


The eyes that teach to enter without fear
On Saturday, the Mission’s 

front door was attended by an 
innocent volunteer, of small 
stature.

She would not speak much, 
but with her eyes she would steal 
a kind smile from anyone who 
came through the door. That 
morning, various people did 
come in: elderly neighbors living 
in the subsidized apartments up the street, people with 
disabilities, young adults with autism. They all came to 
pray, to share a meal, and to work that day. There were 
also people who got lost while looking for the Bakery next 
door to buy freshly baked bread. And people who roamed 
the streets overnight, now hanging around after a 5 a.m. 
breakfast.

It’s mysterious how human innocence can touch with 
joy any weary soul – weary from poverty, hardship, illness, 
alienation, and so on. The joy of human innocence breaks 
through any guarded heart. Young Numa’s presence at 
the door during the day reminded us somehow how easily 
we became used to living without this presence in our 
community life; living segregated, without the witness of 
innocent joy. Those elderly people from up the street have 
lived for months or years without interacting with a child 
who has a smile for them, who looks for playful interac-
tion, and who witnesses the friendly nature of humanity 
in you. Not only the elderly are deprived of this fresh and 
new joy, but also most of the people we see daily. They all 
have complex family lives, where lost, broken, and diffi-
cult relationships take away the possibility of encounter-
ing a little one who smiles to play, and plays for the sake of 
innocent joy.

It wasn’t the first time Numa stood by the door at the 
Mission greeting people. She’s been spending many Sat-
urdays and at times Fridays within the community, to-
gether with her parents. One night during Holy Week, 
Numa and her parents kept vigil and slept in the church 
overnight. It was Holy Saturday, by the tomb, the place 
where good news and light, plenty of light, was about to 
spring forth and touch all. They slept as a family, together 
with a few other young people, and kept vigil. They had 
needed some blankets, the father confessed in the morn-
ing. It was cold. Because, of course, we forgot to put the 
heat on, and they didn’t know we had any.

Numa, almost two years old, has been living a life of 
prayer and hospitality for strangers more so than many of 
us. She takes it all in – that’s her on the front page. And 
the more she takes, the more she smiles. And the more she 
smiles, the more every weary soul is touched with new 
hope and fresh joy. The joy of Pascha for those who slept 
beside the tomb, where the renewal of life starts. Numa 
and her parents, were the first ones to listen to the voice of 
the angel, early in the morning, on the first day of the 
week. And Numa doesn’t stop witnessing that, greeting 
in the same way every person who comes into the com-
munity. She greets everyone with a smile, because the 
good news makes the children believe, and dance for joy.

Many things are said these days about how children 
should be or not be churched. However, children do two 
things well, and the church dearly needs them both: keep-
ing vigil at night (because they sleep lightly and stay awake 
for long periods), and hospitality (because they welcome 
all, with no partiality, and with the expectation of a joyful 
encounter). Let the children come. To those who have 
not seen the innocent smile, or listened to the voice that 
never mistakes your name. To those who have been de-
prived of the joy of innocence. It’s hard to be deprived of 
bread, drink, clothes, or a place to live. But what happens 
to the human heart when it is deprived of the joy of chil-
dren who are not afraid to play and speak their name?

Numa is learning from an early age what the church is 
all about. She’s blessed to have parents who show her the 
treasure hidden in plain sight, which takes away any form 
of anxiety or distress. Communion, for the sake of a 
smile, is joy for all those who partake of it without fear.

— Father Nicolaie
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Donate goods: our ‘needs list’
• sugar, jam, pancake mix, syrup, 

breakfast cereal, pasta, rice, lentils, 
dry chickpeas

• coffee, oil, oregano, garlic powder, 
paprika, pepper, turmeric, basil, 
rosemary

• XL disposable gloves, men’s socks
• bleach, laundry detergent, dish 

detergent

Visit our
• Our new store is at 740 Queen Street 

East, just a few blocks away from the 
Mission

Visit St. John’s Bakery
• “Award-winning non-profit social 

enterprise producing Toronto’s best 
organic sourdough 
breads and sweets”

• Check out our 
baked goods, which 
you can see at 
stjohnsbakery.com

• Visit 153 Broadview 
Avenue, and leave happy

You Can Help See also the ‘You Can Help’
menu on stjohnsmission.org

Volunteer
• Volunteers are the heart of what we do at St. 

John’s Mission
• Volunteer by yourself, or as a group
• Visit, phone or e-mail us to find out more, or 

tap the Volunteer button at the top of our web 
site, stjohnsmission.org

Donate by cheque, or cash
• Tax receipts are available, as a Canadian 

registered charity

Donate on-line
• Donate using PayPal, with a single or recurring: 

payment by credit card or PayPal account
• Tap Donate now at the top of our web site
• CanadaHelps can also be used, but with a fee

Donate securities
• Plan donations in your will or life insurance 

policy
• Donate RRSP, RRIF, TFSA, stocks, real estate
• Donate through endowments, donor-advised 

funds, private foundations

Donate through your employer
• Your employer may offer (matching) donations 

through payroll deductions, as well as group 
volunteering

Building a summer refuge
The mid-May heat in the Mission’s kitchen today was 

a reminder that summer is almost here.
For many, summer means getting away from the city 

to relax. For the Mission, it seems to be the opposite. In 
July, many of us will go to St. Mary’s Refuge near Madoc, 
but not for relaxation. As in summers past, we’ll embrace 
a structured missionary life, which will bear good fruit in 
the country and in the city.

We go to harvest essentials desperately needed in the 
city, accessible to all those we know and serve. These in-
clude silence, the refreshing qualities of nature and ani-
mals, and a robust shared daily life structured by gift (ado-
ration). We’ll work on the farm, and host summer events 

(see page six). Days begin at six with prayer, and end with 
reflecting on local history, current events, and the church.

Young people from the Mission can leave the city and 
enjoy community and prayer life, working outdoors and 
in. Live-in newcomers from St. John’s can support and 
experience this, too. Our time together strengthens and 
deepens our community, creating lasting ties. Meanwhile, 
the Mission, Bakery, Eco Market, and Good Neighbours 
will continue to run as is usual for the summer.

We stretch ourselves each summer, but for good cause. 
Paraphrasing the Mission’s Rule, without these deep, 
beautiful, intimate, personal experiences in community, 
we won’t learn how to listen, receive, give, or be present to 
others, and our efforts will bear no fruit.

— Brother Luke
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My Life @ the Mission
i. Warren

Some call St. John’s Mission a 
heaven on earth, and a sanctuary for 
every passing soul. I’ve walked these 
halls for months now, and it’s true. 
The doors open wide for everyone, 
no matter where their road began.

The Mission became the quiet 
space I needed to reconnect with 
God. It taught me to sit still, to listen, and to truly receive 
the unique stories of the people around me. I think of 
Richard and Suzette, who have taught me the deep value 
of patience and love, even in the face of adversity.

Solomon wrote that there is a time to weep and a time 
to laugh. Earlier this year, my heart was heavy with grief. 
The loss of a loved one had broken my spirit, and weighed 
on my mind. Then, a beautiful door opened. I was asked 
to play Jesus Christ in our spring Passion play. Stepping 
into that role changed everything. It forced me to reflect 
on the deep humility of Christ. Slowly, that reflection 
carried me through the darkest days of my sorrow. The 
play became a bridge. It helped me rebuild my faith and 
bind myself to this beautiful community.

Today my heart overflows with gratitude. I’m thank-
ful to be a part of this vibrant family, a place that every 
day lives and breathes faith, humility, and compassion.
ii. Eyerusalem

I heard about the Mission 
through a friend who had been vol-
unteering there. I was surprised and 
amazed that such a place existed right 
here in Toronto. I did not expect to 
find a community so full of love, 
prayer, and service hidden in the mid-
dle of a busy city.

One thing that touched me deeply was discovering 
that the Mission has relics of a saint who is celebrated in 
my home country. I saw the Gospel in action, and in re-
membering the Gospel of Matthew, that whatever we do 
for the least of our brothers and sisters, we do for Christ.

I was especially moved by the Mission’s consistent 
prayer life. Prayer is not separate from service, but the 
heart of everything they do. The Mission provides food 
and clothing for people experiencing homelessness, but it 
is much more than that. People are welcomed, heard, re-
spected, and treated with dignity. What amazed me most 
was how organized and peaceful everything was. Walking 

into the Mission felt like entering a warm home where 
hot meals are served with kindness by smiling volunteers.

More than anything, I experienced love, care, family, 
and the Gospel being lived out in everyday life. From the 
moment I arrived, I felt there was something special 
about this place, and I am so glad and grateful to be part 
of it. Above all, this is a place where you can truly see God 
through serving and loving others.
iii. Jordon

I decided to volunteer at St. 
John’s Mission because I knew they 
helped a lot of people, especially 
those who are food-insecure. There 
was also an opportunity for my neu-
rodivergent daughter to participate. I 
really appreciated the effort that 
Brother Luke, Jacob, and many oth-
ers make to accept and include everyone – that my daugh-
ter looks forward to volunteering at the Mission is proof. 
She feels valued, and has the chance to socialize with peo-
ple while gaining confidence doing new things. She loves 
the art activities on Saturdays, which is a bonus.

Encouraged, we added time on Wednesdays to our 
schedule. It feels good to know that we’re helping people 
and supporting the Bakery and the Eco Market. That 
support could be washing dishes, unloading trucks, food 
preparation, or even contributing to the newsletter :) 
There’s always lots to be done, but also time to chat over 
tea or while sharing a meal.

We participated in the Passion Play this spring, which 
was a great experience (that’s me dressed as Caiaphas). All 
of us who volunteer share a sense of community, but act-
ing in this play added a level of commitment; we got to 
know each other better because of it. It deepened my 
knowledge of a story that is significant to so many.

The Mission is here to give to others. In giving we re-
ceive as much in return. That’s not only my volunteer ex-
perience, but many others’. I see it in the smiles, the sense 
of purpose, and the camaraderie I experience each week.
iv. Janice

Four years ago, I began working at St. John’s as a vol-
unteer. At the orientation, and during the first few shifts 
of cutting butter and grating orange peel, I kept my eyes 
and ears open. Who were these people working at the 
Mission? Who came to the Mission for help and food? As 
I spent more time here helping to prepare, and then in the 
kitchen and serving meals, I began to feel at home, and 
learn the answers.



The staff and volunteers are a ded-
icated, kind, funny, hard-working 
team. They’re happy to answer ques-
tions and train newbies. Many staff 
are motivated by their joyous faith in 
God, and all are motivated by their 
concern for the well-being of others.

As to who comes to the Mission, 
well, underhoused people who live on the streets, for 
sure. I expected to welcome them. But there are lots of 
other people as well: lonely seniors who like to smile at 
friendly faces; newcomers to Canada who need food and 
advice; people with disabilities who want to volunteer by 
working or making art; people with substance-abuse is-
sues who need rest and care; members of the parish here, 
who found a spiritual home; neighbors who drop by with 
their children or their dogs to say hello.

All these people, with all their special qualities, make 
up the community, and along with the staff and volun-
teers make the Mission welcoming and nourishing.

Changes have come during my time here, for example 
emerging from COVID to use real dishes and cutlery 
again, so we could eat together with dignity. Then the 
Mission opened a new building on Queen Street, with 
apartments to house refugees and a boutique thrift store 
and café. The make-up of staff and volunteers has evolved 
to encompass more people from Spanish-speaking and 
African countries. These changes reflect our larger com-
munity and its needs in new and responsive ways.

I’m happy to be a member of St. John’s, and I thank 
everyone I’ve met along my volunteering journey.
v. Andrew

Being a young volunteer with St. 
John’s is sometimes strenuous, but 
fulfilling. The main reasons I come 
are to meet people, and to help. On 
St. Nicholas’ day this past December, 
a play was performed here about his 
imagined ‘temptation.’ A tempter 
tried to convince St. Nicholas that 
giving things away was not worth it, and that he should 
keep everything for himself. But just as Arius was refuted 
by St. Nicholas, so was that tempter.

After the play, we gave out gifts, and I saw in grown 
men and children alike the warmth of being cared for, be-
ing given to. In a way, I also partook in that. When we give 
our sincere time and effort to other people, regardless of 
what we have, it’s the greatest gift.

I’ve learned a lot from this place, and the people in it, 
in too many ways to count. If I had to pick one, it’s that 
everything matters, small and big. Every sacrifice that we 
make for other people isn’t just for an abstract idea of 
what’s ‘right,’ but is something tangible and living. It is to 
grow the heart through love, for giver and receiver.

I recommend anyone give volunteering here a try. I’ve 
met many good people here from all walks of life – old 
and young, volunteer and visitor. Just like the people be-
ing cared for, they all long for all things compassionate.
vi. Sarah

I am Catholic by background, but not really practic-
ing these days. When I first started volunteering at St. 
John’s Mission, six years ago, I took an all-or-nothing ap-
proach to my faith. If I didn’t go to Mass every week, who 
was I to volunteer with a religious organization?

The Mission helped soften that rigid thinking.
The 5 a.m. start is early, but I’ve arrived home from so-

cial events later than that. If I could give my energy to 
those late nights, I can also give it to an important cause.

The Mission community is unique. There is warmth 
and kindness; I have gotten to know the regulars and their 
meal orders, and they habitually ask me about my pets. 
There are meals, art programs, retreats, and Christmas 
and Easter plays. It’s a place that feels like home to many, 
and in being part of it, I’ve grown closer to my faith.

The inevitable answer?
Last week, I got talking with a fellow bus passenger 

about Ontario health care. Turned out he’s an ER doc-
tor. We easily agreed the system’s broken, and he ex-
plained how to ‘fix’ it. Half the hospital beds are taken by 
people over 75, and when an old person is brought into 
the ER, he’s frustrated when the family want everything 
possible done, such as Intensive Care. But then five-year-
olds don’t get medical attention. It’s hard to watch, he 
said, when all the family need do is have a Celebration of 
Life, say a lovely Goodbye, and be done with it. He didn’t 
mention MAiD or death, but his clear message was to 
ship them out to make room for younger people.

He kept saying they should have ‘the conversation,’ 
meaning long before the ER trip we should tell our aging 
relatives about MAiD – assuming it, counting on it. In 
his distress (and anger?), he sees MAiD as the honorable, 
necessary, obvious, and unavoidable answer.

When next you bring someone you love to ER, which 
kind of doc will you be looking for?

— Nancy
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