
A Seeker after Truth was accustomed to visit Brother Cyril in his monastery cell a day’s journey from the 
town.  He would sit on his heels at the feet of the master and listen to his wise teaching.  One day he 
was moved to address the master in these words:

“O wise and holy one, you have often spoken to me of the great and awesome God as our Father, the 
Eternal, the Mighty One.  I believe I can understand this, and do understand it to the best of my limited 
ability.  Indeed, he is the Creator of all, the Judge and Ruler of all the earth.

You have also spoken to me of the Christ, the only begotten One, the Word Made Flesh who has come 
into the world.  I believe I can understand this, and do understand it to the best of my limited ability.  
Indeed, he is my Savior, the Savior of the world.

But who is the Holy Spirit?  I cannot understand, nor can I grasp who this Holy Spirit might be.”

Then the master rose to his feet, and placing his hands upon the head of the Seeker after Truth, an-
swered him in these words:

“O Seeker, the Holy Spirit in you is the living force that impels you to trudge a day’s journey to this lowly 
place, that makes your eyes glisten and your heart beat fast as we speak of the things of God, that 
makes you dance and sing and laugh with pure joy as you leave here and make your way back to your 
hut in the town.”

And the Seeker after Truth cried into his own heart, “Now I believe I can understand, and do understand 
to the best of my limited ability, why I live, why I want to run and leap and tell the whole world of such 
good fortune!”

Come, O Paraclete divine, and set our feet a-dance!
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