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Resurrection by the Tomb with an Open Door 
“Do Not Be Afraid He Is Risen… 

Come and See the Place Where They Laid Him” 

"Bad times, hard times, that is what people keep saying: 
but let us live well, and the times shall be good. We are the 
times: Such as we are, such are the times.” 

(St Augustine) 

Mary Mary Drew 



“EARLY IN THE MORNING THEY FOUND THE DOOR OPEN” 
Mark16:6 

This year, maybe more than before, our Pascha appeared to us in a climate of fear. Thus resembling more the 
historical Pascha; with the apostles locked inside for fear of the Jews at the time, and with people self isolating 
today out of fear of the virus. Also, at the time, the myrrh-bearing 
women made it to the tomb, with fear, only to find the door open. 
Listening to the voice of the angel telling them not to be afraid and 
looking inside to see the sign of the resurrection. 
The resurrection appeared both to those who were locked within the 
doors and to those who walked in the open field. The common 
element was fear. We were blessed, and still are, to live this fear 
today, the fear of the virus, with an open door. 
We cannot speak about the Pascha of the locked doors because it 
was not for us to discover that and how good Christians encountered 
the Lord there, but we can give an account of the one that happened 
by the tomb. Where the door was open. This if we still believe that 
the altar is the tomb of Christ. And this is the real reason for which 
people made it early to church during the pandemic. The main 
reason, disguised in the need to have a coffee, a warm meal or just 
a human presence that takes away the illusion they could die alone 
in their own subsidized housing. Because mental illness and social 
isolation started a long time before the pandemic. And unfortunately 
they will not stop after we go back to our “normality”. For the chosen 
ones. 
One word that encompasses our experience during the pandemic is 
gratitude. 
First of all, we have a lot of gratitude that we were not closed to our people in a time of deep despair for them; for 
those who could not isolate or those who were already self isolating before but for whom the fear of dying alone 
was now unbearable. We feel a lot of gratitude towards the “rulers” who considered us an essential service to the 
city of Toronto and sent us emails not to close and keep the services we were doing already. To thank us for 
being open. A lot of gratitude towards the members of our community who decided to stay and serve those in 
need. Even though some had, back home, older parents and vulnerable people terrified by the thought that they 
could be affected by it. Gratitude for all the support, messages of encouragement and prayers that we received. 
Gratitude for our neighbors and people we don’t know well, who reached out to us to support and to encourage 
us. Gratitude towards the multitude of people who wanted to volunteer for us. When other agencies lost volunteers 
at the beginning, just last week we had to postpone 25 volunteers who were scheduled for the orientation. 
We are thankful for everything and we want to do more. Even though the risk is now bigger for us, when people 
get back to their own “normality”. 
We should say though that all this time we stayed open in this climate of fear not because we were foolish about 
the gravity of the situation. Because we were not. But rather because many people who were part of our 
community were left behind without any support. Especially at the beginning when the whole thing started. And 
especially those who were homeless. The other thing is, despite the fact that our protection was and still is inferior 
to other front line workers, and we were exposed in the open field, we knew that the open door is a sign of the 
resurrection. And literally the only thing that breaks through fear. We knew that if anything happened, not so much 
to us, but to those among us who were really vulnerable and at risk, their suffering, as a saint was saying, “would 
not let God indifferent”. 
By the empty tomb we can confess with boldness that “Christ is Risen” because we’ve been inside and see the 
signs of life. We are grateful for being alive and in Christ's resurrection we want the life of the broken community 
to be healed and sanctified. 
In order for the “little ones” to taste from the cup of holiness. 

Fr. Nicolaie 

Mission at 5 am during the pandemic 



From St John’s diary during the pandemic: 
“A man said that it was so quiet in the streets that he heard a raccoon snoring; and he was serious.” 

If you do want to read more, please send us an email. 

We’ll be glad to share more with you. 

E: info@stjohnsmission.org 

“No Home to Stay” 
During the plague everyone seems 
happier to work together and have 
something to do. There is nowhere to go 
and nothing to do. This is especially true 
for people with no homes to isolate in and 
no internet. They have nowhere to go. 
Stay Home has made having a house or 
apartment a badge of civic responsibility. 
The poor are stigmatized again and 
viewed as reckless for the disease that 
the rich and the mobile have brought to 
them. During COVID-19 people are more 
thankful to do busy work and have a quiet 
place to sit and work then before. 

One day, I was working upstairs and 
looking at the group working on the saints 
and I realized that they were all homeless, one way or another. One was working to put off returning to her shelter 
as long as possible. Another to avoid a relationship at home and "stay out of the house." Another told me he was 
here because the libraries were closed and would otherwise be sleeping there. Another worker told me she had 
access to many spaces where she could go and spend time-- some professional and other domestic. “She 
preferred to be here,” she told me, “because she needed to keep busy and enjoyed the cozy and calm 
environment.” I later learned that she had a somewhat traumatic past involving religion and “the martyrs” which 
was the subject matter of the task I had given her to sort - binders and binders full of martyrs, in fact. This only 
came out later and the atmosphere of the setting and the people seemed to override her attitudes to the subject 
matter. I was struck at how all the workers were there because they could not return to their homes. For most of 
them this was a refuge from wandering the city for hours, or hanging out in a park or alley for quite some time. 
Return was impossible and we were all trying to fill the time the best we could. 

“A Place to Visit” 
I met an old woman one day on the steps who had been here once before 8 years ago. She hadn’t come back 
since and had a hazy idea of what went on here other than that it was a church with an Italian priest she had 
spoken to once. She said she was caring for her elderly mother and a disabled brother and that the relationship 
was sometimes abusive and that today she just had to get out and go someplace to go anywhere even in spite of 
the Corona virus. I got the impression that she had just rushed out of her house and got on a streetcar to go 
anywhere. She sat on the red steps for a long time. She was still sitting there when I left holding a palm branch in 
her hand and some sourdough bread. 

The silence of Scarborough 



“A Sign of Sanity” 
One day, near the end of the day at the Mission, I was 
talking with a man on the front steps. We were both 
enjoying the sun as the Mission closed behind us. He 
asked me for a belt as his didn't fit him anymore. He 
was talking about his past and his present. His face 
was swollen with sleeplessness and adversities. He 
told me he was sleeping in parks. I asked him what he 
saw as the purpose of his life. He paused for a moment 
and then said: “to live within God's will, I suppose." He 
explained that this meant for him being thankful for 
everything and helping the good around him. I 
eventually left him lingering on the steps and thought 
that what he had said was extremely sane. 
“You Will Never Walk Alone” 
On Catholic Good Friday in Scarborough, I was asked 
to take the old Blake Street cross and walk around the 
neighbourhood and see what kind of interactions I 

would have. It was a very windy day and the wind kept 
catching the cross. We first visited a few homeless 
encampments in the bush nearby. Daisy and John 
were just waking up and surprised to hear we were 
open. Another couple we knew were having a 
screaming match over a garbage heap about whether 
or not to go to Good Neighbours. I met a few other 
people living in the bush. The people I met ignored the 

cross and talked to me regularly. There were other 
tents across the railroad bridge surrounded by beer 
cans. I went close and called inside but nobody came 
out so I walked on. Walked along the edge of the 
railroad tracks past the golf course and a steep ravine. 
Up through the suburbs. Not many people out. Up 
Kingston road for a long way. Big open road, cars could 
see me coming for a long way. Some honks. Mostly 
stares. People on the sidewalk avoiding eye contact. 
Many people familiar from drop-in were out and 
walking. A group of young black guys approached me 
on the sidewalk. They surprised me with a friendly 
greeting "yeah, Jesus, right on man." A little while later 
a woman approached and gave me a water bottle. She 
offered me a ride to wherever I might need to go. She 
says she and her son go to St Boniface Catholic 
Church near Good Neighbours. She says Christians 
should be out doing this kind of thing. As I walked by a 
mosque, a car pulled up beside me and an Arabic guy 
wanted to know what this was for. He asked if he could 
buy the cross. When I passed by an Afghani Bakery, I 
went in to buy some food for the rest of the company 
back at the drop-in. A fellow customer told me about 
how difficult this pandemic was for people back in 
Pakistan. He was surprised to hear we were still open 
and insisted on paying for my order. All in all, I was 
happy that Jesus was walking around the 
neighborhood, meeting people, and showing us that He 
was still there even though all the churches may be 
locked. 

Written by Luke a Brother of Mercy 

 

 

“The Good News” 
I was complaining about toilet paper disappearing from 
our sight. Surprise! On Wednesday, a neighbour left a 
roll of toilet paper on our little library box outside the 
Mission. In regular times this would pass as an offence. 
Today, it is a beacon of hope. To share with the 
homeless the most precious and valuable thing today. 
Even though you wonder how they would use it, with no 
public washrooms open in the city. The roll stayed 
there from morning until evening, like the story with the 
grapes in the Egyptian Desert, among the monks (they 
kept circulating until they came back to the one that 
gave them away). 

David finally took the roll, with much gratitude. He is a 
poor person, with a great sense of humor. He comes 
only on Wednesdays, for dinner. He has a bachelor 
degree in Economics but he prefers to live like a hermit 
because people give him goosebumps. He says that 
with a smile. He means social anxiety. 



#1   At St John’s Mission and Good Neighbours, we are pleased to announce that we 
received grants from Community Food Centres Canada’s Good Food Access Fund. 
The grants are being used to purchase and distribute food gift cards to households 
affected by the COVID-19 crisis. Funding is provided in part by the Government of 
Canada’s Local Food Infrastructure Fund, as part of the Food Policy for Canada. 

 

#2   Good Neighbours is tremendously grateful to United Way 
Greater Toronto for their generous donation. The funding is 

being used to purchase diapers and infant formula for 
vulnerable mothers in Scarborough during these 

challenging times. 

Thank you: 
We receive a lot of support during the pandemic. Maybe more than ever. Here is a 

modest attempt to thank everyone who thought about the poor during a time of high social 
anxiety. Some people who helped us wanted to stay anonymous. Others just came and dropped 

off the things we needed without giving their names. 

Here is a short list of those who helped us, on behalf of a larger community: 

MP Julie Dabrusin — Thanks to her support, a member of our community was able to return home safely 
from abroad. Her communication with the Canadian consulate was essential in securing him a seat on the 
plane back home. 

Scott Morphet, Advisor – Policy & Constituency 

Councillor Paul Ainslie — Ward 24 Scarborough-Guildwood 

Councillor Jennifer McKelvie — Ward 25 Scarborough-Rouge Park 

Fr John Boutros and Hannah (St. Catherine and Moses Coptic Church). The community was deeply involved 
from the very beginning giving us a huge support. With Fr. John’s blessing, Hannah was everywhere on the 
floor  arranging for anything needed. Working side by side with us. 

Fennie Papadopoulos from All Saints Orthodox Church, who donated all the sweet pascha bread to the poor. 
One man asked for a loaf of bread this week and after he received it, he kissed it. 

Kronos Food 

Dundas Public School with non stop support from Principal Georgia Chatzis  

Dn. David Donch from St. Nicholas Orthodox Christian Church, Auburn, NY  – Dn. Dave tried to help us with 
all the products needed during the pandemic in order to keep everything clean. The transport was stopped at 
the border. As a result, he sent us a donation so we could purchase the products from here. 

The P & L Odette Charitable Foundation –  who made a generous donation. They reached out to us and 
offered their support because they knew our community through some social work students who did a 
placement with us. 



 Anne Donich 

 Antoine Musoil 
 Antonia Alexiou 

 Antonios Kouvelas 

 Arvilla Sipma 

 Bessie Kambouris 

 Bill Kostaras 

 Blaise Gratton 

 Boyana Trifonova 

 Brothers of the Christian Schools of Ontario 

 Byron David Kennedy 

 Christos & Marilyn Papastergiou 

 Colleen King 

 Costel & Camelia Gheorghe 

 Daily Bread 

 Dan & Cristina Grumazescu 

 Dan & Vickie Triantafilou 

 Daria Taylor 
 David & Adrienne Pitt 
 David Donch 

 Demetri Mamatis 

 Demetrios Kutsogiannis 

 Edgar & Myrna Tibayan 

 Eva Petras 

 Frank, Monica & Gelly Petras 

 Gail Blanchette 

 George & Lara Joannou 

 George & Viorica Coza 

 George Iwanchyshyn 

 George Kalligosfyris 

 George Laganas, Ellas Meat Market Ltd 

 George Papadopoulos 

 Gregory & ElisabethSzymaniak 

 Holy Resurrection Orthodox Church 

 Ioana Gheorghiu 

 Irene Polidoulis 

 Izary Duarte 

 James Tanner 
 Janet Wilson 

 Joan Johnston 

 Joanna Brankov 

 John & Mary Drieman 

 John Desjardins 

 Judith & Sidney Bishop 

 Jules-Mars Alexandre 

 Kimberly Peter & John P Sauve 

 Kory William Warr 
 Lucia Lore 

 Maria Visconti 
 Mariana Gavriliu 

 Marie-Therese Bilaniuk 

 Mark & Deborah Scott 
 Mazon Canada 

 Morrey Naihaus 

 Paula Popescu 

 Presbytera Maria Drossos 

 Rafik Bichay 

 Ralph P Cowan 

 Rev Pamela & the Congregation of Christ Anglican 
Church Scarborough 

 Rosy Tretjakewitsch 

 Savelia Curniski 
 Scarborough Village Social Services 

 Sisters of St. Joseph for the Diocese of Toronto, in 
Upper Canada 

 Sofia Hadzipetros 

 Sr. Mary Di Girolamo 

 St. Stephen's Community House 

 Stefan Pisocky 

 Sterling Demchinsky 

 Steven Boyd 

 Symeon H & Lucie Brandt 
 The Saints Constantine & Helen Greek Orthodox 

Group 

 The School Sisters of Notre Dame 

 Theodore & Michelle Alexopoulos 

 Tiberiu & Anamaria Bratescu 

 Tom & Kathy Kiroplis 

 Tom Thomas 

 Tony & Georgina Phillippopoulos 

 Vassilios & Katherine Costopoulos 

 Voula Karagiannis 

 William Stefanco 

Mission supporters during pandemic: 



“To Be or Not to Be Open…” 

George told me he saw people coming to the doors 
blaming us for being open. With hate. People who used 
to come for food just a few weeks ago. Every day there 
are some who point fingers at us. Even people who 
used to work for us attack others now for working, 
sending vicious texts. If you go outside you see both 
extremes: on the one hand people being grateful that 
we are open, asking how they could help, and on the 
other hand others who swear at us in between their 
teeth, civilized, as they walk hand in hand on 
Broadview. 

We were praised by the officials for being open. Front 
line workers for the sake of others. But not named. 
Being all in the frontline, some are in the back and not 
seen. 
The Mission is still seen by the city as an essential 
service for those in need and they are praising us 
through emails. In the real world, the voices of those 
accusing are multiplying as reality becomes more 
tragic. I think we have to put up with both, risking being 
here for those who are really vulnerable, and taking the 
hate of those who want us to close. Thank you very 
much. 

People who were really marginalized before are still 
being pushed aside today. No new places for homeless 
people to isolate. They are on their own. Even though 
the police pick up homeless people and take them to 
shelters where there are still beds available. More for 
women and more in Scarborough as somebody told 
me. 

But the majority are out there. Having no showers, no 
laundry, no toilets, no warm food and no coffee. David, 
a guy who sleeps during the day and stays awake at 
night, keeping vigil on the streets because he prefers 

solitude instead of the company of people, says that 
the only coffee and warm food he gets now is at St 
John’s, on Wednesdays. Other places give out only 
sandwiches. As the situation worsens for the majority of 
people, it will become the worst for those most 
vulnerable. And for anybody else close enough to 
them. It will mean more social distancing from others 
while blaming us quietly with indignation that we dare to 
stay open, in the front line. Thank you very much 
indeed! 
“Every Saint has a Past and Every Sinner has a 
Future” St Augustine 

On Wednesday morning two very young street workers 
(the best way to cover what we don’t like to see, in 
Canada, is to give noble names - like pro choice, dying 
with dignity, and so on - to harmful social realities) 
came into the room. A male and a female. Both of them 
were extremely skinny and high or intoxicated. A quiet, 
well behaved man followed them. The two workers had 
to wait at the entrance for some chairs to become 
available. They started to act out as they settled in. 
One was shoeless, holding a gigantic teddy bear in his 
arms, the other one a small stuffed sheep. At times, 
you could not differentiate the man from the woman. A 
part from an icon we venerate in church was somehow 
revealed in the room when the girl tried to change in a 
corner. They couldn’t stop acting out and they needed 
repetitive reminders like small children. The scene took 
on a new meaning somehow, when they were trying to 
help each other to keep it together so they don’t get 
kicked out. The girl told the boy to sit down because 
this was a church. And she showed him the chapel. It 
was then that I noticed the boy was wearing a wooden 
cross around his neck. The scene resembled more the 
icon, when they embraced each other crying, with the 
girl telling him he was her only friend. I was blessed to 

One person at a time:   Due to social distancing we were able to spend more time one on one with our people. 
To become more personal ... 

Mike (center) & John 
(right) - the neighbours  

who visit us daily 



see her eyes for a moment. Children’s eyes full of suffering and despair, begging for life. Looking around with fear 
and mistrust. A life harmed by those who take advantage of the vulnerable. In that situation, the quiet guy seemed 
to be at fault. At least that morning. He was the “protector” on the outside, hiding the predator soul on the inside. 

It was hard to see all this scene before praying to St. Mary of Egypt to find a way to bring their life into the desert. 
In the place where we don’t want to go. But if we don’t want to go, our children might end up being captive in a 
rich abusive world that treats the saints as goods for themselves. Whatever you can get from them, a prayer, holy 
oil or pleasures, if they don’t repent quickly. Just to let the economy prosper. A black or white market that 
functions according to the same crooked rules. 
In the middle of this generalized confusion, with the economic panic and the sorrows of the elderly and the real 
threats, somehow the future of our children seemed more hopeful. The good news of this week. Because, if the 
desert makes saints out of vulnerable people addicted to the evil patterns of a world that keeps them captive, the 
world we want back devours the saints, leaving behind no memory of their life, replacing their names with 
numbers (see the record of homeless people who died without a name on the streets of Toronto. 

“Plenty of Food” 

I reconnected with an older friend of our community on Friday. He could hardly walk with his walker. He came all 
the way from the west end of the city. We hadn’t seen him in 
seven years so I wanted to know why, of all times, he came 
just now. Especially since people of his age are at the highest 
risk these days. “Honestly, he said, I came because I was 
hungry. They give out all this food, but where can I eat it 
outside? Look at my hands how cold they are.” 
He talked to me about a time when he was in an Italian 
orphanage in 1948. And the good things he learned from 
there. It was run by the church. He learned respect and 
discipline that helped him throughout his life. These are things 
that this current generation lacks and desperately needs, he 
thinks. He also spoke to me about the things that he 
experienced after the second world war, the typhoid fever and 
the famine. The most difficult one was hunger. At least in our 
times we have good food. We were talking about this when 
Joanna brought him a bag of biscuits to take with him. He left, 
not before wanting to shake my hand. I was ashamed not to. 
As he went down the stairs and out in the empty street, I 
asked him with fear to sanitize his hands. 

We complain about many things at the Mission, seeing the 
need in people. Sometimes maybe too much or too little. God 
knows the right measure. One thing that the city of Toronto 
does well though is feeding people. I heard many times 
people in need being thankful for this. This gratitude of the 
poor when it comes to food could take us a long way before God. That’s what I thought when I opened the fridge 
at the Mission on Friday. We had plenty of food due to the kindness of the people. 

FN 

“Anxiety is Contagious” 

On Wednesday our friend came terrified at the Mission. He thought he had caught the virus. He lives in a shelter 
and some of his buddies were tested and he thought they might have been found positive. He was not certain 
about the results, which made his anxiety even bigger. The mystery of the numbers that adds on fear. No names, 
only numbers. Which are changing and moving making you afraid they might be alive. He was telling me all this 
while slowly moving away from me towards the middle of the street. I had to draw his attention to the fact that 
before getting sick with the virus, he is taking a big chance of being hit by a car. He was in a real state of shock, 
crying and blaming the conditions in the shelter and the people who are addicted to drugs. He talked about how 
everything is much more intense these days. He underlined the fact that he did not hate the people but the drugs 
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Breaking bread with 
gloves: Joanna and 

Simon 

Silence on the street and 
Gemma playing beautiful 

music inside 

Continuing... the “confession” of an addict from the Lent newsletter 
It was an A.A. member who told me about Matt Talbot House, that had helped his brother. My new home was a 
half-way-house that accommodated alcoholics, drug addicts and some who were just out of prison. This home 
was called Matt Talbot House. 
Four days after arriving, I had to do something about the smell of smoke, urine and the hundreds of flies in the 
washroom. Quite early Saturday morning, I started in the bathroom. I washed the ceiling, removed and cleaned 
the fan. The wall, floors, sink, bathtub doorframes and replaced the shower curtain with one from the dollar store. 
While cleaning the outside of the door frame I made a decision to do the hallway in this portion of the house which 
consisted of six individual rooms and a washroom. 
As the day wore on, other residents would say: What the f~ are you doing. I said, I am saying thank you that I am 
not living in a cemetery. 
Monday arrived; the lady who interviewed me asked me if I had done that work and why; I gave the same answer. 
She then asked if I would like to move upstairs to the two-bedroom nun's quarters on October the first. 

Earlier in its operation two nuns actually lived and operated the home from there. 
The bedrooms were much bigger, a living area a half fridge, sink and TV room. Gratefully I accepted. They made 
me a night watchman with certain privileges. I learned of horrors. I lived there for 8 years, and slowly got better. I 
understand what hardship many are currently experiencing. Also, the enormous toll it takes from us. 

Who I am today comes from the Bible which I started to study in my late teens. I was baptized in my early 20’s. 
The Bible taught me everything - kindness, honesty, compassion and many other principles of life. Learning them 
relatively early in my life allowed me to practice them in my daily life. I want to motivate people and encourage 
them to be their best. To help others I want to talk openly about my illness and the loss of my twin brother in 1988. 
Thank you and thank you again very much. I will cooperate in any way that you need me to. 

and what they did to them, and to him as well. He has been addicted in the past but he somehow managed to get 
over it. This is the real world of those who still cannot self isolate in spite of all the requests from the authorities. 
More anxiety and fear build upon bleeding wounds in the skeleton of the city. Our friend did not really know the 
reason for his fear. Was it the fear that he might catch the virus and die; or fear of how he would be treated in 
isolation; or fear of being kicked out from the shelter, even though he wanted to leave anyway; or fear that he 
might spread it to others. Fear had taken over his soul and the reason became less important. 
After listening to him, over a cup of coffee and a plate of warm food, life seemed to become more real. Our friend 
left, not before asking if I could give him two dollars. There is a very little chance of getting any money by 
panhandling these days. We have a rule at the Mission not to give money to people, so I resisted the temptation. 
We settled down for a token. 



155 Broadview Ave. Toronto ON M4M 2E9  info@stjohnsmission.org  www.stjohnsmission.org 

Tel: 416-466-1357 Fax: 416-466-3517 Charitable #89328 1832 RR0001 

Spring Needs List 
 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 

 Nuts, Raisins, Dried Cranberries etc. 
 Laundry Soap 

This year lent and Easter season has been one of the most 
profound and intense we have been graced to live at the mission. 
I would dare to add the "most beautiful Pascha ever!" 

There are many, many highlights that come to mind, here are just 
a few.... 
Father Nicolaie weekly bulletin, inspirational and beautifully 
written. Witnessing where he had seen the Risen Christ during 
the week. Challenging us to look for the resurrection in the daily 

Br. Luke walking on Good Friday among the tent dwellers behind 
St. Zoticos and on the quasi empty streets carrying a large 
painted cross. Being approached by a man asking if he could buy 
the Cross! 
The hourly chanting of the Pascal hours throughout the whole 40 
days of Easter! As people come looking for food and help, Br 
Luke alone in the chapel of St Zoticos at the end of each Pascal 
hours shouting "Christ is Risen" and every one from all the 
corners of the building where they are serving people answering 
back "Truly He is Risen"! 

The unforgettable smell of Attar Rose that on the Friday of the 
Akathist permeated Good Neighbours throughout the day. 

Watching Br Luke trying to learn in Tamil "Christ is Risen" from a 
family, with little success because later we found out that family 
was Muslim. 
A woman who came in for food, praying in front of the large icon 
of the Our Lady of Scarborough, with wet eyes, in the middle of 
the reception area. 
The humble and patient labor of love of Cassandra with 
sometimes very difficult people. 
The joy on Mary's face, even when overwhelmed by the crowds. 
Hanan speaking Arabic to our refugee families, making them feel 
welcome. 
The hundreds of families, that continue to come looking for some 
help to feed their families and who leave us with their gratitude 
and encouraging word. 
There are many difficult and painful things that our people have to 
live, yet we are wittiness that the light of the Resurrection 
enlighten all.  
Christ is Risen! Truly He is Risen! 

r.u. 

Pascha in Scarborough 


