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R 
ather than sharing my thoughts on Divine 

Compassion, I posed the question to a few 

beautiful souls who I have blessed to get to 

know at St. John the 

Compassionate Mission. 

They have lived and still 

live in some form of 

traumatic suffering - 

physically, emotionally, 

and especially spiritually. 

 When asking them the 

question: “What does 

Divine Compassion mean 

to you?” the most common 

theme in their answers was 

a sense of belonging as 

part of a family and 

finding ultimate joy, 

healing and love within 

God’s divine embrace. 

 One of the great 

diseases of today’s society 

is a result of the opposite 

of Divine Compassion - 

and that is Human 

Indifference. We see around us and read in the news 

about death, famine, wars, abuse, sex trade trafficking 

and many other tragedies in our own communities and 

worldwide. How much more underlying damage has 

occurred and will occur as a result of our “Human 

Indifference” by not caring or looking away? 

 In front of us is the face of Christ in all who we 

meet. How different will be our response to our fellow 

man when we truly see 

him or her as created in 

God’s image and likeness? 

How can we help bridge 

the gap of communion 

with God? How do we 

share His Joy in the midst 

of traumatic suffering? 

 In front of us is 

Lazarus who the rich man 

ignored and showed 

indifference. In front of us 

is rich man who needs to 

be shown the Lazarus’ on 

this side of life. All around 

us, God gives us so many 

opportunities to share His 

Divine Compassion/Mercy 

and Joy in sharing the 

Good News that we belong 

to Him, our Lord and 

Savior. 

 Will we look outside and inside our gates and 

share in Divine Compassion? 

Presbytera Maria Drossos 
 

Note: reading Luke 16:19-31 

Seeking Lazarus Outside Our Gates 

Madonna della Strada - Our Lady of the Street 

St. Moses & St. Katherine Coptic

Orthodox Church will host this years

Christmas Supper at the Mission

on December 25th.

Please remember the Mission in your will.

You can’t take it with you!

Memorial Dinners offered in Memory of a loved one.

Call: Deacon Pawel ✂ 416✂466✂1357 Ext. #25
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I 
t was Friday and lunch was being served at the Mission. 

It's served on round tables, so people sit in groups facing 

each other and pass the soup or the bread, as the case may 

be. It's conducive to conversation, which not everybody is 

used to. Some people sit with others they know; sometimes 

it's a group of strangers at one table. 

 I sat to the right of a young woman I know: her name is 

Misty, and she's been a part of the Mission for almost all its 

three decades. She first start coming as a child, with her 

mother and younger sister. When I sat down beside Misty, 

her mom Jeannie came and sat on the other side. Jeannie, 

who came many years ago for the food bank as a single mom 

has for several years been on staff, and I'm not sure the 

Mission, could exist without her. She runs the breakfast 

program – from 5:30 to 8:30 am people can come for coffee 

and breakfast, and sit as long as they want, or even nap. 

People coming from shelters or “Out of the Cold” overnights 

like the breakfasts, as do 

many others. Jeannie 

treats each person who 

comes for breakfast as if 

they were her own grown-

up child or long-lost sister 

or brother. She mothers 

them, worries about them, 

scolds them sometimes, 

gets them hot drinks, tries 

to make sure they eat 

properly, notices who's 

missing that morning, 

prays for them. 

 I'll admit that Friday 

I sat down because I was 

hungry, not because I 

wanted to socialize. But 

sitting with Jeannie on my 

right and Misty on my left was an even better treat than the 

soup and lasagna that day. They were talking about people 

they knew, and I started asking them about people who used 

to come to the Mission in the early days, when Misty was a 

child. 

 I asked about Jackie, who'd been a regular at the 

Mission in its early days nearly 30 years ago, and for whose 

year-old baby the first funeral at St John's was held. Jackie's 

brother John was also a regular at St John's until his death a 

few years ago. Misty said she'd recently seen Jackie's grown-

up daughter with her own year-old child, who has a 

disability; Misty's compassion for all 3 generations was 

palpable, as she spoke of the courage of the young mother. 

Jeannie, who has cared for countless children throughout her 

life, was full of questions about the well-being of the 

disabled child and of what she might need, and whether they 

could help her get anything. 

 As we talked, and ate, their warmth and caring seeped 

into me, the way they recalled the suffering of other people 

as if it was their own, even people they'd known many years 

before. Also their genuineness. Neither is a trained social 

worker or psychologist or social services provider, thank 

goodness; they've never had professional training about 

boundaries, or harm reduction, or sensitivity. And both know 

how to receive and hold and welcome people, especially 

hurting people. Nor did they seem to care, or even notice, if 

the people were poor or rich, black or white, Christian or 

Muslim or convinced atheist. They were people. Both have 

ample experience of suffering and rejection, themselves. 

Jeannie (I am telling no secrets here – she speaks freely 

enough of her experience) grew up with an alcoholic, semi-

present father and was mainly raised by her grandmother; she 

also told me that day that she still can't talk to her mother, 

who abandoned her so many years ago. Misty's children, all 

still in school, have had a range of challenges in their lives, 

and all have suffered from prejudice (their father is of 

African background). These two women know people on the 

bottom rungs of society: 

s t reet  people ,  “ the 

homeless,” people on long-

term welfare, people who 

never finished high school 

and are completely cut off 

from their families, the 

kind of people the middle 

and upper classes never 

need to see or know. 

Lazarus at their table, 

except that they see him 

and know his name and 

talk with him and care 

about him. 

 How come both of 

these amazing women, 

with all the suffering 

they've known in their 

lives, seem so free from bitterness and instead exude 

compassion? And put it into action without even noticing 

they are doing so? How did they get that way? 

 When Jean Vanier came to give a talk at the Mission, we 

sat Jeannie beside him. Jean Vanier, now in his 80s, is the 

founder of the L'Arche community in which disabled people 

live together in community with assistants who are not 

disabled. As one L'Arche assistant remarked to me recently, 

“if we weren't in community with the core members 

[disabled], we'd be at each other's throats in minutes. They 

teach us community.” Jean Vanier came and gave us a talk 

about the work of the Mission. And for most of the evening, 

he held onto the hand of Jeannie whom he'd just met. He had 

various dignitaries at the head table too, but it was Jeannie he 

clung to. It was as though he knew and recognized in her the 

kindred spirit, the face of compassion. And so do those who 

come to the Mission.         Dr Mary Marrocco 

The Face of Compassion
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Volunteer/Staff

Appreciation Night
On October 18th, 2013 our annual Volunteer/

Staff Appreciation Night was celebrated with 

country dancing, George & Rudina (picture) 

and a live band with a very alive dance caller 

Jackie leading the way to new dance steps for 

all. Volunteers & Staff received an award and 

a pin. Also, everyone dined to fabulous fried 

chicken, salad, fries, southern baked biscuits 

and cake. 

Correction from our last quarterly newsletter: We apologize for the mistake on the caption of the photograph of Paula Fletcher attending 

our St. John's Academy Graduation Celebration. She is our Toronto City Councillor for Ward 30. 

T 
here is nothing like the smell of good, home cooked 

food, but there is an additional ingredient that makes 

all the difference at Sunday Suppers. Love. The 

warm glow of love radiates from each table. Guests from all 

different walks of life gather each Sunday, spilling into the St 

John the Compassionate Mission; a place many would say 

resembles heaven. 

 Since September 2013, the Sunday Supper service has 

become a regular feature at this refuge of peace. Each meal is 

lovingly prepared at home by our volunteers’ cooks, who put 

the same care into each dish as though they were cooking for 

a family reunion. And indeed, seated at the dinner tables, 

passing around the bread or the soup, if feels like a Sunday 

lunch with loved ones. Friendships have blossomed and 

grace covers the room. Word has spread with guests doubling 

in number and reaching 120 persons, calling for a two seating 

service every Sunday. Still, we share dinner, eating ‘with 

gladness and simplicity of heart’ Acts 2:46. 

 Volunteers, servers and hosts come from all across the 

GTA to taste and see for themselves the power of love. 

Guests lend a helping hand in setting the table and clearing 

dishes; so that it is no longer clear who came to volunteer and 

who came to enjoy dinner. Truly, St John’s Mission is our 

family home where everyone lends a hand! With the new two 

seating arrangement one at 4:30pm and the second at 6pm, 

guests often take it in turns to serve in one seating and then to 

be served in the other. One such example is Evelyn. It is not 

unusual to spot Evelyn sitting at a table enjoying Sunday 

supper, while still wearing an apron from selflessly washing 

over 60 dishes from the first seating! 

 This is the spirit of Sunday Suppers. ‘As each one had 

received a gift, minister it to one another, as good stewards 

of the manifold grace of God.’ 1Peter 4:10 Every person in 

the room has a gift: a gift of conversation, a gift of a beautiful 

smile, a gift of thoughtfulness, a gift of hospitality, a gift of 

humility and more – and together, we bless one another in 

different ways, thanks be to God.  

 The volunteers who are drawn from so many different 

sister church congregations, and beyond, are eternally 

grateful to the congregation of St John the Compassionate 

for giving us the opportunity to be beautifully blessed in such 

a way. 

Fr John Boutros pastor of St Moses & St Katherine Coptic 

Orthodox Church host the Sunday Suppers. 

The Special Ingredient

S
t. 

M
os

es
 a

nd
 S

t. 
K

at
he

rin
e 

C
op

tic
 O

rt
ho

do
x 

C
hu

rc
h 

 



St John the Compassionate Mission 
155 Broadview Ave. Toronto ON M4M 2E9 

Tel: 416-466-1357 Fax: 416-466-3517 

Charitable #89328 1832 RR0001 

stjohnsmission@sympatico.ca www.stjohnsmission.org 
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Christmas Needs List
Beverages: Coffee, Tea, Sugar, Juice 

Breakfast Items: Powdered Milk, 

Pancake Mix & Syrup, Cereal & 

Oatmeal, Peanut Butter, Jams and 

Jellies 

Non-perishable and Canned Goods: 

Canned Vegetables, Beans, Chickpeas, 

Tomatoes, Tomato Sauce, Tomato 

Paste, Fish 

Condiments: Ketchup, Mustard, Salt & 

Pepper, Herbs, BBQ Sauce 

Grains: Rice, Quinoa. Dried Beans, 

Lentils, Split Peas and All Varieties 

Personal and Household Supplies: 

Diapers (newborn-5 and adult), Dish 

Soap, Hand Soap, Toothbrushes and 

Toothpaste 

T 
he first thing one can say about Debbie and the 

Mission is that she was always there. 

Sometimes helping out with things, 

especially with the winter breakfast program. 

Sometimes just hanging out with people. 

And when she was not around she was 

missed because people cared about her. 

 I don't suppose she thought of 

herself as a teacher but that is one of the 

things she was to me personally. She 

was one of the very first people I got to 

know at St John's. It was Debbie who in 

many ways was my teacher, the one who 

taught me what St John's was all about; 

who had a fund of stories about people and 

what was going on; who in her own quiet 

unassuming way made you feel part of it all. 

Not that she stood any nonsense – she was Debbie 

after all! 

 She was a not a great talker but when she did open up 

she had something to say that was worth listening to. 

She was always looking for some new way to 

make life more interesting or worthwhile. If 

she gave you her trust it was worth having. 

 In the last weeks of her life Debbie 

showed herself as she was. Still feisty, 

not willing to give up, not going to be 

told what she could, or couldn't, do. If 

the medical opinion was that she 

couldn't walk, well tough luck Debbie 

was going to prove them wrong and 

walk! Despite her illness she kept her 

wit and infectious laugh. She was fiercely 

loyal and a great defender of the Mission. 

 I have been told that Debbie loved 

Wendy's more than life itself. But at the end 

she loved family and life more than Wendy's! 

Deacon Pawel Mucha 

In Memory ✂ Debra (Debbie) St Clair

 


