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On Tuesday morning we reconnected with an old 
friend: a native person who has been around the 
community for a few years. We had not seen him 
for 6 months. He was in jail, and he had just come 
out. We often have people freshly out of jail who 
come to have breakfast at the Mission. He needed 
some clothes as well and mostly some 
conversation with people he knew. One thing he 
said to us, as he was sharing his friend’s 
experience at the emergency room in the hospital, 
was that “people care less about life these days”. 
Just 10 minutes later, another person who came for 
breakfast said something similar to us. He lives in 
subsidized housing and he was really moved by 
seeing a resident being thrown out. This tenant had 
some problems, some sort of mental illness and a 
difficulty obeying rules, but he was a long-time 
resident. “They kicked him out without any care 
for his life. He will not survive on the street. Some 
people don’t. I do, but he will not. They don’t care 
about that. The same happened with Kevin a few 
years ago and then they found him in the river.” I 
remembered Kevin well, he used to come to us. 
We went to pray at his funeral. Our friend said the 
same thing could happen to the long-time tenant. 
“They don’t care that he is going to die”. We feel, 
here at the Mission, that the present generation 
cares less and less for human life. We see that 
reflected in the new laws and in the new policies 
when it comes to living. Resurrection is about new 
life for us today and we look around and see where 
and how it starts for us, for people and for this 
generation. The decreasing value of human life 
that is spreading within the legal system and 
within institutions is pressing down hard on our 
people, both the old and the young. We see more 
and more people who are marginalized, being 
oppressed today, not only by 
their social condition and 

Human Life in Need of Care 
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economic reality, but maybe more than ever by this collective dynamic that depreciates and 
devalues human life. When we meet people, who come through our doors and welcome 

them within the light of the Resurrection, this is what we have in mind: the gift of life is not conditioned by the 
quality of life because it is given to us by a perfect act of love. This is the new need that we see today in those who 
come our way, a need in which we share as well: namely, to live and rediscover the value of life beyond our own 
social, economic or health care evaluations and to seek and ask for forgiveness. All this oppression condemns our 
souls and forgiveness is the first movement of the soul that sees beyond the smog of this turbulence. Forgiveness is 
seeking the young who feel condemned publicly for their own choices; forgiveness is seeking the adults, for their 
own deeds. We must also pursue forgiveness in not witnessing enough the joy of life and the deep care of the 
human soul for it. There is a new, social, hope that is coming from the root of forgiveness. This hope guides us 
more and more towards personal care for each other as institutions and new legislation fail -- so painfully -- to 
value life. 

I started going to the Mission in February 2020 just a 
handful of weeks before the covid-19 pandemic caused 
a lockdown in Toronto. I was drawn to the Mission 
because it was an opportunity to spend time with people 
in the Toronto 
community that I 
don’t regularly 
interact with. The 
request for 
volunteers was 
something like- 
come spend time 
with us, help 
prepare, serve, and 
clean up meals. 
And most 
importantly, share 
a meal with 
members of the 
community. With 
Covid, that 
element of sharing 
a meal as a 
community was in jeopardy, but somehow folks at the 
St John’s Mission figured out how to make the best of a 
bad situation. After meeting with them I understood 
how much they valued simple acts, like sitting and 
talking with people. There was no complex objective, 
no right or wrong way to do it. All you need to do is 
show up. The Mission was able to continue serve food 
and host a limited number of folks from the community 
over the pandemic, which I think was probably as great 
a service as possible for the patrons given the added 
isolation Covid caused. At the end of last year, the 

pandemic was getting rapidly worse, daily case 
numbers were significantly increasing and Toronto 
went into a more severe lockdown. I had the 
opportunity to stay at a cottage outside the city and so I 

did so for the first 
few months of the 
year. It felt like the 
right decision 
given the 
restrictions and the 
requests to stay 
within a small 
bubble. It also 
gave me access to 
the outdoors which 
I felt very 
fortunate for. 
Eventually I came 
back to the city 
and in May I 
decided it was 
time to stop by the 
Mission and drop 

something off. It was great to see everyone - it felt like 
nothing had changed. Same kind and friendly 
atmosphere, same welcoming personalities. Everyone 
seemed to be in good spirits, taking good care of 
themselves and the community. It was unsurprising and 
really nice to see. I’ve only been back a couple days 
since I started visiting again and things are picking up 
where they left off. I’m looking forward to a great 
summer and beyond. 

Graeme 

Graeme (left) celebrates his return to the serving at the Mission by 
cleaning baptismal font with other volunteers on Saturday 

The Old is Better! 

Join us for ‘Zoom Classes’ 
Led by 

Father Nicolaie Atitienei 

“Exploring Orthodox Christianity,” Thursdays, 7:00–8:00 p.m. 

“Study of the Psalms,” Tuesdays, 7:30–8:00 p.m. 

To sign up, send an e-mail to us at info@stjohnsmission.org 
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From Placement to Community 
I first noticed St. John the Compassionate Mission in the list of agencies for student placement. The name made me 
curious so I researched more about the agency. I decided to send my application. During my interview with Father 
Nicolaie, he made me feel at home and that it was going to be comfortable to work with St. John’s community. He 
explained more about the agency and how it matched my area of interest in my career of SSW -- working with 
vulnerable people. My experience during the placement was perfect. I was happy when I got to know the St. John’s 

community members. I enjoyed signing 
the birthday cards and celebrating the 
surprised individuals’ birthdays. 
Participating in community activities 
made this more than just a student 
placement for me. It was important for 
me to succeed in my practice and feel 
like I was achieving my goal of 
growing in my career of SSW. It was 
also important to be treated like any 
other member of the community. Both 
of these things happened at St. John’s. 
Now that the placement is over, I can 
return as a member of the community. I 
really liked the sign in the main dining 
room that said “It is more serious to 
lose hope than to sin.” I believe that this 
is true. My 15 weeks as a student came 

to an end, but I am looking forward to remaining in the St. John the Compassionate Mission Community as it 
makes me feel like I belong there in the community. I had a good time in the community and I enjoyed everything 
during my stay. I enjoyed prayer time and sharing the scriptures of the day. All of that made my time perfect. I was 
blessed to learn and know everyone who was around me from staff to community members, to volunteers and 
everyone who supports the work of St. John the Compassionate Mission. Thank you to everyone who makes it 
possible to do what they do and to reach out to everyone who needs help in community -- that was the most 
important part that I enjoyed most. 

Veneranda 

A Buddhist Discovers the Face of Christianity 
Today I was talking with one of the placement students who is nearing the end 
of his time with us. He is from Korea and has a tattoo of a cross on his neck 
but is not a Christian, “I just like the art” he had said in one of our first 
exchanges. I told him he reminded me of a monk the way he excelled at 
repetitive tasks and how he was always alert and ready to be of service. He 
said he knew Buddhist monks back in Korea and had liked how they listened 
to people and bowed. He said he enjoyed food and money too much to be a 
monk. Then he volunteered that he had always respected the Buddhists in his 
country but not the Christians. “The Christians are too corrupt. They are too 
much like a business and very corrupt. I’m thankful for coming here because 
now I know that there are Christians like the Buddhists. This is a place that is 
open for everyone. 

Br. Luke (a brother of mercy) 

Shin, (back left) a placement student works with Sister Penka (left) and his 
fellow workers to prepare lunch 

Veneranda works with fellow placement student preparing vegetables 



In Her Father’s Footsteps 
I discovered St. John’s in 2003 shortly after my father passed away. He was a 
volunteer at the Mission and I was curious about his work there. As soon as I got 
involved, I understood exactly what brought him here. His spirit was so present and 
it brought me much peace. The Mission provides a true sense of belonging for the 
community as we share stories, meals, prayers, hopes and dreams. As years passed, 
I got married and moved to another city. By the grace of God, I found my way back 
home, back to my city and back to my community on Broadview. Having 
experienced some hardships last year, I felt a real calling to return and connect with 
others sharing compassion and love. The church has blessed me with a spiritual 
awakening and I have formed meaningful bonds with new friends, volunteers and 
staff who come together at St. John’s. If I can provide a meal, a smile and a few 
minutes of hope for someone in need that makes my heart feel happy and blessed! 

Laryssa 

Mother’s Day at Good Neighbours 
It’s Friday at Good Neighbours and Mother’s Day is approaching on the weekend. Since it is the last day of Good 
Neighbours before the following week we are on the lookout for mothers. Looking, we find many. A couple comes 

from across the street, the man is shouting and 
outgoing, the young woman following behind him 
like his shadow. She is quietly talking to herself and 
looking at the ground. While he waits outside the 
door for his food the man declares loudly about her 
that “she’s not one that is ever going home to the 
family,” “not ever”! The onlookers laugh. When she 
goes inside, I ask the man if “she is a mother.” He 
says that she has a daughter somewhere. When she 
comes out there is an opportunity to take her aside 
privately and give her small gift for Mother’s Day. 
She seems surprised. 

Later on, a little old woman comes to eat outside the 
Mission. She is 97 years old. She was born in North 
Korea in the 1930s and left as a schoolgirl to the 
South. She is almost deaf so we write questions for 

her on sheets of paper for her to answer. She has a painful inflammation of her eyelids that makes her life almost 
unbearable. Today she declares, “I’m not poor. I come here because I am alone.” I know she has children 
somewhere. I ask her for her phone number in case we don’t see her for a bit. She says she’ll think about it. 

Another woman comes with two young children who we haven’t seen in over a year. Last time we saw her we were 
sharing meals together in a crowded hall. She was pregnant then. Now the child is nearly a year old. Things have 
certainly changed. She is a single mother and her older son is autistic. She has her own mental issues and it cannot 
be easy for her. One of the volunteers says that the older boy will grow up to be a big guy. “He’ll grow up big,” she 
replies “he’s stubborn and hard like his father.” 

Then a woman comes like a streak of colour from the outside. She is here to get as many meals as she can. 
Someone wishes her a Happy Mother’s Day in the middle of her heist and she acknowledges to everyone that she 
too is a mother and smiles. 

Finally, there is an older lady who stays eating outside the Mission most of the day because she can’t come in 
because of COVID. She comes in occasionally to use the washroom, or to pray the paschal hour in the chapel and 
shout “Yesus Zhif” in her native language (Slovenian). She is carrying around a small card and gift that we had 
given her for Mother’s Day when one of her friends says in surprise, “how did you get that? I thought you weren’t 
allowed to see them [her children].” Later on, we are talking outside and she shows me pictures of her mother who 
is 85 years old and has dementia. She shows me pictures of her mother’s last birthday party with the almond cake 
she had made for her mother and a beautiful handcrafted card she had made for her. “If I had more money and 
more space in my apartment, I would take her in to live with me,” she says. 

People gather outside Good Neighbours to for 
social interaction and services 

Peter Memory Eternal 



Days Gone but Not Forgotten 
Can you even remember life before Covid? I find it hard to believe that in times past we managed to sit 40 people 
into little Good Neighbours. Not only did we sit together but we ate together with barely enough elbow room. Face 
to maskless face. Crazy I know! Of course, we've all had to adapt to a changed world. Unless you live on a 
mountain somewhere, daily life looks different. Here meals are now served in take-out containers. Few people 
(often none depending on the 
restrictions) are allowed to eat 
inside due to the small space. 
It feels disconnected and 
unnatural contrasted against 
the good old days where 
people ONLY ate inside. 
However Good Neighbours is 
still very much a place of 
community. If you drive by 
you will likely see some folks 
around outside drinking coffee, 
eating or even just stopping by. 
Alain our chef got us a 
whipped cream machine, so 
the coffees have had an 
upgrade. Conversations are 
had outside no matter what the 
weather is. Br. Luke can often 
be seen putting people to work 
out there, usually cutting out 
icons or something of that 
nature. I've popped my head 
out to see them chatting and diligently cutting paper in at least -10 weather. Good Neighbours is a special place. 

Unfortunately, the pandemic has put many people out of work or at least altered their work significantly. Children 
have been home for chunks of the school year and online learning is now the way things are done. Consequently, 
the need for food help has grown and some local food banks have even closed during these times. We now serve 
over 200 families regularly, many of whom are immigrants. Mary keeps it all organized with appointments. She 
varies the days and times people come so there is opportunity for everyone to get some good stuff. What we get 
changes all the time. People are screened at the door and directed to the back where they get to choose from an ever
-changing selection. The volunteers and myself try to keep everything properly proportioned because there are 
some big families! Today we had 3 families of 9, at least 3 families of 7 and at least 4 families of 6. The 
conversations during the “grocery shopping” are brief and there are many parents with tired eyes. I can't even 
imagine doing online school with 5 kids in an apartment and not being able to really go out anywhere. My 
goodness, I salute them. Nonetheless most folks smile (with their eyes) and update me a bit on their lives. There are 
many short conversations about what is happening at home, with their children or with their health. This while 
saying no to the weird vegetable neither of us had never seen before, and a strong yes to the mangoes. No one says 
no to the mangoes. 

We also see quite a few seniors. One older lady comes to mind. There was a holiday coming up and of course she 
couldn't see her family. She took a bunch of green beans nobody wanted because they weren't in the best shape. She 
happily said “I'll clean them up and freeze them, I've got nothing else to do.” This was sad to hear but her tone was 
happy, she did seem genuinely delighted by those beans. 

I am eager to see people's faces again. To have children's programs again. To see their unmasked faces. Did you 
know children used to come and cook at Good Neighbours on Saturdays? And eat too! They would make food 
WITH THEIR (clean) HANDS and eat together. They would drop in after school and be greeted by snacks. I'm 
looking forward to indoor celebrations at Good Neighbours and handshakes and singing. We used to sing quite 
loudly indoors. Talk about living dangerously. I hope that the connections we've made during these times can grow 
into a future where we can fully connect beyond these limitations. I'm looking forward to seeing the smiles I haven't 
yet seen. Until then I thank God that Good Neighbours is still able to serve during these strange times. 

Cass 

Cassandra helps distribute food at Good Neighbours 



31 When the Son of Man comes in his glory, and all the angels with 
him, he will sit on his glorious throne. 32 All the nations will be 
gathered before him, and he will separate the people one from 
another as a shepherd separates the sheep from the goats. 33 He will 
put the sheep on his right and the goats on his left. 

34 Then the King will say to those on his right, ‘Come, you who are 
blessed by my Father; take your inheritance, the kingdom prepared 
for you since the creation of the world. 35 For I was hungry and you 
gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something 
to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me in, 36 I needed clothes 
and you clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in 
prison and you came to visit me.’ 

37 Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when did we see you 
hungry and feed you, or thirsty and give you something to drink? 38 
When did we see you a stranger and invite you in, or needing clothes 
and clothe you? 39 When did we see you sick or in prison and go to 
visit you?’ 

40 The King will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did for one of 
the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you did for me.’ 

2. In this passage we hear the message of serving God through 
others. When we serve others, it is the same way we serve God 
because they are the embodiment of the suffering Jesus himself. 

3. This reminds me of when I worked at St. John the 
Compassionate Mission. I felt very happy and peaceful when I 
worked there because I had a chance to see, communicate, help 
and serve many people - especially the poor and homeless. At 
first, to be honest, I felt uncomfortable with them because they 
seemed so weird to me. Some had mental issues, disabilities, and 
at some points, talked complete nonsense. It was very difficult to 
listen and understand them because often, their voice was not 
clear. For me, it was the first time I worked with strangers. 
Everything was new to me: culture, language, foods, and behavior. At first, I wondered how I can serve them 
in these circumstances? Before I arrived at the Mission for my second week, I did a holy hour and talked with 
God about my situation (and continued to do so going forward). Step by step, I realized that God wants to use 
this work to sanctify me. I try to serve them with all my heart. When I cannot talk or communicate with them 
properly, I try my best to put my good intentions forward when I prepare food for them. I try to empathize and 
respect them to make sure that I concretely understand God’s call to me to serve Him in the poor and hungry. 
It is not a trite and hollow way but through my life and work I feel happy to do it every day. I cannot do great 
things for them, but I will try to do small things with a sincere heart, and to see everything and every person 
with the eyes of Jesus.  

4. When I worked here, it reminded me of the image of Mother Teresa of Calcutta who is the model of serving 
the poor. Mother Teresa of Calcutta was the one who loved and lived the Gospel. She was fascinated by 
suffering people and serving them brought happiness to her life. In her eyes, it was not only the poor people, 
but also the embodiment of the suffering of Jesus himself. It is the reason she loved poor people more 
intensely because it is the best way for her to feel and experience the love and grace of God: “Practice seeing 
Jesus himself in every person, no matter how disgusting they may seem.” 

5. According to the United Nations in 2005, “an estimated 100 million people were homeless worldwide.” It is 
very sad news. I think one of the reasons that lead to this situation is humanity’s selfishness and insensitivity. 
Therefore, the gap between rich and poor is strikingly clear and grows larger by the day. Racism is increasing 
all over the world and people’s relationships to each other are getting worse and worse. People seem to be 
more insensitive because they focus on taking care only of themselves. At St John the Compassionate Mission, 
I had the opportunity to empathize with the poor. Some of them come to have breakfast 
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Peter is helping to prepare the butter for 
scones in the bakery. 

A Seminarian’s Reflections on Mt 25: 31-40 



or lunch and they ask one more for their wife, husband or children because they have 
nothing to eat at home. It is easy to understand because during the pandemic, many people 

struggle with their life. Here, I learn from Fr Nicolaie, Sister Penka and a lot of volunteers. I learn from there - 
generosity, humility, friendliness, and patience. They are always smiling and welcome everybody who stops 
by. They try their best to help them and do not discriminate against anyone. 

6. What should I do for the poor? This is a big question not for me, but for everybody who is dedicated to follow 
and serve God and others. In particular, we still see sick and suffering people around us every day who do not 
have enough food, a roof, a bed, clothes or are abandoned... Jesus identifies and hides himself in the most 
pitiful and lowly. He is not just in the church or in the sacrament, but He is with those who need us. Each of the 
destitute is a sacrament where we can really meet Jesus. There are times when God comes into my life like a 
king disguised as a beggar. On the Judgment day, “We’ll be judged on love.” At that time, I think that God will 
not ask me about how much money I have or what kind of car or cell phone I use. He will ask me how many 
people I met and helped. Did I empathize with them? How deeply do I love others? I need to be generous and 
humble to help others as much as I can because Jesus asked me to help His youngest brothers-the illiterate, 
street-children, people with mental breakdowns, people in need of love, people who can’t find a place in their 
lives, people who lock themselves in a prison of passion, and endless others in need of help. It is the best way 
for me to fulfill my vocation and ministry to make sure that I am ready to hear the welcome of God: “Come, 
you who are blessed by my Father; take your inheritance, the kingdom prepared for you since the creation of 
the world.” Words need to be practiced. Try to do small good gestures for others: ‘better late than never’. 

Peter Tran 
Peter is a seminarian from St Augustine’s Seminary of Toronto and he did his placement with us. 

He is originally from Vietnam and he goes back to his country as he finishes his studies here.  

Bread for the World in Times of Covid 
Feeling far from loved ones, I spent the early lockdown days wandering the 
city for hours. I walked past the Mission & bakery many times and eventually 
decided to reach out to start volunteering at the bakery, attracted by the nice 
smells and the small, yet buzzing activity from this corner of the block. I 
began in the back, helping move along the production of things. Though I’m 
an avid home-baker, it was my first time working in a commercial bakery. It 
was exhilarating, watching the quantity of bread that was being produced, the 
amounts of butter that I had to chop, and the seemingly effortless flow of the 
bakers moving about the bakery. After a few months of volunteering, I was 
hired to work at the front of the bakery, where I would meet those who came 
in to buy the bread and treats that we had. I immensely enjoy my time at the 
front where I engage with people who have various relationships to our bread 
and bread in general and can approach questions and conversations regarding 
bread and baking with intimate knowledge. I also get to experience the entire 
range of emotions that people have towards food—wonder, excitement, 
anxiety, fulfillment, anger (when there are no more scones), joy. It’s so 
wonderful to be able to have my hand in a bit of everything at the bakery, it is 
a beautiful picture of the entire cycle of food, from creation to consumption. 
My time here has made me feel so close to the surrounding community in 
times when connection feels a bit difficult—I guess you should never 
underestimate the power of bread as nourishment, physical and spiritual, to 
sustain us. 

Favourite bread: Celtic 

Favourite scone: Orange Chocolate 

Tammy 
Tammy rests on Mission steps at 
the end of her shift at the bakery 

Continued from p. 6 

"The shroud has no pockets, remember the Mission in your will."  
Memorial Dinners offered in Memory of a loved one.  
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Spring Needslist 
 Rice & Beans (arroz con frijoles) 

 Juice, Juice Boxes, Eggs, Snack Bars 

 Brown Sugar, sugar 

 Regular & Herbal Tea 

 Potatoes, Fresh Garlic, Apples, Oranges 

 Jam, Honey, Condense Milk 

 Canned Tomatoes, Sauce, Paste 

 Curry powder, Italian herbs, Thyme 

 Dish clothes, Tea towels 

 Dish Soap, Laundry Soap 
 Oil based paint - orange, dark gray, black and 

white (indoor or outdoor, for tail signs) 

Fioretti... 
On Wednesday we had a long-planned burial. If Joanna is correct, we have been planning this since November. At 
that time a homeless person that we knew as being kind and having an honest heart, came to ask to have his friend 
buried in a Christian way. The process was long. The authorities wanted to make sure that nobody else wanted his 
body. And nobody really wanted him even though, as rumours go, they found out that he had a son. We buried 
people before who were not claimed by sons or daughters, so the story seemed veridical to us. However, this does 
not speak about the carelessness of the family members, but rather about the depth alienation that kept them apart. 
Deep wounds in need for healing. Even when dead, one is not forgiven today. The broken relationship between a 
son and his father that cannot be reconciled even when one is dead speaks about the brokenness, we share with 
each other within this generation. That’s why we cannot believe the wound can be touched because it is still painful 
and with no trace of healing. 

The arrangements were made so that we were going to have a burial on a bright week. Dn Pawel prepared well for 
it and we arrived at the cemetery in Brampton. He thought Andrei did a great job postponing his burial. We saw 
seven cars parked in the parking lot and I assumed, sharing my thought with Dn Pawel, that we were not the only 
ones burying someone that day. It proved I was wrong. All those seven cars were there for Andrei. Because of the 
Covid restrictions, people from the funeral home had to drive separately. It looked impressive to me and somehow 
it made sense. It was a burial during Bright week. 

The service by the tomb seemed to be the right thing to do on a bright Wednesday. To sing Christ is Risen in the 
cemetery praying for a soul that could not be reconciled with his son even when getting ready to be buried gave us 
more hope in God’s mercy to bring peace where fear and hate rules. 

The deepest wounds of our life can be touched only by God. Forgiveness of the resurrection precedes our own 
repentance. If at the baptism of John, people repent so they can be forgiven, the forgiveness within the eternal light 
touches us first so we can enter within the new reality of life where our deepest wounds are healed by Him. We 
need to touch the healed mark and believe so we don’t get stuck in our addiction to sorrow. 

PN 

And A Miracle.... 
$20 & A Pen 

I was sitting in a park near the horrid shelter with my notebook, trying to write a poem when my pen ran out of ink. 
I didn’t even have enough change to get another one at the corner store. I was upset because without a notebook 
and a pen I feel just absolutely lost. I started to walk down the street and noticed a twenty-dollar bill lying in the 
middle of the sidewalk. I looked up ahead of me and assuming the man walking away had dropped it I ran after 
him and said, “I think you dropped this.” 

Then I turned back the way I had come and about right in the same spot where I had seen the twenty-dollar bill was 
a new Bic pen. That made my day. 

And I had all faith that I was being taken care of by God. 

A catechumen 


