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Pastoral Epistle: The Mind of Christ
The world we live in, which tends to be unblissfully ignorant of God, and of “the way, the
truth, and the life” that is found in Christ, tells us
we should think for ourselves. If we take that to
mean that we should not blindly accept the silly
notions the world constantly feeds us, then
that’s true enough. At the same
time, however, we would do well
to take seriously the witty
bumper sticker that says, “Don’t
believe everything you think.” In
particular, the idea that I should
distrust anything traditional, that
my every thought should be
original with me, and that I can
live my life autonomously,
without being accountable to
anyone else, is sheer madness.
It simply cannot be true that,
thinking whatever nonsense we
want, we can all be perfectly
right. And because thinking
eventually leads to speaking and
doing, we see the results of this
mental confusion in the insane
words and actions we see all around us.
The Church indeed teaches us to think
differently from the world — not “for ourselves,”
but rather, with “the mind of Christ.”(1 Cor. 2:16)
When we acquire this “mind of Christ,” then we
exist as belonging to the single Body of the
God-Man, Jesus Christ, and we can live and
pray in harmony with the whole Church
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throughout space and time, “with one mind and
one heart” (Divine Liturgy). To be “like-minded”
or “of one mind” with the Church is one of the
highest ideals of Christian life, proclaimed by
the Apostle Paul and by countless holy people
after him. And as we see in the Saints, this does
not result in robotic sameness, but in dynamic
uniqueness and true freedom. To acquire the
mind of Christ is to become truly
ourselves, which happens when all
our thinking, all our speaking, and
all our activity is transfigured by the
light of Christ.
St. Paisios of Mt. Athos comments
on Matthew 24:24 which talks about
“even the elect” being deceived by
this world’s seductive thinking. He
says this means “that the people
who try to interpret these matters
with their own mind can readily go
astray into error.” Even faithful
Christians are susceptible to the
life-quenching attitudes and
assumptions of secular culture. We
have our work cut out for us, if our
minds are to be fully formed in the
image of the mind of Christ. That work involves
coming to know our own Tradition better;
coming to embrace it more heartily; coming to
love it and live it as our lifeline and hope in this
world.
St. Justin Popovich (a 20th Century Serbian
Father) writes, “Holy Tradition? It is the Lord
Jesus Christ, the God-man Himself, with all the
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riches of his divine Hypostasis [Person] and,
through Him and for His sake, those of the Holy
Trinity…” Through the Liturgy, the Holy
Mysteries, and the whole Orthodox Tradition
and life, Christ’s promise to us is kept: “And, lo, I
am with you always, even unto the end of the
age.” (Matt. 28:20) As St. Justin continues, “He
is with the apostles and, through the apostles,
with all the faithful, world without end. This is the
whole of the holy Tradition of the Orthodox
Church of the apostles: life in Christ = life in the
Holy Trinity; growth in Christ = growth in the
Trinity.” May we live in Christ truly, having our
minds and our whole lives transfigured by His
glorious and light-giving presence.

when I took her cultivations like a boy of that
age takes his vaccines. I would rather have
been taking in the eternal wisdom of Super
Mario and the Ninja Turtles, but at least I knew
there would be ice cream, or a cheeseburger, or
at least some riveting card games and board
games. And I wasn't at home doing homework.
Today I'm thankful that I grew up knowing about
luminaries like Bach and Charles Dickens, just
as I'm thankful that I never contracted measles
or tetanus. As I got older, she continued to take
interest in my intellectual, moral, and spiritual
development. She would ask my opinion on
every controversial watershed event on the
news. She loved discussing politics, and when I
began to pursue theology, studying the faith that
I resisted for so long as a child, I knew I could
tell her all about what I was learning and that
she would be interested.

With love in Christ, who is glorified together with
the Father and the Holy Spirit,
Fr. Daniel

In her last few years, she had a leadership role
in her Sunday School group and arranged two
speaking engagements for me. In the second of
these, I spoke in detail about my greatest
spiritual influence, the enigmatic Orthodox
monk, Fr. Seraphim Rose, a man born exactly
four weeks after Debbie but taken from this
world much sooner at the age of 48. In my
reflections over these last few days, I've begun
to feel that there are some special parallels
between these two influential people in my life.
I'll be quoting Fr. Seraphim a few times before
I'm done. Like Debbie, Fr. Seraphim believed
that Bach was the greatest composer who ever
lived. He had a deep love for classical music. As
he once said, "The world's best culture, properly
received, refines and develops the soul. Today's
popular culture cripples and deforms the soul."
Suddenly I see what my clever grandmother
was up to all along.

Ich Habe Genug
By Rdr. Paul Hand
[Adapted from a eulogy offered by Rdr. Paul for
his grandmother, on July 27, 2018.]
My grandparents, Deb and Puff, two names that
belonged together like razzle-dazzle, we saw in
Church every Sunday. She pampered me, as
any grandmother worth her salt would, but she
made sure that I was not only stimulated but
also cultivated at all times. She wasn't content
just to let me do what I wanted. She invested in
my life experiences: all the Shreveport
Symphony concerts, the plays and ballets, the
movies that make you think, reading the English
classics, visiting museums, zoos, aquariums, all
the local festivals and parades, especially the
Red River Revel, multiple times every year, and
even my lone taste of Disney World. As I
approached adulthood, her efforts started to
bear fruit and I started taking interest in these
things by choice, but there was a long period
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One Bach cantata in particular stayed with him
all his life, and played a major role in bringing
him to faith in God. That, of course, was Ich
Habe Genug. It was a piece commemorating
the Presentation of the Lord in the Temple, in
which Symeon the Elder receives Christ the
child in his arms and prays:
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“Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in
peace according to thy word. For mine eyes
have seen thy salvation which thou hast
prepared before the face of all people: a light to
enlighten the Gentiles and the glory of thy
people Israel.”

Many of us today can easily become dissatisfied
and jaded with religion, because we often find
within it a deeply disappointing spirit of
worldliness. It manifests itself in the way we talk
(or avoid talking) about one of the most serious
matters of our existence: the matter or art of
dying. Fr. Seraphim experienced this and
exhorts us to transcend it:

In Bach's interpretation, the lyrics read, "Ich
Habe Genug (I have enough). I have received
the Savior, the hope of the faithful, in my
yearning arms. I have enough! I have seen Him;
my faith has embraced Jesus, and today I would
gladly leave this world. My only hope is that
Jesus shall be mine and I His. I
cling to Him in faith and, like
Symeon, I already see the joy
of that other life. Let us join
Him! If the Lord would only
deliver me from the chains of
my human form; if only the time
for my departure were here,
with joy I would say to the
world, I have enough. ...World,
good night!"

"For the believing Christian, the future life is joy
inconceivable, joy surpassing the joy he knows
in this life through communion with God in
prayer, in the Liturgy, in the Sacrament;
because then God will be all in
all and there will be no falling
away from this joy, which will
indeed be infinitely enhanced.
The true believer has the
consolation of a foretaste of
eternal life. The believer in the
modern god, having no such
foretaste and hence no notion
of Christian joy, cannot believe
in the future life in the same
way; indeed, if he were honest
with himself, he would have to
admit that he cannot believe in
it at all... The future life has
become a shadowy underworld
in the popular conception of it, a
place to take one's "deserved
rest" after a life of toil. Nobody
has a very clear idea of this realm, for it
corresponds to no reality; it is rather an
emotional projection, a consolation for those
who would rather not face the implications of
their actual disbelief."

I do not claim to have some
super-perceptive insight into
what these last days meant for
her. I've never been a fan of the
old platitude, "Everything
happens for a reason."
Suffering is a divine mystery,
but mostly a mystery nonetheless. Most of the
time I do not see material evidence of why we
suffer, nor do I think it's my job to know. But
there's one saying I trust, and from a man who
had great authority to say it, because it was a
thought he acquired in the midst of one of the
most spectacular experiments in suffering the
world has ever known, the Romanian
Communist Gulag. The saying goes, "Jesus
Christ did not come to end suffering or even to
explain it, but to fill our suffering with His
presence.” For so many years, I hesitated to
believe the faith I was taught because it didn't
make sense in light of human suffering. After
many years I came to understand, it actually
wouldn't make sense without suffering, and it is
the only thing that makes suffering make sense.

Vol. 2, No. 6

The Christian vision of life and death challenges
us in this regard: how can we celebrate the one
without the other? Nonetheless many have
attempted it, including the great American poet
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow., who once wrote:
Life is real! Life is earnest,
And the grave is not its goal
Dust thou art, to dust returnest
Was not spoken of the soul.
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You see him seeking to deny or at least
minimize God's words to Adam, not to much
avail. Longfellow died in 1882 and while he is
remembered and has a nice spot in Poets'
Corner in Westminster Abbey, he is a cultural
mood swing away from being blotted out and
forgotten. The Apostle Paul, on the other hand,
teaches one of the most basic lessons of life in
his letter to the Romans: through Adam, we die,
but through Christ, we rise to truly live. He fully
accepts God's words to Adam, that he may
properly receive God's final word which is Christ
Himself, Risen from the dead, trampling down
death by death, and upon those in the tombs
bestowing life. Let us drink this cup of our own
suffering, not watering it down or masking its
flavor, but cleansing our palettes with the water
that whosoever drinks thereof will never thirst.
The great burden and the great blessing come
to us as a unified whole. If we can't embrace the
burden, how can we receive the blessing? I am
going to die. You are going to die. And every
single person you and I love is also going to die,
and those who don't leave you and me behind,
you and I will leave them behind! And yet we
have this infinite, unquenchable hope. Those
who have left us and now live eternally in God's
love are not merely "in no pain" or "in a better
place" nonetheless to be pitied and missed by
those still walking around on Earth. Rather, it is
they who celebrate the new life they have, and it
is they who pity us--not in vain despondency but
in the proper perspective, truthfully and
hopefully--as we struggle along in this
unforgiving universe. But their love remains with
us, and they pray for us and cheer us on, in
hopes that we will complete our course and
enter together with them into the eternal and
majestic joy that God has prepared for those
who love Him.

A Wonderful Sunday
By Fran Presley
Early one morning last Spring I decided that
during my daily walk through my neighborhood I
would meditate on trusting God. I had often
marvelled that Jesus could sleep in a stormtossed boat. Then I realized that it was because
He trusted His Father totally. I wanted that kind
of trust.
As I walked, the birds chirped loudly from
almost every tree. The air felt fresh after a night
of rain. Magnolia blooms emitted their heady
aroma, and the grass, flowers and trees were
bursting with bright colors and sweet smells. I
noticed robins, cardinals, sparrows and
mockingbirds flitting about. In the distance I
heard a mourning dove, and I wondered why
mourning doves always sound so far away. The
early morning sky was splashed with delicate
shades of pink and touches of pale orange.
Amidst all the beauty, my walk passed too
quickly. Suddenly I found myself at my door.
Hey, wait a minute! I just recalled my decision to
meditate on trusting God while I walked. Thirty
minutes had passed without one thought about
trusting God! Then a scripture verse popped
into my mind: " … Whosoever shall not receive
the Kingdom of God as a little child shall in no
wise enter therein." (Luke 18:17.) Little children
with loving parents don't ever think about
trusting their parents; they simply enjoy life,
secure in their parents' love. They live trust.
Maybe I learned something about trust after all.
Trust happens when we stay close to Jesus and
drink in His beauty and goodness and love.

I have enough. Ich Habe Genug.

Vol. 2, No. 6

!4

August, 2018

Parish News & Announcements

August Birthdays
August 13 - Paul Hand
August 15 - Peter Bethancourt
August 17 - Keith Morse
August 18 - Jim Delo
August 23 - Eleora Floyd

• The St. Daniel (of Pereyaslavl) Burial Fund
has been established to provide a decent and
holy burial for those who lack the means. To
contribute to the fund, you can send a check,
or drop it in the offering basket, with the
earmark “Burial Fund.”

August Name Days
August 2 - David Gouletas (St. Basil the Holy
Fool)
August 9 - Troy Herman Floyd, Dean Herman
Sullivan, Matt Berry (St. Matthias)
August 15 (The Dormition) - Presv. Maria
Bethancourt, Nancy Bourdaras, Terri Busada,
Jessica Busada, Mary Brou, Maria Casten,
Maria Frank, Molly Gouletas, Erika Hand,
Hanan Moufarrej, Shereen Moufarrej, Donna
Triperinas
August 26 - Natalia Hand (St. Natalia)
August 28 - Jim Delo (St. Moses the Black)
August 29 - John Moufarrej (St. John the
Baptist)
August 30 - Alex Galloway (St. Alexander)

• Sunday School teacher needed: We are
looking for a volunteer to teach the little kids'
Sunday School class (1st grade and under)
for the 2018-2019 school year. If you are
interested, or willing to give it a shot, please
let Fr. Daniel know!
• Oratory Recital August 24th: On Friday
August 24th, from 6-8:30, there will be an
Oratory Recital at Holy Nativity's fellowship
hall. We invite anyone from our local Orthodox
parishes to share their favorite speech, poem,
monologue, or song. Each participant will
have 4 minutes (please check if you think
you'll need longer). Hand-held instruments are
welcome, but there will not be a piano or an
accompanist. We encourage guests to come
and listen as well! RSVP to attend by August
24th. If you would like to sign-up to recite or
sing please contact Cheryl Floyd at
cheryl.floyd@yahoo.com, or 318-550-1041.
RSVP to participate by August 17th. Light
refreshments will be offered.
• The August date for serving Dinner at the
Rescue Mission is Sunday, Aug. 26.
Volunteers are needed.

Contact Us! Let us know what you’d like to
see in the newsletter! Call, text, or email us
at:

• The August date for Bingo at the Heritage
Manor is Sunday, Aug. 26.

tel:
(903) 949-1239
email: jones.c4@gmail.com
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