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I ndependence, we all 
want it, but it 
sometimes is the one 

barrier to true 
independence. Often 
independence is the sign of 
maturity that we have 
grown up, the captain of 
our own ship. Yet we are 
growing, crashing, burning, 
and getting up, throughout 
our past childhood and this 
new childhood. When a 
cure comes to us in this 
state, we usually reject it, 
because it means loss of 
independence and reliance 
on another. We are 
unknowingly reliant on 
another, the person that 
quietly goes without so I 
can have, or fixes my tear 
in my shirt. And this other, 
impinges on everything of 
me, sometimes shatters all 
I hold true, and makes me 
realize how far I have to come. It is a miracle; anyone can 
come to salvation, to reliance on the Divine Other, in the 
state we have fallen. It sometimes seems that niceties and 
superficial pleasantries are all that keep us from tearing 
people apart. This is a macrocosm of the daily lessons 
learned under the surface at St. Xenia House. 
 We have had the same group of people for nearly a 
year. 6 people crammed in a small, sometimes hot 
building. 3 Bathrooms but only enough water pressure for 
1 ... a large kitchen but people that are not used to the idea 
of co-cooking ... 3 dedicated smokers with 3 dedicated non
-smokers; and did I mention that everyone has some 
problem in life? Despite all of this, St Xenia House is 
doing well. We meet weekly and share problems, 

everything from someone 
not doing chores, to the 
reminder of the light that 
still needs fixing, keeping 
the fist fights at bay. And 
we share food, surprisingly 
2/3 of residents have never 
done this, and we talk 
about mundane things. 
Learning to take is 
sometimes harder than 
learning how to give. 
Somewhere throughout this 
people become a family, a 
little dysfunctional, but 
what family isn’t? 
 Everyone here is at a 
crossroads. One resident 
has her neck surgery 
coming up, one that will 
hopefully free her from a 
condition that has taken her 
from the richness of life to 
the depth of poverty. 
Another is going to school, 
struggling to support a 

family while finding a qualified job, another trying to 
figure out where life after employment leads, another the 
loss of independence in blindness, another the loss of 
everything in life he loved. All of us here struggle with 
what it means to be interdependent. A lot of change is 
coming, but for now we hold our breath and continue on... 

Mike Luciuk 
 St. Xenia House is a radical new way of doing 
subsidized housing. It involves 6 people living the 
community life in a fully functioning house in the heart of 
downtown Toronto. This includes cooking, cleaning, and 
dealing with personal issues as a group. St. Xenia House 
provides a place of healing and development for many 
coming from the street or shelters. 
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I n the midst of a very busy day a woman I knew well sat 
beside me and poured out her grief. The night before 
while she and others were sleeping, bundled up in an 

alleyway, one of "theirs" died. It took them sometime to 
realize this; finally the police were called. Her voice was full 
of both rage and grief. The loss of a brother, a friend in an 
alleyway with no dignity, "they would not let us sprinkle 
tobacco over him" she kept 
repeating. Her brother/friend 
died with no privileges, nothing 
that would single him out as 
having any worth, denied even a 
pinch of tobacco. 
 Dwayne was well known 
and respected by all on the 
street. His wife and two children 
recently found each other at 
lunch at the Mission. There 
were rumours of a 
reconciliation. Gus, a local 
Greek man, went out of his way 
to express his regrets for 
Dwayne as a good human being. 
His death caused a stir, dismay 
and perplexity. A community, 
that for the most part I have 
never seen sober, for a brief 
moment touches a grief that even alcohol can't silence. 
Melissa came for lunch but her grief was too much, she threw 
her salad in the air and folded sobbing on the steps of the 
Mission. A woman who had a raging ocean of grief and anger 
older than any recent loss of her lover. A week later Melissa 
too was dead. 
 It is hard to imagine life at any more low a point than 
what we all become part of this grief during the week 
Dwayne died. Raw rage, raw grief, the raw incomprehensible 
loss, the floodgates of tears that only Dwayne's death had 
opened. Even in the midst of all this there was love, there was 
a sense of solidarity, a desire to repair any harm done, a real 
struggle for dignity. It is one of the spiritual strengths of the 
First Nation People that even in the absolutely darkest hour 
one of them comes to see me and asks, "why is He taking so 
many of us, 30 this year so far?" The dignity of their 
humanity is also seen in the fact that in spite of real broken, 

almost disfigured, lives there 
was a goodness that lives in 
them. Like the glow Dwayne's 
children showed on their faces 
the day they embraced their 
dad at the Mission. They had 
come home. A week later it 
was Dwayne's turn to also 
come home. This is our hope 
with Dwayne and Melisa. 
This is what being human 
means. 

 The sense of the Divine, the sense that a pinch of 
tobacco carries the dignity of a person's life, that a pinch of 
tobacco is needed to give meaning to what appears an absurd 
loss. The sense that one person's life can be the loss of many. 
The sense of being community. The woman's response to the 
Divine Silence at her grief was to decide "I am going to get 
drunk". Like all of us, our addictions are this desperate 

attempt to find unconditional 
love where it can never be 
found. 
 As the body of Christ, the 
Church on Broadview Avenue, 
we see  Dwayne's life and death 
as not only the tragic effects of 
a systemic oppression of people. 
Not a pious hope in the sky, but 
as the only answer to make any 
sense to our common human 
longing for home. At the centre 
of our addictions and absurd 
losses we witness the obvious 
missed reality. This truth; the 
Unconditional Love that 
throughout Dwayne and Melisa 
and all of our lives, that desires 
to find us. With Dwayne and 
Melisa we hold the hope also 

for friends who keep coming for lunch that beyond just 
getting drunk we will surrender to our "first love" the love 
that gave us life. May we find it, this "first love", if not here, 
certainly in the next life. We are grateful for Dwayne and 
Melissa's lives. We are grateful for the people whose lives 
they have touched. Above all we are grateful to the love that 
called them, searched for them and finally welcomed them 
home. 
 May the angels welcome you with the smoking pipe of 
sacred tobacco!        P.R. 
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Voula Campbell literally died in the arms of our 
Michael (former Lived Theology School Student) on 

August 29th on Queen St. Voula was a dear member of 
our community for 15 years. Memory Eternal! 



���������������
������������������������������
�
ST. JOHN'S KIDS KLUB IS DEFINITELY THE HIGHLIGHT IN MY WORKWEEK! On a regular basis, 15
-20 children come out for the program to learn about science, other cultures, the material world around them, 
and one another. 
 Take last week for example, when Michael brought along 5 pounds of dry ice and turned the Klub into a 
bubbling, smoking chemistry lab, making ice cream and soda pop! The kids were captivated and very, very 
curious. The excited urgency in their voices made for an energetic and lively day at the Klub when their own 
cup of bubbling juice turned cold: "QUICK! QUICK! TAKE IT OUT! It's sooo cold!" 
 Or a few weeks prior when making dreamcatchers, our volunteer told the story of the legend of the 
willow tree and asked if anyone knew about the Native American culture. One quiet 10-year-old girl proudly 
pointed to her little sister and herself -- we were learning about their heritage. 

 These are the moments that fulfill me. The moments when a child 
comes alive, goes within. It is not about cutting and pasting. It's about 
reaching inside ourselves, reaching out to another, knowing one another 
and love. There are also moments of frustration, conflict or anger. By 
dealing with these moments in love, patience and kindness rather than 
harsh discipline, we reach a common place not only of acceptable 
behaviour, but also of acceptance of the other. Such moments are binding 
and slowly build a random group of volunteers and children into a 
community in which love, acceptance and kindness are the cornerstones. 
This community takes months, if not longer, to build. It takes trust, time, 
and both types of moments. The children test us to see what we will do 
when they lash out. Over and over, we need to respond in the same manner: 
you are accepted, we love you, now we're going to clean up from your 
tantrum (for example). Love can melt hearts and move mountains, whether 

they be in Egypt or within ourselves. 
 Building relationships of love, acceptance and kindness. This is the Kids Klub. To support this program, contact 
Fr. Roberto at (416) 466-1357. 

Naomi Funk 
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This summer, the youth at Camp Metamorphosis, of the Greek 
Orthodox Metropolis of Toronto, Canada, had the opportunity to 
partake in the act of "diakonia" (performing a service to benefit 
others). The campers assembled activity packages for the "Kids Klub" 
program for the Mission. Prepared with love and joy, the packages 
contained sidewalk chalk, bubbles and other fun items to be enjoyed 
by the Youth of the “Kids Klub”. 
 The campers also partook in various community outreach 
projects such as baking cookies for the Mission, and writing letters to 
Canadian soldiers in Afghanistan just to name a few. The goal was to 
have the campers appreciate and apply the concept of "diakonia" in 
their everyday lives.      P Maria Drossos 

Remember the Mis-
sion in your will, who 
says you can’t take it 

with you? 
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· Canned Fish 
· Tea Regular 
· Fresh Carrots 
· Fresh Potatoes 
· Laundry Soap 
· Canned Fruit 
· Canned Vegetables 

· Beans, Canned, Dried 
· Herbs (fresh/dried) 
· Cereal 
· Margarine 
· Coffee 
· Diced tomatoes 
· Sugar 
· Baby Food, Formula 
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stjohnsmission@sympatico.ca www.stjohnsmission.org 

The Swearing In of the New Community Advisory Board 2011-2012 

Traditional, Duma Family, BBQ — Summertime and the living is easy! 
Eddie (left), BBQ Man Mr Duma (center), Various People Eating (right) 
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I n the spring of this year, an independent auditor conducted an organizational analysis 
at the Mission. The purpose of review was to take a thorough examination of how the 
Mission functions and its sustainability. The result produced valuable 

recommendations for the future of the Mission. The audit was very favourable at the 
present organization status. It also showed our strengths in the various ways the Mission 
lives out it’s vision. The report and the reflections that followed on what is now becoming 
a new stage in the life of the Mission. We are no longer in the foundational stage but need 
to look towards how to sustain the work for the next 25 years. A different model of 
leadership was discussed. The audit suggested, to hire a Director of Operations to assist Fr. 
Roberto in the vast and growing responsibilities in the administration of the various 
ministries of the Mission. With the approval of the Board of Directors, the Mission has 
implemented this recommendation. Presbytera Maria Drossos was hired in this new 
position.  
 Presbytera Maria has served on the Board of St. John the Mission since 1999 and in 
the role as President since 2008. Upon visiting the Mission over 12 years ago, her heart was full to see a beautiful place of 
hospitality in Toronto within the Orthodox Church. Presbytera Maria Drossos was born and raised in Broadview, IL, USA (a 
suburb of Chicago) and she feels back home on Broadview Avenue, in Toronto, Canada.   She is married to Rev. Father 
Odisseys Drossos, priest of Sts. Panteleimon, Anna and Paraskevi Greek Orthodox Church in Markham, Ontario and together 
they have a beautiful son Thomas who is 4 years old.  
 Presbytera Maria says, “I feel blessed and grateful to be able to serve here at this oasis which reflects God’s love.” 

We acknowledge and thank Mr. Tom Colomvakos and Mr. George Vlahopoulos, owners of Peter’s Fine Dining Restaurant in 
Markham, for their donation of plates and cutlery to the Mission. We greatly appreciate their generosity. 

www.petersfinedining.com 


