
Autumn 2020  

º...a rain freely given has he ordainedµ 
he has freely given to the poorµ» Psalm 112:9 

In a couple of days the memory of St. 

Francis of Assisi will be observed 

(October 4th) in the west. A couple of 

days ago we celebrated the memory of 

Gregory, the Illuminator of Armenia 

(September 30th) who was thrown into 

a pit with reptiles and decomposing 

garbage for 15 years. Francis began his 

ƴŜǿ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ άǘƘŜ 

ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ Ǌǳƛƴǎέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎƻƭǳǘƛƻƴ 

ǘƘŀǘ άƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΦέ {ǘΦ 

Gregory, on being drawn from the pit, 

restored the court and society to sanity 

by encouraging the deformed king and 

his companions to dig reliquaries for the 

saints that they had killed. With their 

own hands, the nobles dug the 

foundation of these buildings. The high 

court women carried the dirt in the 

ƘŜƳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘǊŜǎǎŜǎΦ Lƴ DǊŜƎƻǊȅΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ 

this work of rebuilding the church, along 

with the prayers of the saint, leads to 

their recovery. In this work of rebuilding 

the church, they recover their sanity and 

they lose the claws and marks of 

animality that had come to disfigure 

them.  

Continued on p. 4 

St. Gregory, the Illuminator of Armenia 
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Even though life changed because of the pandemic, it is 
ǎǘƛƭƭ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΦ IŜǊŜ ŀǘ {ǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǿŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ 
things we never wanted to do: from giving takeout 
food to limiting the time people can spend inside. We 
had to take out the tables and increase the physical 
distance between us. We kept the Bakery at minimum, 
counselling was done mostly through Zoom, and the 
Thrift Store had a hard time to create a workable 
schedule. These are small things. Many others 

happened that are not good for our well being. If 
before the pandemic we tried to create community, 
today it feels like we are forced to undermine it. We 
feel the effects of all these freedoms lost. People do. In 
the mornings the anxiety, depression and violence are 
increasing. These lead to the necessity to change things 
even more, in order to stop things from escalating. 

Even so, life is still very good. There is a book called 
άFelicity Dairy (Jurnalul fericirii)έΦϝ Lǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜǎ ȅŜŀǊǎ 
spent in prison in very harsh conditions, where all 
freedoms were taken away. And yet, in that climate of 
violence, the writer found the truth and lived it. That 
was the freedom. This became a cornerstone for him. 
In a time of confusion and deep trouble, with no clear 
hope ahead of us, the Truth should be somewhere for 
us to see and live. In our case, when you cannot talk 
much, or do much, you listen more. When you cannot 
share things you try to become a presence. If you 
cannot sell too much bread or sort too many clothes, 
you take people in and teach them a trade. We find out 
what is essential in a community. 

In a climate of confusion and freedom lost, the 
community is asked to preserve and nourish a place for 
meaning. A place where people rest in hope and 
rediscover the joy of working and praying. Where 
people do come out of hunger, thirst and the pain of 
being alone in order to find out a reason to be fully 
alive when suffering. The virus initially forced people 
into lockdown. Now, it is helping us to literally keep the 
doors more open. Everything is open at the Mission so 

the air can 
circulate: 
doors, 
windows, AC 
and fans are all 
on. We do that 
in order to 
chase the virus 
away - any 
virus - we need 
to be radically 
open. Open for 
the virus to be 
vanished away 
and for the 
people to come 
in and look and 
find meaning. 

²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜǿ ŀǘ {ǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ CŀƭƭΥ 

The breakfast program was extended for two more 
hours a day, Tuesday to Saturday, welcoming new 
people every morning. 

The Bakery and the Thrift Store started to take people 
in to teach them a trade. Partnerships with other 
agencies were created. 

¢ǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΣ {ǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƛǎ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎƘƛǇ 
with agencies for young adults with disabilities, in 
order to integrate them within the workforce at the 
Bakery and Thrift Store. 

The Bakery is now baking a special cake for every 
Sunday, while the new organic beans grown by Julio 
are back in the store. 

Wednesday evenings Bridges are happening again. For 
about four hours people can gather together to pray, 
eat and listen to those who are able to teach us. 

P.N. 

*by Nicolae Steinhardt 

The Very Good of Life 

Moon (left) & Alaa (right) kept the bakery alive 



Pies for People 2020 
For the past three years, my fiancé Stephanie, and I have organized a fundraiser for the Drop-In at St. John the 
Compassionate Mission by making and selling home-style pot pies to family, friends, and coworkers. The first year 
we were hoping to sell about 30 pies and raise $250.00, but after all, was said and done, we sold over 80 pies and 
raised close to $1,000.00. The second-year we sold over 160 pies, and over the past three years, we have been 
able to donate over $5,000.00 to the Mission. This year we will be fundraising throughout October on social 
media and will appear on CTV News segment, Toronto Together. We hope to bring awareness to the great work 
that is being done at The Mission and help us reach our goal of raising $5,000.00 for the soup kitchen. 

Several years ago, I decided to start volunteering and 
ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ {ǘΦ WƻƘƴΩǎ aƛǎǎƛƻƴϥǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 5ǊƻǇ-In. I 
saw people coming together to support the community 
and care for each other. The kindness and dedication of 
the people that help at the Mission is evident in every 
meal they serve. It was quickly clear to me how important 
the Mission is to the community and how vital it was to 
support it. I ended up moving to the other side of the city 
ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aƛǎǎƛƻƴΦ L ƪƴŜǿ L ǎǘƛƭƭ 
wanted to help and decided to find another way. As I have 
worked in the restaurant industry for half of my career, it 
made sense that something I was going to do would 
involve food. And since the purpose of the Mission is to 
make sure people have a good meal and feel warm inside, I 
thought what better represents that than home-style pot 
pies, and so Pies for People was born. 

From 2017, when I did my first fundraiser, Stephanie and 
her family supported me through the Dixie Curling Club in 
which they are heavily involved. The catering company 
Select Taste lease the kitchen at the Club and they donate 
the kitchen space for making the pies. On top of that, both 
Steph and her mother helped to spread the word through 
the Dixie Curling community which lead to a slew of orders 
and continued support. As each year passes, Pies for 
People evolves into a wonderful mix of family and friends 
coming together to help and support the Mission. 

This year has been difficult for so many people, which 
ƳŜŀƴǎ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ {ǘΦ WƻƘƴΩǎ aƛǎǎƛƻƴ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǊƛǘƛŎŀƭ 
for not only food support but also emotional support. 
Steph and I feel very fortunate as we both have jobs that 
have continued throughout the pandemic. On top of that, 
we have a wonderful family, a strong support system, and most of all, we have each other. We know that many 
people are not in the same situation, which is why it is so important for us to give back. For us helping the Mission 
this year honestly feels like the most important thing we will do, and with your help, we plan to raise even more 
money to feed more families. 

https://stjohnsmission.org/ 

https://www.facebook.com/Pies-for-People-2019-108676673890355 

https://www.instagram.com/piesforpeople 

Brandon (left) & George (right), when masks 
were not required 

https://stjohnsmission.org/
https://www.facebook.com/Pies-for-People-2019-108676673890355
https://www.instagram.com/piesforpeople


Continued from p. 1 

We have seen in past months how uncertain everything can be. How even the foundations of our daily lives and 
routines can be shaken to their foundations. When the church concedes that it is no longer "essential," we look to 
our friends on the floor and the walls of the Mission--friends on earth and friends above-- to remind us of what is 
lasting and true. There is Dan digging in the earth in the smoking area to clean the cigarette butts away with his 
scabbed and sore hands, one-by-ƻƴŜΦ [ŀǳǊŀ ŎƻƳŜǎ ōȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǊŜǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΦ ΨLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƴƎΣέ 
ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ άŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜƭŜǎǎ Ƴŀƴ L ǎŀǿ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊōŀƎŜ ōƛƴǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ aƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΦέ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘǳƴƎŜǊ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ .ŜǊƴƛŜ ǿŀƛǘǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ 
Murray and paint some trail markers 
upstairs. A crowd of Nigerian mothers 
coming from Scarborough in the 
afternoon to pick up gift cards. We get 
to watch their disposition gradually 
change as they come from the street 
to the warmth of the church full of 
baked goods, coffee, and tea. 
C o n f u s i o n  a n d  m u t u a l 
incomprehension gives way to warmth 
and we witness it. The mothers 
eventually leave their babies in the 
stroller under the watch of some 
newly met community members to 
venture into the dim unknown cavern 
of the church. Joanna shouts greetings, 
picks peppers from the front garden 
and distributes to the visitors. The 
bells sound the hours of prayer. You 
never know who will arrive to keep the 
company. Saints? Strangers? Who is 
stranger to us, I wonder? Tea time comes-- properly spaced. We sit in a circle in the quiet hall. We learn surprising 
things about one another. We are surprised how deep the roots go to this place and the paths that have brought 
us here. Volunteers reveal surprising things about themselves. People who have lived at the Mission for ten or 30 
years sit beside those who have just walked in off the street, or just responded to a post on volunteer Toronto. In 
the morning we find needles in the bathroom and the hall is heavy with depression and testiness. In the 
afternoon, a burst of children take advantage of their mothers having to respect the COVID screening at the door 
of the Mission and run freely inside the nearly empty church. Enjoying their freedom from supervision and 
constraint, they dance and scream joyously around, mashing the piano keys and laughing with one another. A 
quiet man comes to the front of the building and peels off his mask to confide in us that he is caring for an elderly 
woman on his street and about his prayer life. So many little, unremembered acts of kindness and of love that 
ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀōǊƛŎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦά¢ŜŀǊ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ άŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

Br. Luke 

Autumn Needs List 
�x�� Juice, Juice Boxes, Eggs, Snack Bars 

�x�� Brown Sugar, 
sugar 

�x�� Regular & 
Herbal Tea 

�x�� Potatoes, Fresh Garlic, Apples, Oranges 

�x�� Jam, Honey, Condense Milk 

�x�� Canned Tomatoes, Sauce, Paste 

�x�� Curry powder, Italian herbs, Thyme 

�x�� Nuts, Raisins, Dried Cranberries etc. 

�x�� Dish Soap, Laundry Soap 

Mary our faithful leader (summer program) 


