Autumn 2019

Learning to Walk Again

Coming back to Toronto, even for just one day, gives
you the opportunity to count the damage done to your
body by mosquitoes, “dear” flies, poison ivy (only
getting away from the threat of it is a relief), ants and
other creatures that you cannot even distinguish and
name. And you see that they are not few but many and

more discussions arise about who has more bites, what
type and which one is more itchy, painful or what part
of your face did not swell this morning because you got
lucky yesterday. However, what the city does for the
body, in allowing us to assess the damage done by the
forest, the Refuge does for the soul.
Continued on p. 2

After only a couple of days spent at the Refuge you
start to notice the damage done to the soul by the
lifestyle that Toronto offers. You need to get away to
see the sorrow and harm brought in our lives by
technology, the business type relationships we live
in, the waste of time and the lack of reality we are
surrounded with. For a moment, let’s try to forget
about the real inner struggle or the real brokenness
we all experience. You can sin in the city as you can
sin in the forest, and here as there, there are paths to
holiness, when truth is lived and not denied. What I
am referring to here is the dynamic of our large
community, our big city or modern world, that tries
to keep you captive in a fantasy land. With no exit to
reality. The Refuge is real for us because, as Father
was saying in church after vespers this week, we go
there trying to rediscover what it means not to waste
time. Not to admire nature but to learn again to be
present in it, by praying, working and taking care of
the land. Then you see within yourself the difficulty
to pray, the anger you have, the fear, the lack of
trust, the lack of attention, and so many other things.
The wandering off of our mind without reason, both
day and night. The restlessness of our heart. You
come to realise what a messy life we have. What a
messy faith we live with right now as well.
But even though we see at the Refuge how messy
our faith is, and how we mess with life, the Refuge
also lets you see the thirst we all have to draw from
the source. After we get tired counting all the
sorrows and wounds of the soul, when we get close
to the bottom, we rediscover the desire to love God
with all our being. And this gives us rest and hope.
In how to learn to live again, to trust, to have faith,
and not get overwhelmed when we do come back to
the lifestyle of the city, but instead try to change
slowly, but firmly our course of life. By closing some
doors within our life that lead us nowhere, and open
our heart a little bit, because great hope is coming
from there. We are not a slow cooker under
pressure, but a vessel that receives the grace of God,
in order to open up to Him and to each other. And if
we put a lid on it, we can spend all our time living
in fear that we could explode one day. And who
really wants to live like that? Under pressure
without cooking anything.
P.N. (written after a week at the refuge)

Joseph sold by his brothers, right

P. Roberto baking bread

No Time to be Lonely

Eyes they have that cannot see
Ears they have that cannot hear
Evil is concerned only with itself and tries to take what it does not possess because there is nothing consistent in
it. It feeds, as father said, on goodness, to devour it. Trying to offer a crooked form of reality, with the goal to
annihilate it and destroy even the memory of it. One could say it is attracted to goodness. It is not really so. It
rather hates itself trying to spread restlessness. Envying any good thing, it spreads around deceit, for what it
cannot stand is the Truth. Because the Resurrection is done in Truth. It lies to everybody and to itself, but it cannot
lie to the Truth. “Let God arise and his enemies be scattered…” So much more with man who, in whatever form
affected by evil, cannot but recognize the presence of God. In his blindness, man sees God without measure and
desires Him with all his being. Because we do not feed only with bread but with the Word of God. We have depth
and substance, hunger and thirst. We do not love God because we are blind and we want to see, we love God
because we are longing to rest in His love. At the refuge, away from the smog of Toronto, you get an MRI of your
soul and you are afraid to look at the results. You find yourself spiritually in a terminal phase, nearly on life
support. You see and feel more of how much we got deformed in time, offering this as a model to the children,
who seemed to be caught in a meaningless trap because we dug ourselves a meaningless whole.
However, feeling spiritually as damaged goods, you see clearly that the only desire for the children and you is to
be with God alone and do His will. We are blind, but we find God in darkness because He holds our hand, both
ours and that of the children. You realise He has never been so close in your life before, for you and for the
children. For your generation and theirs.
P.N.

Chickens...
When your best enemy becomes your best friend

Do not be afraid. Contrary to what people might think or say, while watching these photos, no chicken was
abused while being in our care. Julio is available for any questions, when coming back from El Salvador next year.
Continued on p.5

Prayer the Fabric of the Camp

Fioretti (a wild flower from the Refuge)
Integrity of work

Fioretti is beautiful if you have eyes to see.
Look and see the tear and rejoice. The tear on
the icon. Our icon from the Refuge does not
stream myrrh. As far as we know. But one day,
after a stormy day it made as a gift: a tear. At
the proper place too. The icon stays outside in
the forest, in front of St Luke cabin as a place of
prayer for people who can spare a few
moments to “check on” God. After the storm,
we got the gift of a tear. A drop of water on the
icon. Just to see and rejoice at how things can
come together. If you take time to pay some
attention to them.

I do not know how people feel in general about the way
“business” is done here in Toronto or outside the city, but I
personally have a continuous anxiety when I must do
anything that involves money. Everywhere you go there is a
generalised mistrust in any transaction, doubled by a ferocious
desire to maximize any profit at any cost. Personal or business
profit. These days, people do not work expecting to gain what
is right (whatever that might be), being guided by decency or
integrity, but they are mostly concerned with the amount of
profit they can make. The sky is the limit here. This temptation
has always been present for people of all times, only that
nowadays it has become a
value for the modern world
that few would dare to
challenge. One does not feel
ashamed at the thought of
overcharging for a service,
but rather entitled to it since
this is now the norm. This is
how people do business and
if you want to survive you
have to do the same. A
powerful idol...
That’s why, at the Refuge it
was a real joy to see a local
young man giving us a fair
quote - for a heavy work that
needed to be done (to cut and trim the trees on the electrical
line in order to prevent a fire from happening) - based on what
he thought was right and decent. You did not feel that he was
doing you a favour or that he was making a fool of himself.
But just decency and honour in what he thought his work was
worth. This has nothing to do with the price difference
between Toronto and rural areas, as we have already had
experiences working with local people who offered us quotes
for services trying to get as much as they could from us. Idols
are not images that we hang on the walls but non values that
torment our life, because we do not remember that the gospel
is given to be lived and not to be intellectualized in order to
make us rich in knowledge.

Continued from p.4
No more, when it comes to chickens, the question about what is really relevant is related to the egg. At least at the
Refuge. The main question is to free or not to free the chickens. When you fall in love with them. This becomes a
story about relationships.: when your best friend becomes your best enemy. And the other way around. At the
end it doesn't really matter. At the end of the summer I mean. When some of them out of freedom ended up as
fresh meat for the enemies. Or another got taken in by neighbours, just to age quicker through the winter. Looking
like 10 years old when they are 2. And that’s no joke for a chicken. When coming back, they rediscover the
happiness of being free within the chicken coup, making a mess where they go. Complaining about everything
having no memory of what really happened.

Memory Eternal!
Dean Rideout
We buried Dean on Friday, and the words he
yelled, coming out of the Mission on a cold winter
morning, describes accurately the life he lived for
the past 25 years or more, on the streets of Toronto,
where he eventually died. Friday June 28, 2019.

"Hell Here I Come!"
On Friday morning we had a funeral service here
for Dean followed by his burial in a cemetery near
the Refuge. During the service we had a reading
from our book Walking Humbly – stories of
holiness here at St John’s. I learned one thing about
Dean which I didn’t know – he was a fisherman.
He had hoped at one time to return to
Newfoundland where he was brought up but eventually gave up this dream deciding instead to stay in Toronto
despite the harsh life he had here living on the streets. He was a man of few words normally but one day he
opened up and we saw another side of him – an articulate man who vividly described the violence and harshness
of street life; constantly subject to beatings and theft from others. A dog eat dog world that we are grateful to
avoid.
Like others Dean found in this place a refuge, a boat where for a
few hours he could be safe and secure. The Church is supposed
to be a fisher, or catcher, of persons. Dean was part of our catch.
He alone knows what he received from this place but we can say
that he definitely had his place in this community. He had it in
life and now he has it continuing in death.
The Church as St Paul tells us can involve pain in relationships.
The Church is also a place of apparent confusion. We had the
burial of the Mother of God shortly followed by her birth. We
had the beheading of St John the Baptist followed tomorrow by
his conception. John and Dean not only looked alike, not only
lived a life on the edges of human society but also shared in
different words a common image of life in the city. Dean would say as he went down the steps back into this city
“Hell here I come!” John saw the city as a place of sin and temptation and called people to repent. Both suffered at
the hands of violent men. Both in their own way were sealed by God. Dean like St Paul experienced pain from
those who should have given him joy; if not joy then at least common humanity in this land of “sorry.” Dean lived
in another Canada, on the streets where sorry is no more.
Like John the Baptist his clothing was not always what it could have been. Unlike John the Baptist in the, at least
warm desert sand, when his shoes had been stolen yet again Dean would walk on the ice and through the winter
snow in socks. His suffering in this life has now come to an end. By the prayers of the Mother of God and St John
the Forerunner and by our prayers may his memory be eternal!
D.P.

Autumn Needs
List
Quick Oats & Cold Cereal

Regular & Herbal Tea
Potatoes, Squash, Fresh Garlic,
Apples, Oranges
Sugar, Brown Sugar

Canned Tomatoes, Sauce, Paste
Curry powder, Italian herbs, Thyme
Canned Tuna
Ketchup, Cooking oil
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