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Kristin and Christopher Fryer perform the du-
ties of acolytes during the 2009 Easter Vigil.
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Last week, Father Deacon 
Pawel shared at our weekly 
clergy meeting the story 

of a church that was celebrating 
its 105th anniversary. At the con-
clusion of the Divine Liturgy, the 
priest announced that this was the 
last liturgy in that church. The par-
ish would be closed due to lack of 
membership. Over 100 years ago, 
the founders of the church walked 
through the doors of the church, 
he said, but later you closed those 
doors behind you and have kept 
other people locked out. Now they 
faced the reality that the church 
had just a few members left. 

It’s part of “human nature” to 
simply take care of one’s own—to 
talk to our friends, to reach out to 
those whom we feel comfortable 
with, attracted to. But a church is 
a community and a specific type 
of community. The church is the 
Body of Christ on earth and it 
welcomes all; it excludes none. In 
fact, if there is a preference, it is for 
those whom the world considers 
unattractive, uninteresting. 

Yet even in our own parish, I am 
reminded how we find people ex-
cluded, sitting by themselves, often 
Sunday after Sunday—ignored. 
Recent guests told me that this is 
what struck them about our par-
ish: groups that are clearly com-
fortable with each other, but also 
people who clearly do not belong 
anywhere. 

If the agape meal is the liturgy 

The Asceticism of the

after the Liturgy, if it is the expe-
rience among us that because we 
have “received the heavenly food” 

all is changed, then the agape meal 
needs to reflect this change, even 
in our social relationships.

We are very careful not to break 
the fast with food, but are we as 
careful to live these new relation-
ships in Christ, where the least 
among us is loved, welcomed, or 
at least included in our conversa-
tions? I was just recently reminded 
how Baba would reach out to cer-
tain people and draw them in—
literally call them to be part of 
our parish. Without her outreach, 
some of these same people would 
have slipped away and been lost to 
themselves and the church.

Asceticism is a struggle to love, 
to live in a way that is reflective of 
what we have become, what we 
have received in Communion. It 
begins right at the dismissal, when 
the priest says, “Let us go forth in 
peace,” as we set the tables for the 
agape meal—the meal of love. 

by Father Roberto Ubertino

I remember being at an agape 
meal in France. Everyone around 
us broke the fast in groups—wine, 

sausage, cheeses. Only our group, 
made up of poor people, ate old 
stale bread, boiled potatoes, and 
eggs. No one talked to us, no one 
offered us any food. The singing at 
the Liturgy was amazing, the litur-
gical discussion out of this world, 
the service deeply theological, but 
I will never forget the coldness 
that followed. 

It is natural for relationships to 
be “erotic”—”I like you, you like 
me” kind of thing—but the meal 
after the Liturgy is intentionally 
called the “agape meal” because 
that is where we are challenged to 
live what we have experienced in 
the Liturgy. 

The real test for any Orthodox 
parish, including our own, is how 
we embrace the least among us. 
This Lent, let us be as zealous in 
the asceticism of the open door as 
we are in keeping the fasting rules 
at each Agape.

“We are very careful not to break the fast 
with food, but are we as careful to live 
these new relationships in Christ, where 
the least among us is loved, welcomed, or 
at least included in our conversations?”

Open Door
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Life at the Mission involves 
various routines: work, dia-
konia, and prayer. 

Prayer is at the centre of our 
lives. Each day, before lunch, we 
pray the sixth hour. We ring the 
bells and a few of us go into the 
chapel to pray. Though the major-
ity of the community doesn’t join 
in, there are the regulars who do. 

One such person is Libby. Libby 
is not Orthodox but, without fail, 
as soon as the bells ring, she is in 
the chapel. Though she is quite de-
vout, she cannot sing and usually 
throws off whoever is leading the 
prayers. 

During one particular week, 
I happened to be by myself and 
needed to lead the prayers alone. 
For the previous two days, I was 
in total solitude. I have to admit, 
it was nice for a change. It was 
so quiet. It reminded me of be-
ing back in a monastery. I read the 
psalms, the prayers, and chanted 
the tropars, all without distraction. 
It was absolutely peaceful. 

I guess I became accustomed to 
this solitude after those couple of 
days. On the third day, however, as 
I rang the bells, I saw only Libby 
come into the chapel. I knew at 
that point that what little solitude 
I had been spoiled with was now 
long gone. 

It was chilly in the chapel and 
Libby made it quite clear to me 
that it was cold and proceeded to 
ask me numerous questions as to 
why it was cold and why I didn’t 

turn on the heat. As I began the 
prayers, Libby had an allergy attack 
and began to sneeze and cough 
continuously. I continued praying 
and Libby continued sneezing and 
coughing, all while trying to chant 
along with me. 

At one point she managed to 
throw me off more than usual. In 
my frustration, I got frustrated. I 
thought to myself, All I want to do 
is pray and here is Libby making it 
that much more difficult! 

Just then, I glanced up and re-
alized something: the chapel was 
empty. Except for Libby and me, 
there was nobody else praying. The 
following words of the Lord came 
to mind: For where two or three 
gather in my name, there am I 
with them. I immediately recalled 
that we don’t pray for ourselves 
but for others, as well. Libby and I 
were given the task of praying for 
our entire community.

My frustration quickly left. 

God Bless Her Heart!
by Father Deacon Theodore Alamanos

Though it was only Libby and I 
praying, I took solace in realizing 
that Christ was truly among us! I 
smiled and chuckled. I managed to 
finish the sixth hour. To be hon-
est, it sounded absolutely horrible! 
However, I realized that though 
Libby was not in tune and was ex-
tra loud that day, I was truly thank-
ful that she joined me in prayer. 

As we were leaving the chapel, 
I thanked God for giving me the 
opportunity to challenge my pa-
tience. I then turned to Libby and 
thanked her for praying with me. 
Her eyes lit up and she had the 
biggest, toothless smile on her face. 
She thanked me for leading the 
prayer, gave me a hug, and began 
complaining about the tempera-
ture in the chapel once again. All 
that came to mind at that point 
was something a dear friend of 
mine (an Orthodox priest) from 
the south always says: God bless 
her heart!

“I continued praying and 
Libby continued sneezing 
and coughing, all while 
trying to chant along 
with me.”
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Upon sitting down to write about my family’s 
experience delivering aid from St. Silouan to 
the flooded Balkans, I had this unwavering 

need and urge to recount the events backwards. Why? 
Well, despite feeling greatly honoured, blessed, and 
touched from beginning to end, it was only upon com-
pleting the process, during a quiet and reflective car 
ride, that I wholeheartedly partook of the fullness of 
the glory of God in all that was achieved. A feeling of 
awe and rejoicing, a simple and true sense of content-
ment—it’s a feeling I wish to convey to you all. Hence, 
none of the procedural details seem at all important in 
comparison. Nevertheless, I will start at the beginning. 
But please do keep God’s glory in mind as you read on. 

Watching videos, seeing photos, and listening to 
reports about the floods occurring in the Balkans last 
summer, as with most unfortunate events around the 
world, makes one feel quite helpless. So it was quite 
comforting when I heard that our parish was collect-
ing monetary donations to provide aid to families 
who were affected, as it was one of the realistic ways 
in which we could be helpful at such a large distance. 
As a result of the kindness of our parishioners, a fair 
amount of money ($3,500) was collected, but that was 
really the first step. The means through which it would 
get delivered to those who needed it most had yet to 

be decided. Knowing of our planned summer trip to 
areas in close proximity to the flooded regions, Father 
Roberto asked my dad if we wouldn’t mind being the 
“deliverers.” Father Roberto also had knowledge of a 
very dear monk friend of ours, Father Luka, who he 
somehow knew would be the perfect person to organ-
ize such an undertaking with us. When we conveyed 
the task at hand to Father Luka, in his characteristic 
style, he instantly had a plan thought out and put us at 
ease that it would be quite simple to complete. In fact, 
whenever one is in Father Luka’s presence, everything 
does seem easy, too simple, and thus only upon com-
pletion and refection does one realize the magnitude 
of what was achieved. This task ended up being no dif-
ferent. 

We arrived at Monastery Karno with two purposes: 
to spend as much quality time with Father Luka as 
possible and to distribute the collected donations to 
families, documenting the process by taking pictures. 
After observing the monastery premises (every year 
there is something new) and catching up with Father 
Luka, we reminded him of the money we brought with 
us and our parish’s intentions. He let us know that he 
had spoken to Biljana, the deputy mayor of Srebrenica, 
and Father Sasa, the parish priest in Srebrenica, a few 
weeks before and that they knew of and had a num-

Aid to the Flooded Balkans
by Minja Milanovic
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ber of families in mind. “So, when are you hoping to 
do this?” he asked us. “Today” was our reply (we had 
to continue on our journey that evening). Seeing that 
there wasn’t any possibility for us to stay longer, Father 
Luka grabbed his phone to call Biljana. And such luck: 
Biljana had to turn back from a planned trip to anoth-
er city because of road repairs that morning and would 
be arriving back in Srebrenica fairly shortly. “OK, we’ll 
meet you there!” Monk Luka told her.

Upon arriving in Srebrenica, we sat down in a café 
to wait for Biljana and during the wait I started to 
ponder how exactly we were planning to do this. It 
was the middle of a workday—clearly, none of the 
families would be expecting us. Would we find anyone 
at home to give the money to? These all seemed like 
reasonable questions, but I needed to remind myself 
of one of Father Luka’s mottos: when there’s a will, 
there’s a way. And we sure did have a will—the will of 
a whole parish, in fact. 

Together with Biljana we ended up visiting the 
homes of several families and found an adult recipi-
ent in each one. Sometimes we had to ask neighbours 
for directions, sometimes we found our own way, but 
each time we brought a ray of light into someone’s 
life, a smile on their face and tears to our eyes. 

The first home we visited housed a family with 
four children (two with learning disabilities) and a 
father with a visible hand handicap who just hap-
pened to be home because there were some prob-
lems with the machinery at his work, something that 
happens once in a blue moon. Father Luka kindly had 
to remind him that, no, he wasn’t dreaming. We were 
for real. 

In the second home, we encountered a little girl 
with her grandmother and two sick brothers lying in 
bed. They had lost their mother and the little girl hadn’t 

eaten all day because her grandmother was tending to 
the garden and her dad was at work, so there was no 
one to prepare food. We got infinite blessings and wit-
nessed praises to God from the grandmother. 

When we came to visit the third family, we really got 
to experience the devastating effects of the flooding. 
This family’s home was completely destroyed and they 
were in the process of starting to build a new one from 
scratch. A fourth family had lost all of their farm ani-
mals to the floods and were very grateful for our help. 

Time constraints didn’t allow us to visit more places 
in person, but we left the remaining money with Bil-
jana as she, along with Father Luka and Father Sasa, 
would visit the rest of the families they had in mind, 
(one being a father with eight children who had lost 
his wife). Being able to share our donations with the 
families in person made it all the more real and hu-
man. We got to be the messengers for a very special 
parish located across the ocean and essentially distrib-
ute some ease and joy to those who greatly needed it. 

In some ways, I felt like I was dreaming. And to top 
it all off, at the end of what seemed like such a busy 
and productive day, when we were saying our good-
byes to Father Luka, he thanked us for spending such 
a restful and relaxing day with him. It was a day full of 
making what seemed impossible, very possible, what 
seemed hard, easy, what seemed distant, so close. Each 
action, word, deed, and thought was indeed inspired by 
God’s image, and I’m sure He pulled a few strings for 
us along the way.  

This experience really struck me in terms of 
how little opportunity we give ourselves in today’s life-
style to give praise to the glory of God. This blessed 
occasion that my family had to represent our parish 
really signified that magnificent praise is due. Thank 
you, fellow parishioners, for putting your trust in us. 
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We can still find a few good things written 
about marriage. But how we make good 
sense about them, in today’s world, is an-

other story.
How do we end up being married? What does it 

look like the moment before? What are the things that 
determine, or maybe predetermine, our freedom to say 
or not say anything, to step in or to back off?

When people embrace monasticism, there is a time 
for decision; there is patience, there is guidance, and 
there is understanding for the fragility of a person’s 
good desire to open up to God’s love. When people 
embrace marriage, they open up to God’s love by 
learning to live the love towards one another. It’s a 
beautiful and painful experience (a good pain, though). 

So how do we prepare for this? How do we take 
care of the fragility of our love for one another? Too 
many questions for me to answer here. However, what 
I would like to say is that our freedom is not predeter-
mined when it comes to encountering God because, 
as St. Paul the Apostle says, the Lord’s love for us is 
not determined or predetermined by anything. There 
is nothing that can stop it, but we have only our free-
dom to get to know it. 

So, in this light, I dare say that people are able to 
make good decisions when it comes to marriage as 
well. I mean, decisions about to marry or not to marry. 
As good as they can be, these decisions are, most of 
the time, subject to something that challenges our lives 
every now and then: fear.

There are all kinds of factors that make people afraid 
when it comes to marriage. There is a fear of loneliness 
that comes from being alone. This fear makes people 
afraid to say no. It is a fear that makes people look for 
things where there is nothing to be seen.

There is also the fear of the parents for their chil-
dren not to make the big mistake. This is a transferable 
fear, which, as someone told me, makes “children” pur-
sue their decisions only because they want to oppose 
their parents. 

There is a fear of not being good enough. This is a 
fear that comes from a deformed image of ourselves. 
Of course we are not good enough, but this is a good 

reason to be loved—from our weaknesses comes our 
longing for love. 

There is a fear of failing to make the right decision. 
What if there is somebody else (better) there wait-
ing for me? There will always be “better” people there 
waiting for us, but we might just never show up. That 
is because a good marriage is not made by two “better 
people.” 

There is a fear of time. It may be too early or too 
late. This makes us afraid to be patient or afraid to be 
attentive and bold when the time comes. This fear is 
healed by the faith that tells us that a good time always 
comes when we are prepared and we will be able to 
recognize it by its good signs.

There is a fear of failing to recognize one’s true call: 
to marriage, a monastery, or the single life. That is an 
imaginative fear. As somebody has said, if we are not 
good enough for the monastery, then we should not 
think that we are good enough for married life either. 
Whatever the vocation, the path requires the same 
good endeavour.

There are all kinds of fears that challenge people in 
that moment, but I would say, whatever our decision 
might be, it would be wise to make it not because it is 
backed up by our fears.

I heard a three-year old saying this: “I don’t think 
that monsters or ghosts exist. God is a good guy. He 
does not want us to be afraid.” Why would anybody 
want to argue with this, I don’t know. 

Reader Nicolaie Atitienei is a social worker who is a coun-
sellor with St. Macrina Counselling Services.

Making Sense of 
Marriage

by Reader Nicolaie Atitienei
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Babies and Toddlers

Tactile and sensory experiences enable the youngest 

children to experience the service more fully. The 

sights, sounds, and scents of the Orthodox services 

are already interesting to young children. Parents 

can keep their young children engaged by pointing 

out and naming items (e.g., “this is an icon,” “the 

priest is holding the chalice,” “the cross,” “see the 

purple vestments”), carrying them to the front of 

the church so they can see the actions of the clergy 

better, singing softly with them (while moving their 

arms to the music), and helping them make the 

appropriate movements together with the rest of 

the congregation (e.g., the sign of the cross, fold-

ing their arms for Communion, and so on). Small, 

sturdy books with simple pictures of items found 

in the church can also help. These can be easily 

made at home with cardboard and photographs or 

computer printouts.

Pre-schoolers and Kindergarteners

At this age, children are capable of participat-

ing in more aspects of the service. Children 

can begin lighting candles (with parental 

supervision), venerating icons, and prostrating 

at the appropriate points in the service. Some 

children will want to serve in the altar or sing 

in the choir. Try arriving in time to watch the 

Proskomedia several times a year. Come early 

one day to talk about the iconostas. The parish 

has many small Liturgy books for children—

the colourful images and clear print will help 

children follow along on their own. This is the 

age to show children what they are allowed 

(and encouraged) to do, instead of focusing on 

what they shouldn’t be doing.

Tips for Keeping 

Young Children 

Engaged During 

Services

Most Importantly

Don’t confine “church” to Sundays. Learn 

simple hymns from the services and sing 

them at home. Pray together, making the sign 

of the cross and prostrating. Bake prosphoras 

at home (it’s possible!). Before arriving at 

church, talk about what is going to happen: is 

it a feast day? Will you be receiving Com-

munion? Is there a baptism or chrismation? 

After a service, talk about what you saw, 

heard, smelled, and touched. Encourage and 

nurture their relationship with Christ by 

bringing the church to your home and mak-

ing it a part of your everyday life.
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Great Lent 
Overview of Services

St. Silouan the Athonite Orthodox Mission

ARISH     EVIEWP R
is a publication of the St. Silouan the Athonite 
Mission parish, of the Carpatho-Russian Ortho-
dox Diocese of the Ecumenical Patriarchate of 
Constantinople.

We are located at 155 Broadview Avenue, To-
ronto, Ontario, M4M 2E9.

For information about contributing to the 
next edition of the Parish Review, please con-
tact Kristin Ostensen, parish council secretary, at  
kostensen@gmail.com.

And above all things have fervent love for one another, for 
“love will cover a multitude of sins.”

Be hospitable to one another without grumbling.
As each one has received a gift, minister it to one an-

other, as good stewards of the manifold grace of God.
—1 Peter 4: 8-10

Agape meals are an important feature of our life 
together at St. Silouan, reinforcing the bonds 
of love within our parish and welcoming those 

who come as visitors.  
Our current participants faithfully help to live this 

important stewardship role, but we are inviting every-
one to join in this endeavour to continually reinforce 
these ties of community.

Please consider helping in any capacity that you 
are able. You might consider joining a group, to serve 
monthly by sharing food and/or helping with set up 
and clean up.  Perhaps you are able to help occasion-
ally.

Please consider this opportunity.  
Speak to Kathy or Linda, or e-mail k.wlasenko@

hotmail.com.

Your servants,
The Parish Council

Agape Volunteers
Needed!

February

22 – Forgiveness Vespers, 7 pm
23 – Great Compline/Canon, 7 pm
24 – Great Canon, 7 pm

March

1 – Sunday of Orthodoxy - bring icons
23 – Matins/Great Canon, 7 pm
24 – Short Vigil/Vespers and Orthros for
Annunciation, 7 pm
25 – Vesperal Liturgy, Annunciation of the
Theotokos, 7 pm
27 – Presanctified Liturgy, 7 am

April

3 – Presanctified Liturgy, 7 am
4 – Divine Liturgy, Lazurus Saturday, 9:30 am
5 – Palm Sunday: Liturgy, 10 am
 Bridegroom Service, 7:30 pm
6 – Presanctified Liturgy, 7 pm
7 – Bridegroom Service, 7 pm
8 – Mysterion of Oil, 7 pm
9 – Vesperal Liturgy of St. Basil, 6 pm
 12 Gospels, 8:30 pm
10 – Great Vespers, 3 pm
 Burial of Christ, 7 pm
11 – Vesperal Liturgy of St. Basil, 4 pm
 Acts of the Apostles, 9 pm
 Removal of the Epitaphon, 11:30 pm
 Orthros and Paschal Liturgy, 12 am
12 – Vespers of Love and Agape Meal, 4 pm
13 – Divine Liturgy, 9:30 am
15 – Divine Liturgy, 7 pm
17 – Divine Liturgy, 7 am

Ongoing

Wednesdays – Presanctified Liturgy, 7 pm
Thursdays – Jesus Prayer, 3 pm
Fridays – Akathist Hymn and Vigil, 7 pm
Sundays – Vespers, 7:30 pm

For a full calendar of services, visit stsilouan.org.


