, but when the Lord appeared to us in Christ, by the grace of God a chance arose for us to escape annihilation and death through

  repentance and approaching the prospect of salvation through the door of baptism.’




  A monk of Arab features, advanced in years, mumbled as if he wanted to say something. When Bishop Theodore looked at him encouragingly, the priest asked him about a sensitive subject. How, he

  said, did we inherit from Adam the sin of rebelling against God? What was our fault, we his descendants, who did not commit this sin? The bishop answered him with a smile. ‘We commit many

  other sins, no less grave than rebellion and eating from the forbidden tree, although we are the sons of Jesus, not because we inherited from Adam his sin, but rather because we inherited from him

  the disposition and readiness to sin. This is a long subject, holy father, and we can discuss it at length in a future session.’




  Nestorius stood up, signalling that the lesson was over, and everyone prepared to leave. They blocked my view of Bishop Theodore as they approached to receive his blessing by kissing his hand. I

  stood up and I saw Nestorius lean down to take the bishop’s hand and guide him through the throng to his room. As he passed in front of me, he looked towards me with serene affection, as

  though he had known me a long time. His look disturbed me.




  Before they summoned me I spent a long hour in the spacious hall with some of the monks and priests. In the meantime they brought me a plate covered with a Damascene napkin with decorated

  borders, holding the fine fruits which grow on the trees of the north. Bishop Theodore was not suffering from a specific disease but his seventy-four years, coupled with the rigour of the

  pilgrimage journey, had exhausted him. I realized that two days earlier when he passed in front of me at his awesome appearance at the head of the procession, but I did not want to hurry in telling

  him what I knew of his condition. Instead I approached him, showing the appropriate solicitude and reverence. I took his hand gently and kissed it, then began to take his pulse. It was rather weak.

  I took from my bag some herbs which invigorate the pulse and stimulate the flow of blood from the heart. I asked that they be boiled on a low fire, then left to cool, and he should drink them warm.

  Nestorius gestured to one of the deacons standing at the door, and the deacon rushed off to do what I requested. We stayed silent a moment as Bishop Theodore looked towards me, and I looked towards

  my feet. When the servant came in carrying the cup, Nestorius took a drink from it before offering it to the bishop.




  ‘How do you find the taste, dear Nestorius?’




  ‘Good, your Grace the Bishop. It is sweet and aromatic and will cure you, God willing.’




  The bishop cheered up and signs of relief appeared on his face. He sat up straight and began to sip from the cup. ‘God bless you, Nestorius, God bless you, Father physician. What is your

  name?’




  ‘Hypa, your Grace the Bishop.’




  ‘Strange, Egyptian, when did you adopt this non-Egyptian name?’




  ‘When I left Alexandria, father.’




  ‘And where had you been before?’




  With great courtesy Nestorius interrupted the conversation and asked the bishop to lie down a little to rest. The bishop answered him with a sweet smile, teasing him affectionately. ‘Leave

  aside your paternal feelings, Nestorius, because my father died long ago and I am on my way to join him. Let me speak to this physician monk for I am pleased to see him. The innocent surprise in

  his eyes reminds me of the surprise I used to see in the eyes of my brother in spirit, John Chrysostom, when we were young.’




  Nestorius shook his head in submission and prepared to leave the meeting. In a low and gentle voice, he said, ‘As you wish, your Grace. I will see you, Hypa, in the big room after you

  finish your conversation.’




  ‘No, Nestorius, sit with us, and you, Hypa, tell me where you were born and when you went to Alexandria.’




  Nestorius gestured to the three deacons and the servants at the door, and they all left. Our conversation continued until the servant of the lodge came in carrying dinner on an old wooden table.

  He put it to the right of the bishop’s bed. Theodore sat up straight and invited us to gather around the food. He joked to Nestorius, saying in Syriac, ‘These morsels may be the last

  supper for me.’




  ‘May the merciful Lord prolong your life for us, father, for we shall always need you.’




  I ate with them shyly and the food was wholesome and delicious, and when I praised the taste, the priest Nestorius said to me in jest, ‘This is blessed food, cooked in psalms on a low fire

  of hymns.’ We smiled at his humour and the bishop turned again towards me, encouraging me to continue what I had been telling him. I had already spoken of my birth in the village south of

  Aswan and my studies in Naga Hammadi and Akhmim. Of course I did not tell him the misfortunes that befell me on the bank of Elephantine Island or the horrors that took place in front of my eyes in

  Alexandria, or my flight from that city the day of the great terror.




  The bishop was interested and listened to me politely. He was smiling and I did not want to dispel his smile by speaking of misfortunes or recounting the vicissitudes of life. He chewed a piece

  of food which Nestorius offered to him, soaked in olive oil and mountain marjoram, and asked me, ‘Have you studied logic, my child?’




  ‘Yes, your Grace, I studied it in Akhmim from a non-Christian man who came from around Assiut. He was proficient in the old philosophies, and erudite.’




  ‘That’s logical, my child, for from those parts came the most important philosopher. Do you know who I mean, Hypa?’




  I hesitated a moment and then, in deference to the status of the bishop, I said, ‘No, your Grace, I don’t know.’




  ‘Tell him, Nestorius.’




  ‘Your Grace, you mean Plotinus.’




  ‘Yes, Father Nestorius, yes.’




  Nestorius smiled and from the corner of his eye he gave me a look that meant he realized I had refrained from answering out of politeness towards the bishop. I looked at my toes in

  embarrassment. Bishop Theodore did not notice any of this. He was looking up around the room and seemed to be talking to himself or confiding with his old colleague John Chrysostom. ‘I often

  think of Plotinus, and of Egypt. I think many elements of our religion come from there, and not from here. Monasticism, love of martyrdom, the sign of the cross, the word “Evangel”,

  even the Holy Trinity, which is an idea that first appeared clearly with Plotinus, for in his book, The Enneads, he says...’




  I don’t know why but I suddenly jumped in, and without a thought interrupted the bishop’s meditations. ‘No, father, Plotinus’s trinity is philosophical: with him

  it’s the One, the First Mind and the World Soul. The trinity in our religion is heavenly and divine: the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost. There’s a big difference between the

  two.’




  ‘Gently, monk, you should not interrupt his Grace the Bishop in that way.’




  Nestorius’s decisive words brought to a stop my sudden and senseless outburst. My embarrassment was unrelieved by the sympathy of Bishop Theodore, who looked at me with great affection,

  with his same smile, though now rather faint and tired.




  The bishop put his right hand on my left shoulder, blessed me with a prayer and made the sign of the cross on my brow with his finger. Then he crawled towards his cushion and there was nothing

  for me to do but leave. I apologized to the bishop in a stammer and wished the ground would swallow me up, to spare me my embarrassment.




  ‘Never mind, Nestorius. Youth is a blazing torch. At your age we too were on fire. Dear Nestorius, accompany the good monk out and be good to him, for I do love him.’




  ‘Don’t worry, father. I’ll walk with him as far as his room, at the gate to the Church of the Resurrection. I am going there for the night prayers and to attend

  mass.’




  ‘God bless you, Nestorius.’




  When we left the lodge, two deacons walked behind us, along with a thin man of about forty who I think was one of the servants of the Antioch diocese. They walked close behind us and we walked

  without talking, with Nestorius praying under his breath and me in embarrassed silence.




  Halfway he opened the conversation with a question. ‘Hypa, have you read Plotinus’s Enneads?’




  I answered cautiously: ‘Yes, father, and I studied it for several months in Naga Hammadi, and I have a copy which is more than a hundred years old.’




  ‘Good, I would like to read it.’




  His answer reassured me and I set aside some of my caution. I wanted our conversation to continue, so I told him the book was in my room. Then I added hesitantly, ‘I also have another book

  you might want to see, might want... It’s Arius’s book entitled Thalia.’




  ‘Thalia! We read that poem long ago in Antioch, and I thought our copy was the only one to escape being burned. Anyway, let me see your copy. Is it complete?’




  ‘Yes, father, and written in Coptic on papyrus.’




  ‘In Coptic! Amazing. How many languages do you read, Hypa?’




  ‘Four, father. Greek, Hebrew, Coptic and Aramaic. And my favourite is Aramaic, because that is the language Jesus the Messiah spoke.’




  ‘We no longer call it Aramaic, but Syriac, to distinguish the blessed Christian era of the language from the earlier pagan and Hebrew era.’




  ‘I agree with you, father, I agree completely, because languages do not speak for themselves. People speak them. And if they change, the language changes, and Jesus the Messiah changed the

  language as He changed its people. He made it a holy language.’




  ‘True, Hypa, true, my child.’




  What he said put me at my ease and I set aside more of my caution. I wanted our conversation to last till night ended. Our walk had brought us from the narrow lanes to the wide avenues, and as

  the large square opened in front of us the big church loomed, with its lofty domes, like a dream wrapped in the star-studded blackness of that clear spring night.




  When we could make out my room from afar, after a moment of silence Nestorius said, ‘God preserve you, Hypa. Talking of Jesus the Messiah, do you have a copy of the Gospel of

  Thomas?’




  ‘Yes, father, and I also have a copy of the Gospel of the Egyptians, and the Gospel of Judas, and the Book of Secrets. I like to collect books.’




  Nestorius smiled and told me I kept all the forbidden books. I said the authorized books were available in the church and everywhere. His smile broadened. After we said the night prayer in the

  Church of the Resurrection, I took the opportunity to invite him back to my room. He liked the idea and agreed. I was glad that he agreed, but I did not know that this meeting, which lasted till

  the brink of dawn, would change my life and that afterwards I would move from Jerusalem to the north, where I am settled today in this isolated monastery, far from my native country, impossibly

  far.
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  We came back from the big church to my room, anticipating a friendly meeting. That night I felt a deep tranquillity in the company of Nestorius. I opened the door, lit the

  slender lamp hanging in the right-hand corner and gave my important guest a welcome. When I opened the only window, a cool breeze from the clear sky wafted in, and an air of friendliness filled the

  room.




  Nestorius looked long at the picture of the Virgin hanging over the bed and said nothing. After a while he looked around the room and said, ‘Your room is clean and tidy, Hypa. That shows

  your personality. Where are the books you told me about?’




  ‘Under the bed you’re sitting on, father.’




  ‘Call me by my name, Hypa, for we are all brothers. We are all feeble sheep in the fold of the Lord.’




  ‘No, you are more like the shepherd, father, God preserve you with His eternal and everlasting care.’




  He laughed an agreeable, luminous laugh as he stood up to let me fold back the Damascene camel-hair kelim, the decorated kelim which right now is spread beneath me. In fact it’s been my

  only carpet ever since. I lifted the slats of the bed, exposing the books and papyrus scrolls. When I lifted the last slat and all my hidden treasure appeared, Nestorius leant out of my window and

  called the three retainers. When they were close, he told them to go back to the lodge.




  ‘It looks as if I’ll stay the night with you, Hypa.’




  ‘I would be delighted, blessed father. I’ll sleep on this bench.’




  ‘I don’t think either of us will sleep tonight.’




  All the while that Nestorius was carefully examining my treasures I kept turning to his radiant face, as I prepared for the two of us a warm drink of aromatic mountain mint and a plate of dates

  and dried figs. His figure showed dignity and genuine goodness. His wide eyes were of a colour which blended green and honey, full of curiosity and intelligence. His white face was slightly flushed

  and his neat beard was pleasantly blond, with some grey hair which added to his radiance. His manner had a divine serenity which many monks lack, both young and old.




  I put his cup of mint down near to him, turned up the lamp and sat on the bench opposite the bed which doubled as a hiding place. I contemplated his radiant smile and saw him as a sublime

  example of what a man of religion should be.




  ‘Cicero’s speeches! You cunning Egyptian monk. You like rhetoric, as we do. What’s this large volume? The City of God,’ he said, shaking his head in surprise.




  ‘Yes, reverend father, it is Bishop Augustine’s book. These are the first and second parts of it, because he has not yet completed the book.’




  ‘I know, Hypa, I know, but I’m surprised it has reached you here.’




  ‘Reverend father, the pilgrims bring with them all things new and old, and they give me books sometimes, and sometimes I buy books from them, but this book is not quite new, because the

  first part is dated the year 413 of the birth of our Saviour Christ, and that is more than ten years ago.’




  He asked me if I knew how to tell when the book was written, and out of deference I said no. I asked him to do me the honour of telling me. He turned towards me, his smile yet more radiant with

  divine grace. He told me of events of which I knew but had never connected. In summary, he said, ‘Augustine is a holy man and no previous African bishop has been the like of him. Perhaps no

  one of such virtue and high-mindedness ever lived in the city of Hippo. But he joined the service of the Lord late, after spending most of his life as a soldier and fighting many wars. In the year

  410 of the Glorious Nativity, the war took place in which Rome famously fell to the Goths, even if they did not destroy the city as was expected of them. Rome, as you know, is the capital of the

  universe and the city of the world. If the world falls, the heavens rise! In exchange for the fall of the city of man, the glory will be to the city of God. After deep thought in the three years

  which followed the temporary fall of Rome, he wanted to declare that it was fallen for ever. He declares in the title of his book that the city of God will never fall, unlike the city of man which

  is of necessity ephemeral. He also wanted to absolve Christianity of the ignorant accusation that it caused the terrible fall of Rome.’




  Then he asked me about the rest of my hidden treasure, and I took out the bag in which I keep Egyptian texts. He began to ask me the titles of the books and Coptic papyrus scrolls, and sometimes

  I would answer him before he even asked me. After looking long at the Coptic translation of the Maymar of the Holy Family’s Journey, written by Bishop Theophilus the Alexandrian,

  Nestorius looked distressed and suddenly was lost in thought for I know not what reason. To bring him out of his reverie, I said, ‘The Maymar of the Holy Journey is well known in

  Egypt. Have you seen the Greek original, father?’




  ‘I have seen it, but Hypa, I wonder at the audacity of that bishop. How can he tell stories about the Blessed Virgin Mary, and describe her and cite her words, based only on his claim that

  he saw her in a dream? Ha, we don’t need that. What is this old Coptic scroll and what are these fine images drawn on it?’




  Silently I thanked the Lord for steering the conversation away from the subject of Bishop Theophilus and his book, because I grew anxious, and I still do, whenever I hear mention of the bishops

  of Alexandria. Hurriedly I answered Nestorius’s last question. ‘Nothing, father, it’s the Book of Going Forth by Day, which tells of the Day of Judgement and how the dead should

  testify for themselves in the presence of God, according to the ancient Egyptian belief, and those are pictures of the old gods, very old gods.’




  ‘Extraordinary pictures, and who is this man holding the potter’s wheel?’




  ‘They call him Khnum, father, the god Khnum. The ancients believed he formed mankind from clay, then Amun blew into the clay to give man life. An ancient belief, father, an ancient

  belief.’




  ‘Khnum, strange name. Does it remind you of anything, Hypa?’




  ‘Yes, it does remind me of things, but how did you know, reverend father?’




  ‘From your troubled heart. In fact I can see you are about to cry.’
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  Telling secrets has never been my practice, nor has trusting anyone. But that night I went and told Nestorius about the temple of the god Khnum which receives the flow of the

  Nile at the southern tip of Elephantine Island in southern Egypt, near Aswan. I told him about the archaic aura of reverence and sanctity which diffused for centuries through the temple and its

  compound. I told him about my father and how he used to take fish every other day to the sad priests who had lived entrenched within the temple for years, under siege, grieving that their religion

  was dying out with the spread of belief in Christ. My father would take me in his boat whenever he visited the temple, to offer the priests half of the fish his nets had caught over the past two

  days. We would go to the temple secretly at dawn.




  I could not help but weep when I described to him the terror of that dreadful dawn, when I was nine years old. The ordinary Christians had lain in wait for us at the southern quay, close to the

  gate of the temple. They were hiding behind the rocks before the boat docked, then they rushed towards us like spectres fleeing from the bowels of hell. Before we had a chance to recover from the

  shock of seeing them, they were upon us from their hiding place nearby. They pulled my father from his boat and dragged him across the rocks to stab him to death with rusty knives they had hidden

  beneath their ragged clothes. I snarled, cowering in the corner of the boat to defend myself. But my father was defenceless, and as they stabbed him he cried out for help to the god he believed in.

  The priests of Khnum took fright at the sounds which broke the silence and lined up on the temple wall, watching what was happening below them in dread and confusion. They raised their arms in

  imprecation to their gods and cried out for help. They did not realize that the gods they worshipped had died long ago and no one would hear their fearful prayer.




  ‘Poor thing, and did the mob come close to you that day?’




  ‘I wish they had killed me so I could be at rest for ever. No, father, they did not come so close. They looked at me like wolves that have had their fill, then came to the boat, grabbed

  the basket of fish and threw it at the temple gate, which was firmly closed. They carried my father’s mangled body and threw it on top of the basket. His blood and flesh, and the fish,

  mingled with the dust of the earth which was no longer holy. Then the thrill of victory and vengeance took possession of them and they shouted out and raised high their arms, stained with my

  father’s blood. Holding the rusty bloodied knives in their hands, they began to gesture at the terrified priests on the wall. They cheered and exulted, as they sang the famous hymn:

  ‘Glory be to Jesus Christ, death to the enemies of the Lord, glory be to...’




  I began to sob and Nestorius stood up and put his arm around me. I was cowering just as I did the first time, the time when he sat next to me, patted me on the head and made the sign of the

  cross several times on my brow. He kept repeating, ‘Calm down, my child.’ Then he said, ‘My child, our life is full of pain and sin. Those ignorant people wanted salvation on the

  old basis of oppression for oppression, and persecution for persecution, and you were the victim. I know your pain was great and I feel it. May the merciful Lord bestow on us His compassion. Arise,

  my child, and let us pray together the prayer of mercy.’




  ‘What use will prayer be, father? He who died is dead and will not return.’




  ‘Prayer will avail, my child, it will avail.’




  I heard Nestorius’s voice tremble. When he raised his bowed head from his chest, I saw that tears were running into his beard and that his eyes were inflamed and red from grief. Pain

  filled the lines of his face, reflected on his brow in the form of a deep sorrow.




  ‘Have I grieved you, father?’




  ‘No, my child, don’t worry. Arise and let’s pray.’




  By the meekness of the Virgin we prayed, and we prayed long until dawn came to paint the black of the sky a deep blue. As we sat in silence right after praying, I could hear from afar the

  crowing of cocks and the twittering of the birds which sleep on the branches of the trees in the courtyard of the church. Nestorius broke our silence by inviting me to go outside with him and walk

  around the church wall. ‘May we receive,’ he said, ‘some of the mercies of the Lord at this blessed dawn.’
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  Between the first break of daylight and the time when the morning sun had spread across the ground around us, we walked twice around the large space within the walls of the

  church. Then we went to the opposite side, where the houses are clustered together as if for safety. The morning sun is troubling to those who have stayed up all night – as I have long seen

  and felt – and I still suffer from it on most days. In rhythm with our leisurely step Nestorius told me some of his childhood memories from the town of Marash, some of the events of his youth

  in Antioch, stories about him and his master Theodore of Mopsuestia and other things that had happened to him in the course of his life. On that Jerusalem day that inadvertently brought us

  together, Nestorius was forty-one years old. Of course I will not say now what he told me about himself that day, because it would not be right to write that down, and I know that he told me what

  he told me only to cheer me up, trusting me with secrets that had nothing to do with me and which I could not possibly disclose here.




  After we had finished our second turn around the walls and were heading towards the houses, I saw from afar people beginning to stir about their usual daily business. I noticed three deacons of

  Antioch waiting for us at the door to my locked room, looking around anxiously. When we reached them, Nestorius said goodbye to me and went off with them towards their lodge. But first, with a

  smile laden with the burdens of our long night, he said, ‘You may join us today at lunchtime, and if you cannot, I will meet you in the church courtyard at the ninth hour of the day,’

  meaning in the afternoon when we say the last of the daytime prayers.
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