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Prolog — Cartea pe care o trimitem catre Hilandar
Cuviosilor parinti ai Sfintei Mandstiri Hilandar,

Exista multumiri care nu incap intr-o scrisoare. A noastra a
crescut pand s-a facut carte.

Atatea scrisori trebuie sa fi ajuns la portile manastirii purtand
aceeasi durere. Atdtea mdini trebuie sa fi asternut pe hartie un dor
pe care nu stiau cum sa-l mai spunda. Atdtia oameni trebuie sa fi
asteptat un raspuns, privind spre Sfantul Munte ca spre un loc in
care rugdaciunile lor ar putea fi auzite mai limpede.

Scrisoarea noastra a inceput la fel.

Cu o rugaminte.

Cu doud inimi care cereau acelagi lucru.

Cu o casa in care exista iubire, dar in care ramasese un loc
gol. Un loc atat de mic, incdt ar fi incaput in el un leagan. Si atdt de
mare, incat nicio bucurie nu reusea sa-1 umple.

La inceput, rugdciunea lor avea multe cuvinte. Apoi, anii au
trecut, iar cuvintele s-au imputinat. Rugdaciunea s-a mutat in felul in
care se priveau, in tdcerile de seard, in mdna pe care unul 0 intindea
spre celdlalt atunci cdnd speranta devenea prea grea pentru a fi
purtata singur.

Au fost zile in care au crezut fard sd se teamad.

Au fost si zile in care unul dintre ei a trebuit sa creada pentru
amandoi.

Dar nu au ncetat.

Poate ca aceasta este credinta adevaratd: nu sa nu cazi
niciodatd, ci sa te ridici de fiecare data cu aceeasi rugdciune in
inimd. Sa bati din nou la o usa care inca nu s-a deschis. Sa nu
confunzi tacerea lui Dumnezeu cu absenta Lui.
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Prologue — The Letter We Are Sending to Hilandar
Venerable Fathers of the Holy Monastery of Hilandar,

There are thanks that will not fit in a letter. Ours grew until it
became a book.

So many letters must have reached the monastery gates,
carrying the same sorrow. So many hands must have set down on
paper a longing they no longer knew how to put into words. So many
people must have waited for an answer, looking towards the Holy
Mountain as a place where their prayers might be heard more
clearly.

Our letter began in the same way.

With a plea.

With two hearts asking for the same thing.

With a home where there was love, but where an empty place
remained. A place so small that a cradle would have fitted inside it.
And so large that no joy could fill it.

At first, their prayer had many words. Then the years passed,
and the words grew fewer. Their prayer moved into the way they
looked at one another, into the silences of evening, into the hand one
held out to the other when hope became too heavy to carry alone.

There were days when they believed without fear.

There were also days when one of them had to believe for both
of them.

But they did not cease.

Perhaps this is true faith: not that you never fall, but that you
rise each time with the same prayer in your heart. To knock again at
a door that has not yet opened. Not to mistake God'’s silence for His
absence.
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Intr-o zi, rugdciunea lor a pornit spre Muntele Athos.

A trecut peste drumuri, peste ape si peste oboseala unui om
care nu purta in calatoria lui doar propriul dor. Fiecare pas al sau il
cuprindea si pe cel al sotiei ramase acasd. Fiecare bataie a inimii Ui
ducea cu sine speranta a doud inimi care visau sda audd, candva, o a
treia.

Nu stia ce va primi. Stia doar ca trebuie sa ajunga.

lar undeva, pe zidul de miazazi al bisericii de la Hilandar, o
Vita batrana isi legana frunzele in lumind.

De mai bine de opt veacuri, radacinile ei pdstrau taina unei
promisiuni. Rasarise din piatrd, acolo unde nimeni nu semanase
nimic. Trecuse prin zid ca si cum piatra ar fi inteles ca trebuie sd-i
faca loc. Fusese ingrijita de mdinile calugarilor, udata de ploi si
insotita, zi dupa zi, de rugdciuni.

In fiecare toamna, isi ldsa ciorchinii in palmele lor.

lar calugarii desprindeau cu grija bobitele, le uscau si le
trimiteau Tn lume.

Atdt de mici. Atdt de tacute.

Plecau ascunse in plicuri simple, fara sa stie ce limbi se
vorbeau in casele spre care cdldtoreau. Nu stiau cdte hotare aveau
sd treaca si nici cdte lacrimi vor cadea peste ele. Dar fiecare ducea
cu sine binecuvantarea unui loc in care oamenii se rugau neincetat
de sute de ani.

Una dintre aceste rugdciuni a ajuns si la noi.

De aceea va scriem acum.

Dar multumirea noastra nu a incaput intr-o singurd pagind.

Am incercat sa o asezam intr-0 SCriSoare si am vdzut cum
cuvintele trec dincolo de marginea hdrtiei. Am incercat sa spunem
simplu ce s-a Intamplat, dar unele daruri nu pot fi povestite numai
prin date, nume si intamplari.
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One day, their prayer set out for Mount Athos.

It crossed roads, waters, and the weariness of a man who carried
more than his own longing on his journey. Each step he took held within it
the step of his wife, who remained at home. Each beat of his heart carried
with it the hope of two hearts that dreamt of hearing, one day, a third.

He did not know what he would receive. He knew only that he
had to get there.

And somewhere, against the southern wall of the church at
Hilandar, an ancient Vine swayed her leaves in the light.

For more than eight centuries, her roots had kept the mystery of a
promise. She had risen from stone, where no one had sown a thing. She
had passed through the wall as if the stone had understood that it must
make room for her. The monks had tended her with their hands, rain had
watered her, and prayers had accompanied her, day after day.

Each autumn, she laid her clusters in their palms.

And the monks gently plucked the little grapes [este poetic
tradus, dar destul de neobisnuit si pare ca descrie desprinderea
fizica de pe ciorchine intr-un mod tehnic], dried them, and sent them
out into the world.

So small. So silent.

They set out hidden in plain envelopes, without knowing what
languages were spoken in the homes they were travelling towards.
They did not know how many borders they would cross, nor how
many tears would fall upon them. But each one carried with it the
blessing of a place where people had prayed without ceasing for
hundreds of years.

One of those prayers reached us, too.

That is why we are writing to you now.

But our thanks did not fit on a single page. We tried to set them
down in a letter and watched as the words passed beyond the edge of
the paper. We tried to tell simply what happened, but some gifts
cannot be told through dates, names and events alone.
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Ele poarta inauntrul lor toate zilele de asteptare, toate
drumurile, toate indoielile invinse si toate rugdciunile rostite atunci
cdnd nimeni, in afara de Dumnezeu, nu le mai auzea.

Asa s-a facut cd scrisoarea a devenit o poveste. lar povestea a
crescut pana cand s-a facut carte.

Nu o scriem numai in numele celor care s-au rugat. O scriem n
numele tuturor celor care au stat ldnga ei si au invatat, privindu-i, ca
rugdaciunea nu se pierde. O scriem pentru cei care inca asteaptd.

Pentru cei care au obosit. Pentru cei care se roaga fara sa mai
gaseasca vorbe. Pentru cei care privesc cerul si se intreaba daca
Dumnezeu i vede.

Si o scriem pentru toti cei care au avut, mdacar o datd, harul de
a recunoaste prezenta Lui intr-0 intdmplare pe care lumea ar fi putut
sd o numeasca simpla coincidenta.

Noi nu vrem sa dovedim nimic.

Minunile nu se asaza in fata oamenilor ca sa-i oblige sa
creadd. Ele se apropie incet, cu sfiald. Se lasa vazute de cel care stie
sd priveasca si ramdn ascunse pentru cel care le cere sa se explice.

Noi vrem doar sa mdarturisim.

Sa spunem cd o rugdciune a plecat la drum.

Ca un tata a urcat spre Sfantul Munte, purtdnd in inima dorul
unei familii §i speranta celor care se rugau aldaturi de ea. Ca doi
oameni au pastrat randuiala zi dupa zi, chiar si atunci cand nu aveau
niciun semn cd sunt auziti.

Si am inteles ca, inainte de a schimba imprejurarile vietii,
rugdciunea ii schimbd pe cei care o rostesc. Ii invatd sa astepte
impreund. Sa se sprijine. Sa nu masoare iubirea lui Dumnezeu numai
prin ceea ce primesc.

Ceea ce s-a petrecut dupa aceea nu va vom dezvalui incd.
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They carry within them all the days of waiting, all the journeys,
all the doubts overcome and all the prayers uttered when no one but
God could hear them any longer.

This is how the letter became a story. And the story kept
growing until it became a book.

We do not write it only on behalf of those who prayed. We write
it on behalf of all those who stood beside them and learnt, by
watching them, that prayer is never lost. We write it for those who
are still waiting.

For those who have grown weary. For those who pray but can
no longer find the words. For those who look up at the sky and
wonder whether God sees them.

And we write it for all those who have been granted, at least
once, the grace to recognise His presence in something the world
might have called a mere coincidence.

We do not wish to prove anything.

Miracles do not set themselves before people to compel them to
believe. They draw near slowly, almost shyly. They let themselves be
seen by those who know how to look and remain hidden from those
who demand that they explain themselves.

We wish only to bear witness.

To say that a prayer set out on its journey.

That a father climbed towards the Holy Mountain, carrying in
his heart the longing of a family and the hope of those who joined
them in prayer. That two people kept the prayer rule day after day,
even when they had no sign that they were being heard.

And we came to understand that, before changing the
circumstances of life, prayer changes those who utter it. It teaches
them to wait together. To support one another. Not to measure God’s
love only by what they receive.

We will not yet reveal what happened afterwards.
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Nu pentru ca am vrea sa ascundem bucuria, ci pentru cd orice
rod are nevoie sd fie privit mai intdi in samdnta lui. Orice raspuns
trebuie inteles pornind de la rugdciunea care l-a chemat. Si orice
minune are in urma ei un drum pe care putini 1l vad.

De aceea, inainte sa continuam aceastd scrisoare, ne vom opri
glasurile.

O vom lasa pe Vita sa vorbeasca.

Ea nu poate citi scrisorile si nu le poate cunoaste toate numele.

Dar a simtit mdinile calugarilor care au ingrijit-o. A vazut
rodul sau plecdnd spre case necunoscute. lar in jurul ei s-au intors,
an dupa an, marturii despre copiii pe care oamenii 1i rostiserd
candva numai n vis.

Poate ca Vita nu le-a cunoscut cuvintele.

Dar povestea noastra ii poate incredinta ecoul lor.

Ea stie ca uneori un rod ramane strugure.

lar alteori, printr-o taind pe care numai Dumnezeu o cunoaste,
primeste inimd.

Aceasta este cartea noastrd de multumire.

O asezam, deocamdata neterminatd, la poarta Hilandarului.

Mai lipseste din ea un nume.

Mai lipseste un chip.

Mai lipseste vestea pentru care am pornit sa scriem.

Dar, inainte de toate acestea, trebuie sa ascultam Vita.

Povestea ei Tnhcepe intr-un mormant gol, intr-o piatra care s-a
deschis si intr-o promisiune care rodeste de peste opt sute de ani.
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Not because we wish to hide the joy, but because every fruit
must first be seen within its seed. Every answer must be understood
through the prayer that called it forth. And behind every miracle lies
a journey that few can see.

That is why, before we continue this letter, we will still our
voices.

We will let the Vine speak.

She cannot read the letters, nor can she know all the names
they carry.

But she has felt the hands of the monks who tended her. She has
watched her fruit set out for unknown homes. And year after year,
testimonies have returned to her, telling of children whom people had
once spoken of only in dreams.

Perhaps the Vine never knew their words.

But our story can entrust their echo to her.

She knows that sometimes a fruit remains a grape.

And at other times, through a mystery known only to God, it
receives a heart.

This is our letter of thanks.

We place it, unfinished for now, at the gate of Hilandar.

A name is still missing.

A face is still missing.

The news for which we began to write is still missing.

But before all these things, we must listen to the Vine.

Her story begins in an empty tomb, in a stone that opened, and
in a promise that has borne fruit for more than eight hundred years.
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Vita care a rasarit din piatra

Eu nu m-am nascut dintr-o samanta.

M-am nascut dintr-0 promisiune.

Inainte sd am radacini, am fost un cuvant rostit intr-un vis.
Inainte si am frunze, am fost mangaierea pregititd pentru niste
oameni care plangeau. Inainte sd cunosc lumina soarelui, Dumnezeu
ma asezase deja in intunericul unei pietre.

Traditia Hilandarului pastreaza pentru inceputul meu anul
1207.

La Hilandar, clopotele sunau altfel in acele zile. Glasul lor
cobora greu peste zidurile manastirii si se stingea printre chiparosi.
Cilugarii mergeau la rugaciune, aprindeau candelele, rosteau psalmii
si 1si Implineau ascultarile, dar in mijlocul lor ramasese un loc pe care
nimeni nu 1l putea umple.

Mormantul Sfantului Simeon era gol.

Fiul sau, Sfantul Sava, luase sfintele moaste pentru a le duce in
Serbia. Acolo, doi frati se ridicasera unul mpotriva celuilalt, iar o
tard intreagd avea nevoie de pace. Tatél trebuia sa se intoarca intre fiii
sai pentru ca iubirea lui sd-i Tmpace chiar si dupa moarte.

Cilugarii stiau aceasta.

Intelegeau rostul plecarii.

Dar sunt despartiri pe care mintea le primeste inaintea inimii.

Ingenuncheau langa mormantul ramas gol si plangeau. Nu
pierduserd numai moastele ctitorului lor. Pierduserd prezenta
parintelui care se rugase impreuna cu ei, care binecuvantase locul si
care isi asezase ultimii ani ai vietii in mainile lui Dumnezeu.

In fiecare seard, cand lumina candelelor tremura peste piatra,
golul parea si mai adanc.

Atunci, Sfantul Simeon i-a aparut in vis staretului Metodie.
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The Vine That Rose from Stone

| was not born of a seed.

I was born of a promise.

Before | had roots, | was a word spoken in a dream. Before |
had leaves, | was the comfort prepared for people who were weeping.
Before | knew the light of the sun, God had already placed me in the
darkness of a stone.

The tradition of Hilandar remembers 1207 as the year of my
beginning.

At Hilandar, the bells sounded different in those days. Their
voices rolled heavily across the monastery walls and died away
among the cypresses. The monks went to prayer, lit the vigil lamps,
recited the psalms and fulfilled their obediences, but in their midst
there remained a place no one could fill.

The tomb of Saint Simeon was empty.

His son, Saint Sava, had taken the holy relics to Serbia. There,
two brothers had risen against one another, and an entire country was
in need of peace. The father had to return to his sons so that his love
might reconcile them, even after his own death.

The monks knew this.

They understood the meaning of his departure.

But there are separations the mind accepts before the heart can.

They would kneel beside the empty tomb and weep. They had
lost not only the relics of their founder. They had lost the presence of
the father who had prayed alongside them, who had blessed that
place and who had placed the final years of his life in God’s hands.

Each evening, when the light of the vigil lamps trembled over
the stone, the emptiness seemed deeper still.

Then Saint Simeon appeared in a dream to Abbot Methodius.
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