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Sunday
Aug 21
10th Sunday after Pentecost / Tone 1 / Afterfeast of Dormition
		 9:30 am
Divine Liturgy
Coffee Hour
Saturday
Aug 27
Venerable Pimen the Great
		
12:00 pm
Lepointe Baptism
		
5:30 pm
Great Vespers
Confession
Sunday
Aug 28
11th Sunday after Pentecost / Tone 2 / Venearable Job of Pochaev
		Readings:
1 Cor 9:2-12
Matt 18:23-235
		
9:30 am
Divine Liturgy
Coffee Hour
ATTENDANCE / STEWARDSHIP / Aug 14

Attendance
Operating
OCA Assessments
Maintenance
Icons
Charities
Zoe
Uganda

50TH WEDDING ANNIVERSARY

142
$3,488.00
57.00
135.00
45.00
174.00
129.00
218.00

Following the Liturgy tomorrow, a Special Prayer will
be offered for Greg & Dianne Kochan on the occasion
of their Golden Wedding Anniversay. A Reception will
follow in the Hall.
WEDDING BANNS

Rachel Lannon and Weston Szalay on Sunday, Sept 4
at 4:00 pm.
UGANDAN CHILDRENS FUND

Next Sunday during Coffee Hour, Peter & Sharon will
offer a Presentation regarding their work in Uganda and
how you can take part.
PLEDGE SUNDAY

Be looking for your Pledge Packet this week. Pledge
Sunday is Sept 11. Most of you will receive it in your
email and Packets will be sent out to those who don’t
have email.
NEXT ICON PHASE

Our next Icon Project will be the sponsoring of thirty six
Medalions of individual Saints. Cost for each is $350

and will be on a first come first served basis. A Sign-Up
will be posted soon. So as to avoid duplication of Saints,
Dennis will help guide us when needed.
BUDGET COMMITTEE

If you are willing to help prepare our 2023 Budget, notify Nick Covelli or Ken Walker.
PRAYER CORNER + + + + + + + + + + + + + + + + + + +

Perry (Capitan), Julian, John Clements, Sarah Crivella,
Joella (LuAnn D’s dghtr), Francis James (Anna D’s
frnd), Paris Santone (Debbie C’s nephew), Kristin &
Cameron Robinson, Ron Moore, (Collin’s dad), Anna
Como, Evelyn Kontra (Renda frnds), Nick Covelli, Jan
Ursinyi, Patty Horabik (Jim’s sis-n-lw), suffering Christians in Ukraine and the Middle East.
Anniversaries: Meridith & Fances Janek (8/24), Jack &
Maggie LeMaster (8/27).
Birthdays: Mary Ray, Alexandria Dzura (8/23)
Expecting: Brian & Katya, Jairus & Riley, Doug & Al
lysa, Jeffrey & Michelle.
Newborns: Maria (Patrick & Katherine).
Expecting: Brian & Katya, Jairus & Riley, Doug & Allysa, Jeffrey & Michelle.
Newborns: Maria (Patrick & Katherine).
Departed: Metropolitan Kallistos Ware (8/14), Patty
Horabik (8/11, Jim’s sis-n-law), Matushka Anne Hopko
(8/4).

Pledge Sunday is September 11
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Cracked Ribs
by Fr John Breck

There’s nothing particularly serious about cracked
ribs, as long as fragments of bone don’t attack your
lungs or some other vital organ. But they leave you
feeling like the apostle Paul: shipwrecked, beaten and
lapidated.
I came about mine in a superlatively stupid way.
The ceiling-high curtains were open at the top, letting more light than we wanted into the bedroom of
our small rented apartment in Montmartre, a stone’s
throw from the basilica of Sacré Coeur. So I climbed
onto a rickety wooden chair, then onto a small desk
with a perilously thin top, to close the gap. As the
desk started to cave in, I stepped as gingerly as I
could back onto the chair, which immediately tipped
over. I crashed against the hard wooden corner of
the bed, ending up with scrapes on a leg and a foot,
and a large hematoma in the middle of my back.
The next day confirmed what my wife and I both
suspected: cracked ribs. Nothing serious—they’ll
heal by themselves. In the meantime, any false move
(which means nearly any move at all, not to mention
a cough, a burp or a laugh), and they ache like kidney stones.
If I were still thirty-five, I could take this without
so much moaning and complaining. But I’m twice
that now, and the ageing carcass is giving out. The
other day I met our daughter-in-law’s nonagenarian grandfather for the first time, and all we talked
about for the ten minutes we spent together was how
stiff and sore our knees had gotten. Riding the Paris
Métro used to be fun, or at least routine. Now it’s an
adventure, a relentless challenge (as they remind you
in the London Underground) to “mind the gap!”
Especially since old codgers like me are liable to trip
over it or to fall right through. Mind the gap, or you
could end up with more than a few cracked ribs.

the other hand, we’re living much longer on average than our forebears did (“too much longer,” my
mother acidly remarked in her ninety-second year).
Which means that there are way more old folks
around than there used to be. (It’s P.C. nowadays to
call them Seniors, as if that sounded more “venerable” than “old.”)
Which leads me to the appeal.
It’s a simple request to all the under-sixty youngsters among us to recognize and appreciate the
stresses and strains brought on by advancing age.
From short-term memory loss to stiff knees and an
awkward shuffle—not to mention serious maladies
such as congestive heart disease or Alzheimer’s—it’s
not easy to grow old, even if the gift of grandchildren and a more leisurely pace can transfigure one’s
later years. It’s not easy to grow old, especially when
young people take it for granted you’re senile, and
pregnant women offer you their seat on the bus.
So although we’re not as agile as we used to be,
and doing dumb things to produce cracked ribs
might occur more often than it used to, we’d still appreciate being regarded and treated as adults. Adults
who may need a helping hand now and then, but
adults who still cherish warm friendships and good
conversation. One of the most difficult aspects of
growing old, in fact, is the feeling that you’re more
or less abandoned by everyone except your wobbly
peers (their knees hurt, too).
If the church we attend really is the Body of
Christ, then that’s the first place we should look
around, to rediscover the elderly in our midst, to
appreciate their worth as persons of experience and
perspective, and to accompany them along the often
difficult and painful pathway that leads to their final
time on earth. And to do so with genuine love and
affection, patience and good will.

To anybody who’s read this far, I’d like to make
a point about all this. It’s a plea, really, an appeal
for mercy. There’s a noticeable graying of Western
society, with couples in countries like Italy, France
After all, if things go well, sooner or later all of us
and even Russia producing far too few children to will be joining their ranks.
prevent a precipitous decline in population. On

