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CHRIST IS BORN!  GLORIFY HIM! 

*****FAST FREE PERIOD JANUARY 7-17***** 
 
ON THE MEND:  Please keep the following parishioners and others in your 
prayers for recovery from their illnesses and injuries:  Archbishop Jovan, 
Bishop Robert, Father Jakiw Norton, Father Dragan Filipović, Father Stevo 
Rocknage, Father Paul Stoll, Father Igor Soroka, Father Joseph Kopchak, 
Father Cuthbert Jack, Father Elias Warnke, Father Nestor Kowal, Father 
George Yatsko, Father Paul Bigelow, Father Emilian Balan, Father John 
Nakonachny, Father Steve Repa, Deacon Dennis Lapushanski, 
Protopresbyter William Diakiw, Protodeacon Joseph Hotrovich, Father Adam 
Yonitch, Pani-Dobrodijka Sonia Diakiw, Joshua Agosto and his family, Mike 
Holupka, Eva Malesnick, Stella Peanoske, Joe Nezolyk, Nick Behun, Grace 
Holupka, Virginia Bryan, Joseph Sliwinsky, Linda Mechtly, Mary Mochnick, 
Evelyn Misko, Jeanne Boehing, Alex Drobot, Rachelle, Jane Golofski, Doug 
Diller, Harry Krewsun, Mary Alice Babcock, Dorie Kunkle, Andrea, & Melissa 
[Betty O’Masta’s relatives], Mary Evelyn King, Sam Wadrose, Isabella Olivia 
Lindgren, Ethel Thomas, Donna, Erin, Michael Miller, Grace & Owen 
Ostrasky, Patti Sinecki, David Genshi, Sue Segeleon, Mike Gallagher, Liz 
Stumpf, Theodore Nixon, Michelle Corba Kapeluck, Linda Hippert & family, 
Margaret Vladimir, Luke Emmerling, John Sheliga, George Rocknage, Robert 
McKivitz, Liz Obradovich, Halyna Zelinska [Bishop Daniel’s mother], 
Charlotte, Andrew Mark Olynyk, Deborah Finley, Claire Senita, Eleanor 
Kelly, Bryan, Nancy Barylak, Patrick Keenan, Khrystyna Chorniy, Anthony 
Cormier, Nathan Forbeck, Sarah Doyle, Samuel Peters, Jean Stutchell, 
Charles & Esther Holupka, Wanda Mefford, David Vallor, Henry Faraly, Betty 
O’Masta, Julie Eiler, Vince Ferro, Michael Pawlyshyn, Dorothy Lednovich, 
Bob C., Allie—young girl with leukemia, Heather Kramer, Jane Wartinbee, 
Matthew—21-year-old with cancer, Nicholas Orlando, Mary Ann Kuznik, 
Michael Woloschak, Michael Pryhodzenko, Sonia Luciow, Theresa Ditto, 
Mary Ann Musial, Mary Pelino, Yvonne Christy, Myron & Barbara Spak, Pete 



Niederberger, Julia Duda, Lisa Pandle, Kris & Julie Hanczar, John Kennedy, 
Diane McDaniel, Loretta, Nancy, Carol, & Michael Sheliga, Gaelle Kelly, Irma 
McDivitt, Robin Young, Mckayla, Rachel, Carl & Margaret Reed, Theodore 
Demopoulos, Jillian Bowman, Lydia Wilson, Robert Pointon, Walter Cecelia, 
John Persico, Jeff Miller, Mary Kernick, Glenn Miller, Jean Marie, Donna & 
Walter McCrackin, Bonnie & Eugene Blair [Pani Gina’s parents], Mel & 
Charlotte Malik, David Hoenshell, Barbara Macino, Shelley Hill, Mikaela 
Kapeluck, Linda Cawley, Gerald Cogley, Helen Bozo, Corey Guich, Robert 
Vangrin, Susan “Billie” Mason, Pauline Witkowsky, Sera White, Donald 
Griffey, Deborah Smith, Nancy & Eric Dunik, Julian Strozh [child with 
cerebral palsy], Dr. Kirsten Ream, Patricia Corey, Michelle, Katie Swarm, 
Richard Dunst, Michelle, Jamie Gardner, Patrick, Linda Morris, Howard 
Simpson, Ronald Graham [Evelyn’s nephew], Chris, Pastor Ed Bowen, David 
Hiles, Karen Johnson, Jennifer, Jerry Quinn, Cher Mount, Frank & Janet 
Horrell, Jim Wandling, Susan Bertram, Rita McConnell, Gail, Pete Special, 
Sirena Sharp, Ron Paulovich, Fred DeNorscia, Sandi Anderson, Donald 
Uebing, Sabrina, Shirley, Denny Mader, Kareen Milcic, Ella Campbell, Kurt 
Smith, Tom Hyatt, Kenneth Miller [double-lung transplant], Joan 
Szymonifka, Jeaneen McCartney Thomson, Peggy Uhring [Eddie Behun’s 
girlfriend], Bill Janiro, Jean Symanko & Wilbur Camback-Andy’s sister and 
uncle, William Lemonakis, Barbara McDougall, Roy & Alma Wyke, Lindsay 
Romanczak & family, Virginia Catherine Pyrch, and Daria Masur  ARNOLD:  
Stefania Lucci, Steve Sakal, and Homer Paul Kline.  We pray that God will 
grant them all a speedy recovery. 
 

CALENDARS:  Holy Ghost wall calendars and All Saints Camp 
Calendars are available downstairs after Divine Liturgy…please see 

Debbie Paouncic with questions… 

 

PLEASE REMEMBER IN YOUR PRAYERS:  All Christians and the 
others in the Middle East who are suffering during this time of great 

tragedy and unrest.  May God watch over and keep them safe!  Lord 

have mercy! 

 

PRAYER LIST: Please help update our prayer list. If you or someone 
you know no longer needs to be on the prayer list or if there is 

someone who needs to be on the list please let Father Bob know.  

Remember—Prayers are ALWAYS FREE!  Thank you! 

 



Please remember ALL American service men and women in your prayers.  
May God watch over them and all American service men and women—and 
bring them all home safely! 

 

PLEASE REMEMBER TO BRING YOUR “BOXTOPS FOR EDUCATION” AND 
CAMPBELL’S SOUP LABELS TO CHURCH.  There is a shoebox in the 
basement for Debbie Paouncic’s class.  THANK YOU ALL FOR YOUR HELP! 

 

REMEMBER—PRAYERS ARE ALWAYS FREE! 

 

Communion Fasting:  nothing to eat or drink after midnight, EXCEPT in 
cases where your doctor tells you to eat or drink something for medical 
reasons:  medication, diabetes, etc.  If you have a question, please ask 
Father Bob. 

 

AT ANY TIME—if there is an emergency, if you have questions, or if 

you just need to talk, please CALL FATHER BOB at [412] 279-5640. 
 

SCHEDULE OF SERVICES 
 

SUNDAY, JANUARY 12 Divine Liturgy of Saint John Chrysostom 10:30 AM 
TWENTY-NINTH SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST; SUNDAY AFTER THE NATIVITY; 

SUNDAY BEFORE THEOPHANY; VIRGIN-MARTYR ANYSIA AT THESSALONICA; 
MARTYR ZOTICUS OF CONSTANTINOPLE; APOSTLE TIMON THE DEACON; 

MARTYR PHILOTERUS OF NICOMEDIA; VENERABLE THEODORA-NUN OF 
CAESAREA IN CAPPADOCIA; VENERABLE THEODORA OF CONSTANTINOPLE 

Tone 4 

Galatians 1:11-19 
Matthew 2:13-23 

Parastas in Blessed Memory of John Holupka—Mike Holupka 

 
SATURDAY, JANUARY 18 STRICT FAST DAY—THEOPHANY EVE 

 
SUNDAY, JANUARY 19 Divine Liturgy of Saint Basil the Great 10:30 AM 

THIRTIETH SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST; THE HOLY THEOPHANY; BAPTISM OF 

OUR LORD, GOD, AND SAVIOR JESUS CHRIST 
*****FOLLOWED BY BLESSING OF WATER***** 

Tone 5 

Titus 2:11-14, 3:4-7 
Matthew 3:13-17 

 
SUNDAY, JANUARY 26 Divine Liturgy of Saint John Chrysostom 10:30 AM 

THIRTY-FIRST SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST; SUNDAY AFTER THEOPHANY; 

MARTYRS HERMYLUS & STRATICONUS AT BELGRADE; MARTYR PETER OF 
ANIUM AT ELEUTHEROPOLIS; VENERABLE JAMES-BISHOP OF NISIBIS 



Tone 6 

Ephesians 4:7-13; Timothy 1:15-17 
Matthew 4:12-17; Matthew 15:21-18 

 

BULLETIN INSERT FOR 12 JANUARY 2014 
TWENTY-NINTH SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST; SUNDAY AFTER THE 

NATIVITY; SUNDAY BEFORE THEOPHANY; VIRGIN-MARTYR ANYSIA 

AT THESSALONICA; MARTYR ZOTICUS OF CONSTANTINOPLE; 

APOSTLE TIMON THE DEACON; MARTYR PHILOTERUS OF 

NICOMEDIA; VENERABLE THEODORA-NUN OF CAESAREA IN 

CAPPADOCIA; VENERABLE THEODORA OF CONSTANTINOPLE 

TROPARION—TONE 4 

When the women disciples of the Lord 
Learned from the angel the joyous message of Thy Resurrection; 
They cast away the ancestral curse and elatedly told the apostles: 
Death is overthrown!  Christ God is risen, 
Granting the world great mercy. 
 
Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, now and ever, 
and unto ages of ages.  Amen. 
 
KONTAKION—TONE 4 

My Savior and Redeemer, 
As God rose from the tomb 
And delivered the earthborn from their chains. 
He has shattered the gates of Hell, 
And as Master, He has risen on the third day! 
 
PROKEIMENON—TONE 4 

READER:  O Lord, how manifold are thy works!  In wisdom hast Thou made 
them all. 
PEOPLE:  O Lord, how manifold are thy works!  In wisdom hast Thou 
made them all. 

READER:  Bless the Lord, O my soul!  O Lord my God, Thou art very great! 
PEOPLE:  O Lord, how manifold are thy works!  In wisdom hast Thou 

made them all. 

READER:  O Lord, how manifold are thy works! 
PEOPLE:  In wisdom hast Thou made them all. 

 



ALLELUIA VERSES—TONE 4 

Go forth and prosper and reign, because of truth and meekness and 
righteousness. 
 
You love righteousness and hate iniquity. 
 

Nativity Sermon of St. John Chrysostom 
I behold a new and wondrous mystery! My ears resound to the 

Shepherd's song, piping no soft melody, but chanting full forth a heavenly 
hymn. 

The Angels sing! The Archangels blend their voices in harmony! The 
Cherubim hymn their joyful praise! 

The Seraphim exalt His glory! 
All join to praise this holy feast, beholding the Godhead here on earth, 

and man in heaven. He Who is above, now for our redemption dwells here 
below; and he that was lowly is by divine mercy raised. 

Bethlehem this day resembles heaven; hearing from the stars the 
singing of angelic voices; and in place of the sun, enfolds within itself on 
every side, the Sun of Justice. And ask not how: for where God wills, the 
order of nature yields. For He willed, He had the power, He descended, He 
redeemed; all things move in obedience to God. This day He Who is, is 
Born; and He Who is, becomes what He was not. For when He was God, He 
became man; yet not departing from the Godhead that is His. Nor yet by 
any loss of divinity became He man, nor through increase became He God 
from man; but being the Word He became flesh, His nature, because of 
impassibility, remaining unchanged… 

And so the kings have come, and they have seen the heavenly King 
that has come upon the earth, not bringing with Him Angels, nor 
Archangels, nor Thrones, nor Dominations, nor Powers, nor Principalities, 
but, treading a new and solitary path, He has come forth from a spotless 
womb. 

Yet He has not forsaken His angels, nor left them deprived of His care, 
nor because of His Incarnation has he departed from the Godhead. 

And behold kings have come, that they might adore the heavenly King 
of glory; soldiers, that they might serve the Leader of the Hosts of Heaven; 
women, that they might adore Him Who was born of a woman so that He 
might change the pains of child-birth into joy; virgins, to the Son of the 
Virgin, beholding with joy, that He Who is the Giver of milk, Who has 
decreed that the fountains of the breast pour forth in ready streams, 
receives from a Virgin Mother the food of infancy; infants, that they may 
adore Him Who became a little child, so that out of the mouth of infants 
and of sucklings, He might perfect praise; children, to the Child Who raised 



up martyrs through the rage of Herod; men, to Him Who became man, that 
He might heal the miseries of His servants; shepherds, to the Good 
Shepherd Who has laid down His life for His sheep; priests, to Him Who has 
become a High Priest according to the order of Melchisedech; servants, to 
Him Who took upon Himself the form of a servant that He might bless our 
servitude with the reward of freedom; fisherman, to Him Who from 
amongst fishermen chose catchers of men; publicans, to Him Who from 
amongst them named a chosen Evangelist; sinful women, to Him Who 
exposed His feet to the tears of the repentant; and that I may embrace 
them all together, all sinners have come, that they may look upon the Lamb 
of God who takes away the sins of the world. 

Since therefore all rejoice, I too desire to rejoice. I too wish to share 
the choral dance, to celebrate the festival. But I take my part, not plucking 
the harp, not shaking the Thyrsian staff, not with the music of the pipes, 
nor holding a torch, but holding in my arms the cradle of Christ. For this is 
all my hope, this my life, this my salvation, this my pipe, my harp. And 
bearing it I come, and having from its power received the gift of speech, I 
too, with the angels, sing:  Glory to God in the Highest; and with the 
shepherds, and on earth peace to men of good will. 

 

The Christmas Pageant 

My husband and I had been happily married (most of the time) for five 

years but hadn't been blessed with a baby. 

 I decided to do some serious praying and promised God that if he 

would give us a child, I would be a perfect mother, love it with all my heart 

and raise it with His word as my guide. 

 God answered my prayers and blessed us with a son. 

 The next year God blessed us with another son. 

 The following year, He blessed us with yet another son. 

 The year after that we were blessed with a daughter. 

 My husband thought we'd been blessed right into poverty. We now had 

four children, and the oldest was only four years old. 

 I learned never to ask God for anything unless I meant it.  As a 

minister once told me, "If you pray for rain, make sure you carry an 

umbrella." 

 I began reading a few verses of the Bible to the children each day as 

they lay in their cribs.. 

 I was off to a good start.  God had entrusted me with four children and 

I didn't want to disappoint Him. 



 I tried to be patient the day the children smashed two dozen eggs on 

the kitchen floor searching for baby chicks. 

 I tried to be understanding... when they started a hotel for homeless 

frogs in the spare bedroom, although it took me nearly two hours to catch 

all twenty-three frogs. 

 When my daughter poured ketchup all over herself and rolled up in a 

blanket to see how it felt to be a hot dog, I tried to see the humor rather 

than the mess. 

 In spite of changing over twenty-five thousand diapers, never eating a 

hot meal and never sleeping for more than thirty minutes at a time, I still 

thank God daily for my children. 

 While I couldn't keep my promise to be a perfect mother - I didn't 

even come close... I did keep my promise to raise them in the Word of God. 

 I knew I was missing the mark just a little when I told my daughter we 

were going to church to worship God, and she wanted to bring a bar of soap 

along to "wash up" Jesus, too. 

 Something was lost in the translation when I explained that God gave 

us everlasting life, and my son thought it was generous of God to give us 

his "last wife." 

 My proudest moment came during the children's Christmas pageant. 

 My daughter was playing Mary, two of my sons were shepherds and 

my youngest son was a wise man. 

This was their moment to shine. 

 My five-year-old shepherd had practiced his line, "We found the babe 

wrapped in swaddling clothes." 

 But he was nervous and said, "The baby was wrapped in wrinkled 

clothes." 

 My four-year-old "Mary" said, "That's not 'wrinkled clothes,' silly. 

That's dirty, rotten clothes." 

 A wrestling match broke out between Mary and the shepherd and was 

stopped by an angel, who bent her halo and lost her left wing. 

 I slouched a little lower in my seat when Mary dropped the doll 

representing Baby Jesus, and it bounced down the aisle crying, "Mama-

mama." 

 Mary grabbed the doll, wrapped it back up and held it tightly as the 

wise men arrived. 



 My other son stepped forward wearing a bathrobe and a paper crown, 

knelt at the manger and announced, "We are the three wise men, and we 

are bringing gifts of gold, common sense and fur." 

 The congregation dissolved into laughter, and the pageant got a 

standing ovation. 

 "I've never enjoyed a Christmas program as much as this one," 

laughed the pastor, wiping tears from his eyes.  "For the rest of my life, I'll 

never hear the Christmas story without thinking of gold, common sense 

and fur." 

 "My children are my pride and my joy and my greatest blessing," I 

said as I dug through my purse for an aspirin. 

Jesus had no servants, yet they called Him Master. 

Had no degree, yet they called Him Teacher. 

Had no medicines, yet they called Him Healer. 

Had no army, yet kings feared Him. 

He won no military battles, yet He conquered the world. 

He committed no crime, yet they crucified Him. 

He was buried in a tomb, yet He lives today. 

Feel honored to serve such a Leader who loves us. 

 

Catholic Dog 

Muldoon lived alone in the Irish countryside with only a pet dog for 

company.  One day the dog died, and Muldoon went to the parish priest and 

asked, 'Father, my dog is dead. Could ya' be sayin’ a mass for the poor 

creature?' 

Father  Patrick replied, 'I'm afraid not. We cannot have services for an 

animal in the church.  But there are some Baptists down the lane, and 

there's no tellin' what they believe.  Maybe they'll do something for the 

creature.' 

Muldoon said, 'I'll go right away Father.  Do ya' think $5,000 is enough 

to donate to them for the service?' 

Father Patrick exclaimed, 'Sweet Mary, Mother of Jesus!  Why didn't 

ya’ tell me the dog was Catholic? 

 

PUTTING ON CHRIST 

When Ethnicity becomes a Barrier 



 Over the years I have heard many grief stricken parents and 

grandparents lament the loss of their children and grandchildren to the 

Church. Sad as it may be, I'm not usually surprised, for over and over I've 

heard the sad truth behind this exodus from the Church. These parents did 

not raise their children to be a practicing Orthodox Christians. They may 

have had their infant baptized, but the frequency of church attendance was 

not important, other than the need to keep those ethnic links to the "old 

country". 

 Parents, unless they are serious about their faith, often look upon 

baptism as the moment when their child is made Orthodox, but fail to 

realize the Mystery of Baptism is only the beginning of a life in Christ. These 

same parents know childhood inoculations against diseases are important, 

and they understand their child's long term health requires sound 

nutritional planning, exercise, and loving support for good mental health. 

Being loving parents, they wouldn't think good parenting ends with that one 

inoculation, yet they treat baptism as though it is a magical formula that 

assures their child is forever connected to the ethnic heritage of the family 

tree. 

 Orthodoxy can not be seen as the ethnic link to a family's history, 

anymore than ethnic dancing and ethnic food, makes one Orthodox. It is 

fine to be proud of one's ethnic heritage, and want to preserve one's ethnic 

language and ethnic traditions. But our ethnicity does not save us. Only 

Christ saves us! Being Greek or Russian will not save us, for their is no 

grace in one's ethnicity. It is only the putting on Christ, and becoming One 

Body in Christ, that will bring about salvation. We must not link ethnicity 

preservation to our Orthodox Faith, for in Christ there is "neither Greek nor 

Jew...". In Christ, we are but ONE NATION. 

 It is always sad to witness churches that are packed with Sunday 

worshipers who are only there because they want their cultural hit for the 

week. Getting together with people who are from the "old country", and 

who speak the language of their former country, is not what makes one 

Orthodox. Knowing the traditional dances from the old country, and eat 

ethnic foods that connect them with the old country, is fine. Yet, if these 

ethnic bastions only serve up cultural hits for the week, they are in danger 

of becoming barriers to knowing Christ. As well, if these parishes place so 

much emphasis on cultural and linguistic links to the old country, they are 



in danger of becoming nothing more than walled citadels of ethnic purity, 

keeping "outsiders" from entering into the Gates of Paradise. If visitors 

(potential seekers) to our Orthodox parishes find themselves outsiders in 

their own country, Orthodoxy will be seen as an ethnic club that is close off 

to them. 

 This is the reason I so strongly believe Serbs, Greeks, Russians, 

Bulgarians, and all other immigrants, coming into the United States to 

better their economic life, should be welcomed by Orthodoxy parishes that 

instruct them in the Orthodox Faith, allow them to worship in the language 

of their adopted nation, and help them to become pious American Orthodox 

believers. 

 If we are not to repeat the mistakes of the past, that led to the exodus 

of the children and grandchildren of the last mass immigration, we must not 

repeat the same mistakes. If our children and grandchildren do not 

understand the language of worship, the faith will not become their own. 

And, if their friends are not made welcome in our churches, our children 

and grandchildren will eventually leave the Faith of their Ancestors, and we 

will stand, alone, wondering why our churches are empty, yet again. 

With love and blessings, 

Abbot Tryphon 

 

A member of the church, who previously had been attending services 

regularly, stopped going. After a few weeks, the pastor decided to visit him. 

It was a chilly evening. The pastor found the man at home alone, sitting 

before a blazing fire. Guessing the reason for his pastor's visit, the man 

welcomed him, led him to a comfortable chair near the fireplace and waited. 

The pastor made himself at home but said nothing. In the grave silence, he 

contemplated the dance of the flames around the burning logs. After some 

minutes, the pastor took the fire tongs, carefully picked up a brightly 

burning ember and placed it to one side of the hearth all alone then he sat 

back in his chair, still silent. The host watched all this in quiet 

contemplation. As the one lone ember's flame flickered and diminished, 

there was a momentary glow and then its fire was no more. Soon it was 

cold and dead. Not a word had been spoken since the initial greeting. The 

pastor glanced at his watch and realized it was time to leave. He slowly 

stood up, picked up the cold, dead ember and placed it back in the middle 



of the fire. Immediately it began to glow, once more with the light and 

warmth of the burning coals around it. As the pastor reached the door to 

leave, his host said with a tear running down his cheek, 'Thank you so 

much for your visit and especially for the fiery sermon. I will be back in 

church next Sunday.' We live in a world today, which tries to say too much 

with too little. Consequently, few listen. Sometimes the best sermons are 

the ones left unspoken. 

 

I advise you to memorize the prayer of St. Dimitry of Rostov, which is profitable at the 

time of communion, and whose words follow. Approaching with such thoughts and 

feelings, say within your mind: 

"Open, O doors and bolts of my heart, that Christ the King of Glory may enter! 

Enter, O my Light, and enlighten my darkness; 

Enter, O my Life, and resurrect my deadness; 

Enter, O my Physician, and heal my wounds; 

Enter, O Divine Fire, and burn up the thorns of my sins; 

Ignite my inward parts and my heart with the flame of Thy love; 

Enter, O my King, and destroy in me the kingdom of sin; 

Sit on the throne of my heart and reign in me alone, O Thou, my King and Lord." 

With such good thoughts partake of the Divine Mysteries.  Elder Nazarius 

 

 
 

Holy Ghost parish wall calendars and All Saints Camp calendars are 

available downstairs after Divine Liturgy.  Please see Debbie Paouncic if you 

have any questions. 


