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Brother José Munoz-Cortes (+1997)
“On the boundary of two worlds”

B

ROTHER JOSEPH was born in Chile in 1950, into a pious Roman Catholic family of
Spanish descent. He was a boy of twelve or thirteen when, passing by the Russian
Orthodox church in Santiago, he was attracted by the sound of singing and went in. There
he became acquainted with Archbishop Leonty of blessed memory, and under his influence José
was baptized into the Orthodox Church two years later, with his mother's consent. As a university
student, José was studying theology when Metropolitan (then Archbishop) Vitaly, on a trip to
Chile, learned of the youth's monastic aspirations and invited him to Canada. José lived for about
a year at the metochion (a monastic affiliate of Holy Transfiguration Monastery in Mansonville) in
Montreal, but the hectic life there did not suit him, and he left to live on his own, while preserving
a genuine monastic disposition to the end. A talented artist, he secured a job teaching art
(watercolour) at the University of Montreal, and began studying ikonography.
In the summer of 1982, Brother Joseph went to Mt Athos with a particular interest in visiting some
sketes and monasteries specializing in ikon painting. At the small skete of the Nativity of Christ,
Brother Joseph felt an immediate and strong attraction for an ikon of the Mother of God, a
contemporary (1981) copy of the ancient and revered Iveron Ikon. He was disappointed to learn
that it was not for sale, but to his great joy, as he was leaving the skete, Abbot Clement,
unexpectedly handed the ikon to him, saying that it pleased the Mother of God to go with him to
America. Back in Montreal, Brother Joseph began reading an akathist daily before the ikon. A few

weeks later, on November 25, he awoke and smelled a strong fragrance. The new ikon was
streaked with myrrh, miraculously emanating from the hands of the Mother of God.
For the next fifteen years, as myrrh continued to flow from the Ikon, Brother Joseph devoted
himself to its care, accompanying it on numerous trips to parishes all over the United States and
Canada, to South America, Australia, and Europe. Everywhere, the Mother of God worked
miracles, healing souls and bodies, reconciling adversaries, strengthening the fainthearted,
inspiring repentance, and consoling those burdened by grief or misfortune. This applied not only
to Orthodox believers, but to many heterodox as well. But where grace abounds, one can expect
trials and tribulations, and the difficulties that Brother Joseph endured can only be imagined:
"Come here," "Go there"; he was criticized for not doing as others wanted, he was offered fantastic
sums of money for the Ikon (he himself lived in monastic poverty, readily giving what he had to
those in need; or he bought ikons and materials for painting ikons). At all times, Brother Joseph
tried to be sensitive and obedient to the will of the Mother of God. He was, first and foremost, her
devoted servant. He was also faithful in fulfilling the countless requests for prayers that he
received, daily commemorating scores of people, among whom were several dozen godchildren.
In the Autumn of 1997, whilst on a tour of churches in Greece, José was tortured and murdered in
an hotel room in Athens on the night of October 30 or 31st, 1997, and the ikon has not been seen
since. He had planned to return to Canada the following day to celebrate the fifteenth anniversary
of the appearance of the miraculous myrrh on the ikon.

Reflections on the Funeral of Brother Joseph
GREETINGS, BROTHER JOSEPH. Your soul, of course, sees me
standing and looking at your body, lying in the coffin in the centre of our
Holy Trinity cathedral. You were brought here today at noon, and it is now
evening. All this time the brothers have been reading the Psalter over you.
Tomorrow is the funeral, and your body will be returned to the earth, from
which it will rise up at Christ's Second Coming.
I never met you in this life, but tell me, how is it that I feel we are old
acquaintances? Whence is this gentle, light and joy-creating sorrow that
fills my heart? It may be that such feelings always visit us mortals when we
encounter saints. In spite of the fact that I never knew you, I do not doubt
your sanctity. This certainty did not come from my mind or my feelings; it came from more refined and
higher spheres. My soul believes this, and, after all, our soul is more intelligent than our outward man.
Greetings, dear Joseph. You have left us, but for many your departure will become the beginning of their
acquaintance with you. The biography of your soul has, I'm sure, already been inscribed upon the heavenly
tablets. There are not many such chosen ones. The Mother of God herself chose you to serve her
wonderworking image, the Myrrh-streaming Iveron Ikon, which miraculously manifest itself to you on 24
November (O.S.) 1982. And for the past fifteen (fifteen!) years, you faithfully served the Most Pure Virgin.
In the course of this time, the ikon, carefully guarded and everywhere accompanied by you, brought healing
to hundreds upon hundreds of souls. You lived on the boundary of two worlds, visible and invisible, being,
as you were, a constant witness of God's miracles, manifest through the Iveron ikon.

And here is a new miracle, but this miracle God revealed not through the ikon but directly through you. We
know that you were beaten, tortured, mocked and ridiculed. These were not only physical torments; they
were torments inflicted upon the soul. How you must have suffered in witnessing such a gross
manifestation of human evil. Your murderer lured you to the slaughter, like a pure and meek lamb. And
when they made fun of your trusting nature, no doubt your soul was deeply grieved. How did your
murderer lure you? Perhaps he promised you some money, or you were in need of his service in some way?
No. He lured you by asking your help. The demon who inspired him knew, of course, that your kind heart
could not refuse anyone with such a request.
But it is all over now. You endured to the end, you were slaughtered, or-to better express it-you were called
by the Son of God into His radiant chambers. Having dedicated your life to serving His Mother, you have
now left us for your heavenly friends. Everyone has to die sometime, and what could be better than glorious
martyrdom, which the Lord granted you. Dear Brother Joseph, we shall commemorate you frequently before
God. And if you should obtain boldness before the Lord, then pray, dear friend, for us who remain here on
earth. May the Lord work a miracle through your prayers; may He soften our wicked hearts; may He teach
us to love, to endure, and to forgive. This will indeed be a miracle, for a miracle is something that exceeds the
limits of what is possible and impossible, a gift of God to man.
Tell us, Brother Joseph, why is it that the news of your death pierces the soul to its very depths? Why is it
that the heart and the mind are so stricken by what happened to you? Why is it that I want to remain
standing here by your side, that I cannot bear to leave you? Undoubtedly it is because through you, as
through every Christian martyr, the souls of the faithful encounter, as it were, their Master and Lord, Jesus
Christ, Who is the First of all martyrs.
In the holy people of God we venerate Christ. In bowing down before the martyrs we bow down before the
Divine Sufferer. Is it not His invisible presence that the soul experiences at times like this? And we believe
that you, dear Joseph, are already beholding our Sweetest Saviour, Who promised salvation to all those who
endure to the end.
Finally, I should like to tell everyone about your face, about what we saw in it as we bade you farewell. We
saw the transfiguration of suffering. Your face was imprinted with the amazement of a soul which realizes
that the hour of suffering is just about to end, and that in the next moment it will meet God...
The night has passed, and there has come the day that will be remembered forever. Today was the first day of
your glory, dear brother Joseph. Can one doubt that this glory will increase, that Orthodox people from all
the ends of the earth will come to revere the Christian exploit of your life, crowned as it is with martyrdom.
Surely, even after death you will continue serving the Lord, and more souls will be renewed, impressed by
your martyric death. And you will bring new people to Christ, as you did during your lifetime...
Dear brother Joseph, your funeral drew hundreds of people to our Holy Trinity Monastery-as many as come
on Pascha. But the mood, at least for me, was different. It seemed that I was present at the Great Saturday
service; I was reminded of standing before the shroud of our Lord, when the souls of the faithful look with
fear and compunction upon the saving Passions of the Lord and recall His burial. All that happened today
during the funeral and the burial had a similar quality of solemnity and mystery, of bright sadness. There
were tears of course; how could we restrain them when, in the daylight, we could see more clearly your worn
face, your martyric body, adorned with wounds like divine jewels. We saw your hands, bearing the purple
scars from the cords with which your torturers bound you. Joseph, our poor, dear, beloved Joseph! Was there
among us such a stony heart that could remain in-different to your sufferings? Was there such a seared
conscience that could doubt your purity? One wants to believe that there was not.

Forgive and farewell, dear brother Joseph. We have left the church and accompanied your body to the
monastery cemetery. The final prayer has been said and the coffin has been lowered into the grave. We
believe that this pit will become for you a window into Heaven. Into your grave we throw clumps of earth. It
is finished.
A man who recently came from Russia and "happened" to be at the funeral, remarked to me, "You know, I
had the feeling that I was present not at a funeral or a burial, but at the service of the Triumph of
Orthodoxy..." At brother Joseph's grave, we realized, in the depths of our being, that his martyrdom was yet
another victory for Christ over the powers of darkness. And could it be otherwise? After all, we Christians
believe that Christ's love will triumph over all evil. Is that not true?It also occurred to me that the time has
come when, before our very eyes, the lives of saints are somehow coming to life.
Rassophore-Monk Vsevolod of Jordanville

INTERNATIONAL NEWS
We have been distressed to hear of the suffering of our
brothers and sisters in Syria, and it is with especially great
sorrow that we report on recent events in its small ancient
Christian town of Maaloula, where Islamist militants
gained control in early September, causing utter
devastation. Armed groups entered many civilian homes,
destroying and terrorizing people and damaging sacred
images. A Christian inhabitant reported that he “saw the
militants grabbing five villagers and threatening them:
‘Either you convert to Islam, or you will be beheaded.’”
The survivor of an attack on a Christian home offered a
horrific picture of the unfolding events in the village. In the house there were three Greek Catholic
men - Mikhael Taalab, his cousin Antoun Taalab, and Sarkis el Zakhm, Mikhael’s grandson - and
the woman, their relative, who recounted what happened. The Islamists warned everyone present
to convert to Islam. Sarkis answered clearly: "I am a Christian and if you want to kill me because I
am a Christian, do it". The young man, together with the other two, were killed cold bloodedly.
The woman was injured and, saved by a miracle, was later taken to hospital in Damascus. "What
Sarkis did is true martyrdom," said Sister Carmel, one of the Christians of Damascus who assisted
the displaced from Maaloula. Those present at the funeral were very moved.
Militants have also annihilated one of the most ancient active Christian churches in the world and
have either stolen or destroyed its widely acclaimed ikons. The Church, dedicated to St Sergius
and St Bacchus, two Roman warriors put to death for their faith in Christ during the reign of
Emperor Maximilian, was built at the beginning of the 4th century. Most recently, its compound
housed a convent, but the nuns had to resettle urgently to the Convent of St Thecla, also in
Maaloula. The list of works of art and historic relics that have been lost forever includes an
invaluable icon of St Sergius painted in the 13th century. The ikonostasis and its central ikons of
the Virgin Mary with Jesus the Hierarch have been scourged. The main cross has been knocked off
from the dome. The frescos on the walls have been scarred and notched by bullets and fragments
of shells. The walls expose the holes left by larger munitions elsewhere and in some places
breaches are gaping. It is possible that some of the local people, for whom Aramaic, the language
spoken by the Saviour, is still the native tongue, will return here after some time, but the Maaloula
that mankind has known since the early Byzantine times has obviously been lost forever.

Barber’s Point & St Botolph: Dig 2013
by Botolph Beavis
BARBER’S POINT is a barren and windswept promontory on the River Alde, home now to
sheep, grass and wetland birds. It is hard to believe that, 1300 years ago, it was a significant
settlement and cemetery along the banks of one of Anglo-Saxon East Anglia’s major arteries of
travel. To the east is Aldeburgh, to the west are Iken, Snape, Rendlesham and, most famously,
Sutton Hoo.
Excavations were first undertaken here in the late nineteenth century by one of the fathers of
modern archaeology, Lieutenant General Augustus Henry Lane-Fox Pitt Rivers, who found
Roman pottery on the foreshore. This, together with a geophysical survey revealing a rectilinear
enclosure, lead many to believe that the site was an uncomplicated Roman fortlet. In 2003, thanks
to the efforts of Richard Newman and the Aldeburgh and District Local History Society, the first
volunteer excavation, led by Suffolk County Council Archaeological Service, was undertaken.
Over a ten-year period, subsequent investigations have revealed that the human past of this site,
once thought to be uncomplicated, is of greater significance than was previously thought. It shines
a light into that most fascinating of transitional periods: the Conversion.
On the last day of this year’s dig, the last to be held at Barber’s Point, a fire pit containing
prehistoric pottery, tentatively dated to the Neolithic period, was discovered, taking the history of
this corner of Suffolk back to 3000BC or earlier. Later, in the first and second centuries AD, it was
a site of Roman salt production. The Roman greyware and briquetage – the coarse ceramic used
to make evaporation pans – that litters the site in a layer about 40cm thick date from this period, as
do a bronze brooch and a beautiful bronze dolphin. There is little distinctive Samian ware at
Barber’s Point, and so it was a probably a low-status industrial site, and not a villa or settlement.
It was the unexpected Middle Saxon graveyard that brought the amateurs and professionals back
a further three times, and generated much excitement in the local press and the local
archaeological community. This year, a total of five further graves of children and young adults,
one showing signs possible signs of trepanation, were uncovered, and it is now believed that the
boundaries of the settlement and graveyard have been uncovered.

If archaeology is the study of the human past through material remains, then the excavation of
graves is, perhaps, the ultimate in archaeology. There is nothing more human or more touching
than the moment when a loved one is laid to rest. From a purely scientific point of view, the grave
is one of the best examples of a ‘sealed context’ – a deposit which was covered over almost
immediately. Thus, any items contained within it will be in as close to their original positions as
possible. Their excavation is a painstaking process, based, like so much of archaeology, on barely
perceptible changes in the colour of the soil. As an excavator, as a person, there is something
profoundly touching in uncovering the bones of somebody’s ancestor, in finding for the first time
in 1300 years a human being as they were laid out by their friends and relatives.
Radiocarbon dating of graves from previous excavations have suggested a date of 650AD - 715AD
for the cemetery, a period whose significance in the conversion of East Anglia can barely be
understated. All the graves were aligned east-west, and contained no or few grave goods,
indicating probable Christian burials. There were no warriors at Barber’s Point, no shields, swords
and spears. Grave goods change in the Middle Saxon period, as the coming of Christianity
changed, albeit slowly, the society it encountered. The age of the great warriors of the ship burial
at Sutton Hoo and its lesser-known cousin, Snape, was coming to an end. The choice of items
interred in graves reflects this. Grave goods become less warlike and, it is true, less common, but
that is not to say that people gave up on them entirely. Old habits die hard, and the parents and
grandparents of the teenage girl buried with a box of mementos – treasures and precious things
collected in childhood, perhaps – had clearly not moved on completely from the ways of their own
formative years.
The grave with the ‘box of treasures’ was by far the most
intriguing of the features at Barber’s Point. The nails in the
casket, placed by the feel of the body, had oxidised,
effectively pickling fragments of wood and of the cloth used
to make the dead girl’s burial shroud. In the box were a
piece of glass, a smooth stone with a hole such as any child
might pick up on Aldeburgh beach today, a spindle whorl,
some pieces of what seem to be a Roman bridle and an egg.
This last item, the egg, is unusual. For eggs to be buried with
pagans as food for the journey to the afterlife was common.
This egg, however, had a hole in the shell, and something
else, perhaps a small, white stone, is hidden within the shell.
The conversion of Britain, then, was not swift or immediate.
Historians such as Barbara Yorke and John Blair have pointed out that, to a pantheist, accepting
one more deity over all the others would not have presented any great challenge. Even if they
accepted fully the Christian God, the early converts’ understanding of their new faith was clearly
not as complete as it could have been.
The soil in this part of Suffolk is extremely acidic, and the preservation of bones varies from grave
to grave. The last one to be found and excavated this year contained only five or six teeth, while
others contained incomplete skeletons. The ‘tooth-‘grave’, while it contained no grave goods and
no body survived, is significant for a different reason: it is the last grave at the cemetery’s southern
edge. Beyond lay only a posthole and a boundary ditch. It is tempting to think that the posthole
was for a cross at the edge of the cemetery, although this can only ever be a whimsical conjecture.

No man is an island. So, too, no archaeological site exists in total
isolation. A few fragments of an Anglo-Saxon claw beaker, which
would have been used at pagan feasts, provide an obvious
cultural link between Barber’s Point’s heathen past and the great
cemetery at Snape, where a similar claw beaker was found.
Perhaps more interestingly, however, are the possible
connections with St Botolph. The River Alde was one of the
motorways of Anglo-Saxon East Anglia. The site was packed full
of oyster shells, reminding us that the river is a source of food,
and it is clear that rivers have been routes of trade and exchange
for thousands of years. The nearby Deben, for example, was
navigable throughout the Medieval period as far as Debenham
where local Saxon monarchs and warlords held court. But rivers
had a more sinister aspect: littoral creeks and marshes were
inhabited, so the locals believed, by demons. Indeed, much of our
East-Anglian folklore is related to watercourses. Black Shuck, the
great hellhound, has a name derived from “scucca,” an Anglo-Saxon word for a watercourse. At
Burgh, where St Botolph’s relics were taken, there are many tales of the Galley Trot, another great,
black dog – “galley” here being related to “gulley.” Even the Grendel, the beast killed by Beowulf,
lived in a marsh and has a name derived, ultimately, from another Old English word for a
watercourse. It was these legends that may have attracted St Botolph, the great exorcist, to found
his minster at Iken, directly across the water from Barber’s Point. The later parish church is clearly
visible from the dig site.
The early minsters, as well as providing a wilderness into which the British Isles’ monks, inspired
by the Desert Fathers, could retreat, served as missionary outposts. Priests would be sent forth to
preach and to establish satellite churches in the local area. Parishes with resident priests were set
up later, when the journey from the minster and back again was too great to be undertaken in one
day. It seems likely that Barber’s Point was such a site. It is too romantic to say with any degree of
certainty that the posthole structure found in the southeastern corner of the excavations, as close
to the graves as a building could possibly be, was an early church, but it is not impossible. Nor is
it impossible that St Botolph, the early English starets who was visited by Bede’s own spiritual
father, St Ceolfrith, for instruction in the monastic life, had links with this community. The AngloSaxon Chronicle tells us that he founded his monastery in 654. As has been noted earlier, the
graves here date from 650-715. We can
never know for sure that one of our
greatest saints visited Barber’s Point, but it
is a tantalising prospect. Given the role
played by minsters such as his, and the
closeness of this settlement and cemetery
to his monastery, it is a strong possibility.

More information and photos on this year’s dig
at Barber’s Point can be found on the website of
the Aldeburgh & District Local History
Society

Notes & Jottings
EAST ANGLIAN PILGRIMAGE COMMITTEE
With the blessing of Archbishop Mark, our choir master Mark Tattum-Smith accepted the
invitation of the Canon Librarian of Norwich Cathedral to join the East Anglian Pilgrimage
Committee as an Orthodox representative. The committee, which includes representatives from
different churches across East Anglia, as well as officials from the County and District Councils,
aims to improve access to the holy pilgrimage sites of East Anglia and to encourage more people
to go on pilgrimage to visit them, particularly by reviving some of the ancient pilgrimage routes
throughout the region.
IKON GIFT
When she returned from Bulgaria, our friend Teodora very kindly brought us an ikon of the
Mother of God “Melter of Evil Hearts”. This ikon is sometimes called the “Prophecy of Simeon”
because of the swords that are depicted, symbolising the words of the Elder Simeon referring to
the anguish that the Theotokos would suffer.
METTINGHAM ORTHODOX TRUST
At the Trustee Meeting on 23 September the proposal to invite Nicholas Morgan to become a
trustee was unanimously approved. Congratulations to the new trustee who will be officially
installed at the next Trust meeting in November. If you are interested in reading the Trust’s
Annual Report for 2012, this is now available on the Charity Commission Website.
CHRISTMAS CARD
In addition to the Christmas cards that have been published over the years,
SGOIS has printed a new card this year. The subject is the Glykophilousa
(“Sweet-kissing”) Ikon of the Mother of God. This fine ikon is the work of
our good friend Efrem Carrasco.
REVOVATIONS
The work of renovation continues and, in fact, is reversing most of the
changes made by a previous owner of the property. The kitchen and
breakfast room have been separated by the installation of double doors and
thus ending the open-plan arrangement. Further to this the “breakfast bar”, counter or whatever it
might have been called as been removed. Since it was neither domestically convenient, nor
aesthetically pleasing, we are pleased to be rid of it. At a stroke, the removal of this obstacle has
made the kitchen feel as though it is twice the size it was before.
NAMEDAYS
To all who are celebrating a nameday at this time we send our congratulations and wish you

!!MANY YEARS!!

3 October – St Oleg of Briansk - Oleg Myslov
5 October - St Peter the Tax Collector – Archpriest Peter Baulk
8 October – St Sergei, Abbot of Radonezh - Sergey Kouzmin
7 October – St John the Evangelist – Fr John Palmer, John Harwood
17 October – St Gurii, Archbishop of Kazan - Gary Meyer

Services in October
DAILY AT 6PM: COMPLINE WITH PRAYERS BEFORE THE IKON
(If you would like a name of a friend or loved one to be included in our intercessions list, please contact us)

Saturday 5 October
7.30pm ~ Vigil
Sunday 6 October
10.10am Hours & Divine Liturgy (Conception of St John the Forerunner)

Saturday 12 October
7.30pm ~ Vigil
Sunday 13 October
10.10am Hours & Divine Liturgy (Hieromartyr Gregory of Armenia)

Saturday 19 October
7.30pm ~ Vigil
Sunday 20 October
10.10am Hours & Divine Liturgy (Martyrs Sergius & Bachus)

Saturday 26 October
7.30pm ~ Vigil
Sunday 27 October
10.10am Hours & Divine Liturgy (Holy Fathers 7th Oecumenical Council)

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
 PATRONAL FEAST 
Collegiate Church of the Ikon of the Mother of God:
Joy of All Who Sorrow
Wednesday 6 November: 10.10am Hours & Festal Liturgy

 FOUNDER’S DAY 
Friday 15 November: 10.10am Hours & Liturgy followed by
Litya at the Grave

One blade of grass or one speck of dust is enough to
occupy your entire mind, in beholding the art with
which it has been made.
St Basil the Great

Collegiate Church of the Mother of God, Joy of All Who Sorrow
The White House, Low Road, Mettingham, Suffolk, NR35 1TP
Tel: (01986) 895176
www.mettingham.org.uk

