


SunDpAY, MAY 6

April 29,2018

5™ SUNDAY OF PASCHA — OF THE SAMARITAN WOMAN
THE NINE HoLy MARTYRS oF CyzICUS
OUR VENERABLE FATHER MEMNON THE WONDERWORKER

Xpucroc Bockprec!
Boircrnay BockpPec!

CHRIST IS RISEN!
INDEED HE 1S RISEN!

SCHEDULE OF SERVICES FOR APRIL 30 — MAy 6

SATURDAY, MAY 5

6:30 PM — Great Vespers (satisfies Sunday obligation)

— 6™ SUNDAY OF PASCHA - SUNDAY OF THE MIAN BORN BLIND;

THE HoLy AND RIGHTEOUS JOB THE M UCH-SUFFERING

9:30 AM - Divine Liturgy

For All Parishioners

A Prayer for the
Construction of our New Church

O Lord Jesus Christ our God, Cornerstone
of Your holy Church, Giver of every good
gift, the One who first loved us, look down
upon us Your people who desire to build
a new church unto Your glory and grant
us the wisdom, strength, and resources to
accomplish this task in accordance with
Your will. Remember the friends and
benefactors of this parish who support the
construction of this holy church and bless
them with Your good things. And as Your
did proclaim that even if Your disciples
were silent, the very stones would cry out,
so also grant that this holy church may
proclaim You and draw all who dwell in the
surrounding area to worship You in spirit
and in truth. Inflame our hearts with love
for You that we may offer to You ourselves
and all You have given us to the glory of
Your holy Name. For You are the true
Philanthropist—the Lover of Mankind—
and to You do we send up glory, together
with Your eternal Father, and Your most
holy, good, and life-creating Spirit, always,
now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.
Amen.

MoauTBa Ha
bynoy Hamoi Hogoi LlepkBu

l'ocnoom boxe, Icyce Xpucre Haw,
HapixkHuii kaMinb TBoei LepkBu, Tu
NEPUIMI OTOPHYB HAC CBOEIO JTHO00B 10, T
nojaTelib BCiX 3eMHMX OJjar, CIIOrJISHb Ha
HAc, TBOIX JITEH, sKi MparHyTh 30yayBaTh
HOBUI xpam Ha TBoro ciay. [lapyit Ham
MYJAPICTb, CUJTY Ta PECYPCH ISl 3A1ICHEHHS
Uporo OyjiBHMLTBA, SKUO Ha Ue TBos
Cesara Bons. BnarocnoBu Ta migTpumyit
BCIX >KEpPTBOAABLIB Li€l napacii, ki
NONY4YaTUMYThCS 10 OyIBHMLTBA LI€ET
cBaTHHI. TW CHOBICTUB, 1110, HABITHL TOMI,
KOIM TBOI Yy4HI OyayThb MOBYaTH, TO
KamiHHsl Oyae kpuuyaTu. To X mopaii, 100
sl uepkBa, HanoBHeHa [lyxom CasiTum
Ta TBoew mnpaspmoro, HaBepTasa o bora
BCiX THX, XTO >XUBYTb B ii OKOJMIIX,
mo6 Te6e Bemmnuatu. Hamosuu Hami
cepud 0008 10 1o Tebe, 106 MU BijyIaImn
cebe i Bce ToGi, Ha cimaBy TBoro cBsToro
imeHi. bo Tu cnpaBxHiit Haw [TopaTens —
Yonosikoimodenb — 1 Tobi Bo3cuitaemMo 3
6e3navanbHuM TBOIM OTIEM, 1 IPECBATUM,
1 6y1aruMm, 1 JKUBOTBOPSILLIMM TBOIM [lyxom,
HMHI 1 TOBCSKYAC, 1 Ha BIKU BIKIB. AMIHb




HEILIA CAMAPAHKHA

. CnpaedcHi nOKAOHHUKU NOKAOHAMUMYMbCSL Omuyesi 6 [lyci i npasoi. A maxux
nokaorHuxie wykae cobi Omeywv”. i cmoBa Cmnacurenst , cKa3zaHi 10 >KiHKHU
caMapsiHKM, CTaHyThb MPEMETOM HaIlIOT HUHIITHBOT PO3MOBHU.

€, oTXe , MUTAHHS : YU CIPABAL JIIOAU WAYTh 1O UEPKBU TOMY , 1110 BOHU OOSITHCS
CMEPTI , Y4 MOXKE XOUyTh 3yCTpiTUCS 3 pusiTesimu ? [lepen TuM , sIK JaTH BiINOBI/Ib
Ha Lie TUTaHHS, 3aUTaMO ceOe, YOMY MU MpUiiLuM 10 uepkeu? YoMy Mu 1boro
PaHKy B LEpKBi?

o6 Ham Oyo Jeriie BiANoBicTH, 3ariasiHbMo y Csite ITincbMo. PosropHiM KHury
[TcanmiB, sIKi HanKvcaB BeaUKUi npopok 1 noet yap Hasup . Knura Ilcanmis — ue
BaXKJIMBa KHWra. BaxkjiMBOXO BOHA € HE JMUIE TOMY, IO MCAJIMUA — L€ MOJIUTBU
Craporo 3aBiTy, aje TakoX TOMY, U0 L€ OyB MOJIMTOBHHMK, 3 SIKOTO MOJIMBCS
Haut Criacurens Xpucroc. [lcanvu — dyposuit cnoci6 nounranis bora. B nauii
Jlityprii, sika € HalBUIWM TouMTaHHsIM Bora, Mu cniBaemo B mepiioMy aHTH(OHI
CTUXU nicanma ,,Bockaurnime I'ocnooesi , 6ca semasn , cnisatime jc imeni Hoo
siooalime CAa8y X6ai Hozo ... Best seman nexaii nokaonumucs Tobi |, nexaii sce
cnieae imeni Teoemy, Bceeummu . OTxe , ncanMocmiBelpb /laBuy , a 32 HUM Hailla
JliTyprisi , sICHO 1 B 4yJ0BHI1 CHOCI6 TNOSICHIOE HaM , YoMy Mu € TyT B Llepksi . Mu
BIALITCS TYT , IOOK TIPU3HA TH B0>Ky BEJIMY 1 JOCTONHICTE. Came B TOMY NOJIArae
Hallle TOYUTAHHS 1 OKJIOHIHHSI BOrosi.

Mu BuzHaemo, o ['ocnoap € Hatumm, TBopueMm, 1o Bin € JIkepesiom Haoro XXuTTs,
Bin € Haum borom. Mu mro6umo Moro, mu ciiaBumo HMoro, noknansemocs Momy,
mu gsikyemo Momy. Lle € sikpa3z 6oronounTtanHs, NOKJIOHIHHS borosi.

Moxe, 1exXT0 i3 BaC NPUIAILIOB CHOrOJIHI J10 LEPKBH , 60 0O0ITbCSI CMEPTI , MOXKE
TOMY , IO MOYYBAETHCSI CAMOTHIM , MOKE , IPUFILIOB JIO LIEPKBU TOMY , LIO XOUe
MIOMOJIUTHUCS 32 IHILIOTO , &, MOXKeE meMTOMy H];O Ma€ KJIOMIT . € COTHI Pi3HUX NPUYKH,
SIKi puBesM Hac 10 uepkBy . Ti mpuanHM MOXKYTh OyTH JOOPI il BaXKJIMBI , OJIHAK
BOHM — JIPYrOpsijiHi . ['0JIOBHOKO NPUUYKMHOKO, YOMY MU € TYT , YOMY MU l'IpI/II/IHIJII/I Ha
Cayx06y boxy € 6axkaHHs BiIuyTH B UepkBi Boxy npucyTHICTb i Bu3HaTH Boxy
BeJNY , BOXy IOCTOMHICTD . My NpUILLIIK 10 LIEPKBHU, LIOOU MMOKJIOHUTHUCS] BIYHOMY ,
BCEMOT'YYOMY , MUJIOCEpIHOMY Borosi.

Xpuctoc kaxe: ,,[Ipuiioims 00 mMeHe 6Ci 6MOMACHI | OOMANCEHI ... APMO OO MOE At0Oe
u mseap min aezkui” (M. 11, 30). Bin roBoputs Ham npo Bora , sk mpo Hamoro
Otyg , a Mu — Horo ymoOseni it . Tenep Mu ciayxaemo bora He Tomy , 110 Bin
3B’513aB HAaC 3aKOHAMM , 1 32 HEBUKOHAHHS X HaM rpo3uthb Kapa . Hi | Mu cnioBHsiemo
Boxi 3akonu , 60 Boun € 6axkaHHsiM Hamoro Hebecnoro OTug, ssKuii HaC TIOOUTD.

,,Cnpaexcui nokaonuuxu Omuyesi noxkaonamumymocsa 8 /lyci it npasoi” , — cKa3as
X pucToc [0 CaMapsiHKM i TOBOPUTBH 0 HAc. XPHCTOC 3alpOLIyBAaB CaMapsiHKY
il 3ampollye HAC yBIATH B HOBE JKUTTsI, B XKUTTsl CBOOIHOT BOXOI muTHHM, siKa
KopuThcsi Borogi He 3i cTpaxy, aine 3 MOGOBI.



THE Cross AND THE DRUG CULTURE
BENJAMIN MANN

Our Byzantine Catholic community had just
finished the evening service for Good Friday, ritually
enacting Jesus’ burial with a candlelit procession.
Right across the street, meanwhile, revelers were
kicking off the weekend-long “420 Festival,”
celebrating Colorado’s legalization of marijuana.

During our outdoor procession, carrying the
iconic burial shroud and singing the Trisagion hymn,
it had not been difficult to ignore the pulsating music
from nearby. And once we were back inside, to bow
before the tomb and venerate Christ’s wounds, it
had been even easier to forget the world outside.

The difficult moment, the moment of subtle
spiritual danger, came after all this: when the service
was finished, and the community dispersed. Nothing
was left but the lingering aura of the liturgical day, a
vague attunement to its solemnity; and the sound of
the party just kicking off, growing louder, close by.

Walking to my car, I could hear the music again
— it was louder now, ecstatic, coming from a stage
where colored lights glowed and electronic melodies
pulsated. A different world altogether, it seemed.

If one draws out the contrast, between the church
and the drug-centered festival, he can scarcely avoid
being tempted — in the literal, religious sense of the
word: to a self-flattering comparison between the
two sides of the street; or at least some acidic social
commentary, a head-shaking lament for society . . .

Yet that is precisely the trap, the desire of the
devil, the goal of the powers that seek to corrupt
what is best in us. For us, in the name of piety, to
exalt ourselves over others on this day of utmost
humility: that is Hell’s desire, come in the name of
religion; the demonic non serviam, disguised as the
angelic serviam.

Baudelaire said Satan’s greatest trick is “to
persuade you that he does not exist.” But I disagree.
There is at least one greater trick: to bring the
believer to the point where he expresses his pride
through the language of piety. “God, I thank Thee
that I am not like other men: extortioners, unjust,
adulterers . ..”

In an instant, all of it — the Cross, the shroud, the
tomb, the prayers and hymns invoking God’s mercy
— could become weapons of pride, blunt instruments
to bludgeon others, a set of emblems signifying our
supposed superiority. That is a far greater trick of
the devil than merely hiding himself from view.

The devil’s way with many Christians, is simply to
get them to look down on others: to look across the
street, at the partygoers on Good Friday, and take a
merciless view. “What shamelessness! See how they
crucify Christ again: with their indifference to God,
their hedonism, their empty pleasures . ..”

Such thoughts can be tempting. But another
thought came to me that night, and seized my
attention, for which I credit the Holy Spirit and not
myself. About the people at the 420 celebration, I
thought this:

“If we cannot offer them a greater joy — even
today, on Good Friday! — than they believe
they have found there, then we will never
bring them into the Church.”

But how is this to be done? Is it even true? Can
we promise such people that there is more joy — not
a greater quantity of superficial “happiness,” but a
deeper fulfillment of the heart and soul — on this
supremely solemn liturgical day, than in a weekend
of chemical revelry?

Indeed, we must ask: do we believe it ourselves?
Do we trust that there is a greater joy to be found
even in asceticism and renunciation — in our bearing
of the Cross — than in a self-indulgent, worldly
lifestyle? Or are Lent and Holy Week things we
simply “get through,” so we can celebrate later?

Joy, of course, is not mere happiness. To find the
joy in all things, even painful and hard things, is a
mark of sanctity; to be simply happy all the time is
unhealthy and false. To “rejoice in the Lord always”
is to trust and thank God perennially, in awareness
of his steadfast love, regardless of our mood.

In this sense, there must certainly be more
joy even in the darkness of Good Friday, than in
anything offered by a drug-themed festival. We are
more fortunate to suffer with God than to celebrate
without him; for there can never be any greater
fulfillment than to know God’s love, and love him
in return.

Fr. Alexander Schmemann said this, about the
Gospel’s paradoxical joy:

“From its very beginning Christianity has
been the proclamation of joy, of the only
possible joy on earth. It rendered impossible
all the joy we usually think of as possible. But
within this impossibility, at the very bottom
of this darkness, it announced and conveyed
a new all-embracing joy, and with this joy it
transformed the End into a Beginning.”

It is one thing to believe this intellectually, and
another thing to practice it.

That is the trouble. That is why we habitually fail
in our evangelistic efforts: we fail to convey the joy
of knowing Christ, because we have not based our
own lives upon it. One cannot give what he does not



have. How many of us have truly acquired the joy
and peace of the Holy Spirit?

Saints are not superheroes or spiritual Olympians;
a saint is an ordinary person who prefers God’s love
above everything, and sees everything through the
lens of that love. God is Love; a saint is simply one
who accepts and lives in that Supreme Reality. But
how many of us even aspire to be saints, in that
sense?

It is not a question of trying harder; no amount of
brute force will suffice to sanctify us. It is a matter of
changing our perspective: recognizing that there is
only one source of ultimate, lasting joy — “the love of
God, which is in Christ Jesus” — and then seeking it
always, in all things, even in the depths of suffering.

St. Paul had more joy in a Roman prison than I
have in my comfortable, safe existence. If he were
here today, I would trust him to preach to the
pot-smokers, to tell them there is more peace and
fulfillment in the Church’s mourning than in their
celebration.

I would not readily trust myself to do it. I am not
a reflection of the joy of the Gospel, not yet.

Easter Sunday was a gorgeous day in Denver, a
day of rest after our traditional Byzantine Pascha
celebration that began late Saturday night and
stretched into Sunday morning. It was also the
culmination of the 420 festivities downtown, with
long lines at pizza shops and laid-back crowds in
Civic Center Park.

I cannot look upon these two celebrations and see
only a simplistic, black-and-white contrast between
the righteous and the wicked. Nor can I see it as a
matter of pure transcendent joy on the one side, and
mere hedonism on the other. Both realities are more
complex.

I believe that all people, in some form, have the
experience of that profound joy which infinitely
exceeds mere natural happiness. There are innate
flaws and shortcomings in the human heart,
limitations that no human effort can overcome; yet
there is a longing for eternity, placed there by God
himself, as well.

The joy of the Gospel is not something innate
within us, or our world: the reality of Jesus breaks
into our lives from the infinite Beyond, exceeding
all reasonable expectations of the human mind. Yet
there is a foretaste and an intimation of this joy, even
in the lives of those who are ignorant or indifferent
to him.

Christianity is the complete, definitive revelation
of God and his love; but the experience of God is not
limited to Christians, or even to those who believe
in God. I have seen Christ-like mercy in the face of
an agnostic; I know people who — notwithstanding
the tired cliché — truly are “spiritual though not
religious.”

No doubt there were such people among the
stoned crowds at Civic Center Park. The present
cultural landscape is not easy to evaluate, spiritually
speaking.

Some critics treat modern Western culture
simply as a Manichean battleground between
stalwart faith and godless hedonism. But a different
picture emerges from the inner lives of individuals.

Inwardly, many people are haunted by the
powerful but fleeting experience of the transcendent
— and especially by the experience of a joy that
seems “not of this world.” They seek, in vain, for its
fulfillment among the finite things of creation: sex
and drugs, money and power, family and friends,
music and art.

Such people do not need to hear a litany of moral
grievances from us. They need to hear something
more like St. Augustine’s advice in the Confessions
(IV.12): “Seek what you seek, but not where you seek
it.” Their most profound desire, planted within the
heart by God, has been misdirected and gone astray.

Some of our substitutes for God are more
disordered than others. But the fundamental
problem is the same: we roam the world in search
of that supreme joy whose scent we have caught,
whose light we have glimpsed; but no finite thing
provides more than a semblance of it for long.

Sin, of course, is a universal reality, and there
is no question of viewing anyone — in the drug
culture, or elsewhere — as a purely innocent victim
of confusion. But as Thomas Merton noted, sin
is an optimistic diagnosis: it presupposes that a
corruption has entered into something originally
and essentially good.

Something good, though profoundly corrupted,
was at work among those who spent Good Friday
and Easter celebrating marijuana.

I would like to show them that there is a better
way: that there is a blessedness infinitely beyond
all natural happiness and pleasure; that their
mysterious desire — which cannot be satisfied by
their chosen means, or any created thing — has a
true object and an eternal satisfaction, found in God
through Christ.

That is the joy of the Gospel. It is a message
that can transform the world — as long as it first
transforms us.

Benjamin Mann is a Byzantine Catholic, former
Jjournalist, and incurable philosopher. He is preparing to
enter monastic life at Holy Resurrection Monastery in
St. Nazianz, Wisconsin.



SUNDAY OF THE SAMARITAN WOMAN

“...Authentic worshipers will worship the Father in Spirit and truth. Indeed, it is
just such worshipers the Father seeks.” These words of the Savior, spoken to a
Samaritan woman, are the premise of today’s discussion.

The question is: do people go to church because they are afraid of death, or, perhaps,
because they want to meet with their friends? Before answering the question, let us
ask ourselves: why have we come to church?

To make it easier for us to answer, let us look at the Holy Gospels. Let us open the
book of Psalms written by the great prophet and poet King David. The book of
Psalms is an important book because psalms are the prayers of the Old Testament
and because this book served as a prayer book from which our Savior Jesus Christ
prayed. Psalms are a wondrous way of worshiping God. In our Liturgy, which is the
greatest worship of God, we sing in the first Antiphon these words of a psalm: “Shout
to the Lord, all the earth; sing now to His name, give glory to His praise... Let all
the world worship You and sing to You, let it sing to Your name, O Most High.” The
psalm of King David and our Divine Liturgy both clearly and wondrously explain to
us why we are in church today. We came here to acknowledge God’s greatness and
worthiness. This is where our worship and adoration of God comes from.

We know that the Lord is our Creator, that He is the Seed of our life. He is our God.
We love Him, glorify Him, adore Him and thank Him. This is what worship and
adoration of God consists of.

Perhaps some of you have come to church today because you fear death or feel
lonely or, perhaps, because you want to pray for the intention of another or because
you have problems. There are hundreds of reasons that bring us to church, some
good and important, but still secondary. The main reason we are here to participate
in the Divine Liturgy is the desire to feel God’s presence and acknowledge His
greatness and worthiness. We came to worship the eternal, almighty, merciful Lord.

Christ says: “Come to Me, all you who are weary and find life burdensome... for
My yoke is easy and My burden is light.” (Mat. 11, 30). He speaks of God as our
Father, and tells us that we are His beloved children. We listen to God not because
He has tied us to Him with laws and violating these laws will bring about severe
punishment. No! We fulfill God’s commandments because Our Heavenly Father,
Who loves us, wants us to obey these laws.

“...Authentic worshipers will worship the Father in Spirit and truth,” Christ says
to the Samaritan woman and to us. Christ invites the Samaritan woman and invites
us to enter a new life, the life of a free child of God who submits to God, not out of
fear, but out of love.



A Reminder about Standing on all Sundays and
everyday from Pascha to Pentecost

This is not an innovation, rather it is the explicit
reiteration of a long tradition and teaching of the early
church about the nature of the celebration of the Lord’s
Day (i.e. Sunday.) This proscription of the church
dates from the time of the (Ecumenical Council of
Nicaea (325 AD.) There was a divergence in practice
in various places and the church identified the need to
emphasize the resurrectional character of the Lord’s
Day. The fact that an (Ecumenical Council discussed
and eventually issued a Canon (rule) on this subject
shows the importance in the eyes of the church fathers.
Canon 20 of the Council (which has never been
negated) states: Since there are some communities that
still bend their knees on the Lord’s Day (Sunday) and
on the days of Pentecost, this Holy Council decrees
that the common prayers (i.e., at Liturgy) are to be
rendered to God standing.

To be very clear — This canon of the First Ecumenical
Council applies to Every Sunday of the Year! One
should NOT kneel during Divine Services on ANY
Sunday (custom and the practice of the Latin Church
notwithstanding).

Looking ahead:

Our annual rummage sale will take place on Saturday,
June 23, We will be accepting donations begining
in June. Volunteers are needed. Please contact Olena
Bankston at (619) 905-5279.

PARISHIONERS THAT ARE HOME BounDp
If you or a loved one cannot
make it to Church, Fr.
James would be more than
pleased visit at your home,
in the hospital, at a nursing
home, or any other place. It
1s no inconvenience at all.

Please be sure to schedule a visit.

IIpurapyemo mo croimo nigyac Ciy:xom boxoi
KoxkHoi Hepini poky i KoxkHoro aHst Big BenukogHs mo
Henini I’ aTnecaTnumi

Lle He € HOBa BWragka a BUpPa3HE MNOBTOPEHHS
CTapoOfIlaBHOTO 3BMYal0 1 TIOBYAHHS CTapOfIaBHOI
Lepksu npo npasejHe gopepxkysanHst ['ocriofgHboro
Hus (Hepins). e noBuannst we i3 Cob6opy Hiket
(325p). Bynu pi3Hi 3BUYai B pi3HUX MICLEBOCLSIX 1
Hepxkaa pitmna Harosocutu XpuctoBe BockpeceHHst
xoxcrol Hepimi. Lg cnpaBa GyJnia Taka BaskimBa 110
Hepkosui Otui pinmnm Hagatn 3akoH. Kanon 20
(sike HiKOJIM HEOYJI0 3anepedene) Kaxke: Tomy 110 €
Aesiki rpoMaay 1o e KJsikaroTh B Hepino i B i
IT’stnecatanni, peir Ceatuit Cobop mporosomye
o B cninbHil MommTsi (Ciysk6a Boxka) Mmonmmmock
Borogi crosum.

Busicnyemo — et Kanon Hikel crocyeTbes koxcHoi

Hepini B poui! He knsikaemo mig yac HemiminmHol
Cnyxom Boxoi (He 3alexHO Bii 0COOGMCTOrO
3BMUaro aHi Pumo-Karommmpkol Tpajuiiii.)

Sunday offering for April 22

Amount  Number
$5.00 1
$10.00 2
$20.00 4
$25.00 |
$30.00 |
$40.00 3
$50.00 1
$72.00 |
$402.00

Parishioner Total: $372.00
Guest Total: $30.00

Average / parish household (43): $7.29
Weekly Stewardship Goal: $2200.00

Deficit: <$1828.00>

(loose)




Ykpaiucoka I’ pexo-Kamonuuwvka Ilepkea
Ceamozo Hoana Xpecmumens

St. John the Baptizer

Ukrainian Greco-Catholic Church

4400 Palm Avenue
La Mesa, CA 91941
Parish Office: (619) 697-5085

Website: stjohnthebaptizer.org

Pastor: Fr. James Bankston
frjames@mac.com
Fr. James’ cell phone: (619) 905-5278
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