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Part One

Silence

No one knew his name. Perhaps he had forgotten it himself. People said he had been someone’s son, from some city, who had stopped one day in the middle of a street and could no longer walk in the direction he had been walking. Simply — could not. As though something had pulled him the other way, without words, without explanation. He turned around and went toward the mountains.

That was long ago. So long ago that he could no longer tell when exactly the silence had begun. Perhaps it had always been there, and before, other sounds had drowned it out.

He lived in a crevice between two rocks. Not because he had chosen the place — simply because it was where the road ended. He slept on the ground. He ate what he could find. He prayed.

His prayer had no words. It was more like a direction. He would turn inward and walk that way, as far as he could go, until something arrived that he had no name for. Warm. Very quiet. Neither thought nor feeling — more like a hum that rose from somewhere below and passed through him entirely, the way current passes through a copper wire.


“He did not think of it as God. He did not think at all — thinking stopped during those times. There was simply — something. And that was enough.”


Several years passed this way. Or more. The rock warmed in the day and cooled at night. Sometimes it snowed. He barely noticed.

Part Two

The First Miracle

One day a woman came. She had been climbing for a long time — he could hear her from a distance by her uneven breathing and the small stones her feet disturbed. She carried a child in her arms, wrapped in several layers of cloth, though it was summer.

She did not ask for anything right away. She simply sat down a few steps away and looked at him. The monk opened his eyes. The child in her arms was breathing heavily, with a wheeze, as though something in its chest was blocking the air.

She began to speak. Quietly, quickly, without stopping — about the fever, about the third week of it, about the doctors who only shrugged, about the husband who had left, about the neighbor who had said: go to him, they say he’s up there. The monk listened. Inside him the hum continued as it always had — steady, unchanged. Toward God. Only toward God.

He did not know what he did. He raised his hand — not as a gesture, simply raised it — and something inside him shifted slightly. As though a mirror had been turned a few degrees and the reflected light fell somewhere other than where it always had.

He spoke a few words. For the first time — aloud. For the first time — with someone else present.

·  ·  ·  ·  ·

By morning the child had recovered. Perhaps on its own. Perhaps not. The woman decided not. She went back down to the village and told everyone.

The monk remained sitting. Inside him there was a strange sensation — not pain, not joy. Something third. He tried to name it and could not. Almost satisfaction — but not from having helped. From the fact that the flow had passed through him and done something at the other end. As though for a moment he had been not a channel, but — a source.

It lasted an instant. He caught himself immediately. But the instant had been.

The draft remained. As though someone had opened a window in a sealed room — and now could not close it again.

Part Three

The Flow of People

Rumors move faster than water. Within a month the path to his crevice was worn through. People came alone, in pairs, sometimes in small groups. The first ones simply sat nearby and said nothing — and the monk barely noticed them, occupied with his usual work. They left quieter than they had arrived. They said: something lifted. Something let go. As though excess noise had been subtracted from them.

Then they came with requests. At first timidly — leaving notes by a stone, not daring to speak. Then more boldly. Then loudly, talking over one another. A pain in the knee. A son they wouldn’t take on as an apprentice. Drought. A husband who drank. A debt with nothing to repay it.

The monk responded. He could not have said why. Something in him resonated with others’ pain — not out of pity, but the way a tuning fork resonates with the right note. He prayed for them. He broke off pieces of his time — an hour here, an hour there. The hum inside did not stop, but it grew a little quieter. Or so it seemed to him.


“People came back with news: it had worked. The son had been taken on as an apprentice. Rain had come. The husband had stopped drinking — for three weeks. The monk listened and nodded. Something in him resembled satisfaction. And something resembled unease. He could not yet tell which was which.”


His name spread farther than he expected. People came from neighboring villages. From towns. One man said he had walked for three days. The monk looked at him and thought: three days. Nothing more than that.

But then something else began to happen. A man came — sturdy, around forty, the kind who looked capable of making any decision on his own — with a simple question: should he move to another city. The monk said he didn’t know. The man came back the following week. Then again. He could not take a single step without the monk praying over the right choice. Just tell me, — he would say, — you can feel it. The monk could not feel it. But the man waited all the same.

The same woman with the child came again — the following summer. The boy ran ahead of her along the path, healthy and rosy-cheeked, tugging at her hand. We’re
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