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Pastoral Epistle: Christ is Our Hope!
The recent falling asleep in Christ of our sister,
Juanita Nicole Worthington (April 23), was a
gift to those who were able to
participate in the funeral, and,
by extension, to our whole
community. Coming as it did
during the Paschal season, it
clearly showed Pascha as the
context of our life, and of our
death. It is true that, in one
sense, death is always a
tragedy. God did not create us
for death, but for eternal life in
communion with Him.
However, in the light of the
Resurrection, death is shown
to be merely a shadow of
darkness that can never
overcome Christ, or those who
are joined to Him. As we heard
on Lazarus Saturday, Christ is
“the resurrection and the life”
and in Him death is no more. If
Christ is risen, and we are in
Him, then death has lost its
eternal power over us.
We feel sorrow when our loved
ones die, because we are
separated from them. We are
grieved deeply because death is not natural —
we long for eternal communion and our spirit
rebels against the separation of soul and
body, and the separation of one person from
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another. We don’t grieve, though, as those
who have no hope, for we have every reason
for hope in Christ. We have every reason in
Him to look forward to the Kingdom of Heaven
as “a place of brightness, a
place of verdure, a place of
repose, whence all sickness,
sorrow and sighing have fled
away,” and where we will be
reunited with those we love.
We bring that Paschal hope to
life within us, and we honor the
memory of our departed loved
ones, when we live lives of
repentance. What does
repentance have to do with
Paschal joy, or with a funeral?
Everything! For if we wish to
be joined in blessed, eternal
communion with the Holy
Trinity, and with our dear ones,
then we must abide in Christ,
and let Him abide in us. And
that is what repentance is —
hating the darkness and loving
the light. Clinging to truth and
renouncing lies. Grasping the
hem of Christ’s garment and
not letting go, no matter who or
what tries to stop us!
When we do that, we live the life of paradise
already; and we are already near to God and
already have a foretaste of blessed reunion.
As St. John of Kronstadt expresses it, “Christ
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is our hope, our cleansing and sanctification,
our resurrection, life, and repose. He alone is
what we all need, and therefore, the Church
constantly pronounces these words aloud so
that we may hear them during the Holy
Services of the Church, and be constantly
renewed.” If Christ is in our hearts, as St. John
also says, we have life within us; but if He is
not — if our hearts are instead filled with sin
and darkness — then we experience spiritual
death. Thus, our whole life should be
dedicated to this one thing: that Christ should
be the content of our heart.

approach of the Feast, I follow the life of the
Church, I repeat to myself the hymns of the
Holy Week services, and in my soul there
arise those feelings of tender reverence that I
used to feel as a child … At 35 those feelings
are as strong and as deep as in those
childhood years … “
New York Times Pulitzer Prize-winning
reporter Serge Schmemann tells Georgy
Osorgin's story in a book The Times says is
the finest book about Russia ever written by
an American reporter: Echoes of a Native
Land - Two Centuries of a Russian
Village, published by Vintage Books.
Schmemann writes of several generations of
Osorgins - his own forebears - with the
knowledge gleaned from their personal letters,
diaries and memoirs along with state and
family archives and the memories of aged
villagers he interviewed. The book offers an
intimate glimpse into Russia.

May Juanita Nicole’s memory be eternal, and
may you be granted a long life, filled with
blessed repentance, that your heart may be
filled with Christ, and Him alone. Christ is
risen!
With love in the risen Lord,
Fr. Daniel

Schmemann, born in Paris and reared in the
United States, speaks the Russian language
of his parents. He was serving as the New
York Times' bureau chief in Moscow when he
decided to find the estate of his mother's
family, from which they had been ejected by
the Bolsheviks 72 years before. As he pored
over Osorgin photos and documents and
visited Sergiyevskoye, where they had lived
so happily, family member after family
member came alive for him.

Christ is Risen! A Pascha Story
By: Fran Presley
" … I am the resurrection and the life; he that
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet
shall he live … " (John 11:25)
Christ is risen! Those words Christians have
always used to greet each other at Easter
echo through the centuries.

Several generations of Osorgins had
worshiped in the village's elegant, graceful
church. Schmemann did not get to see the
church, for the communists had dismantled it
brick by brick and only the bell tower
remained. But the church is not lost to him, for
he obtained a photo of it as well as the
memories of those who had worshiped there.

Never were the words more joyful than when
coming from a Moscow prison cell in 1928.
Georgy Osorgin, a Russian husband and
father imprisoned by the Bolsheviks, greets
his beloved uncle in a letter: "Christ is risen!"
Then he writes:
" … I am approaching the fourth Easter that I
will spend behind these walls, separated from
my family, but the feelings for these holy days
which were infused in me from earliest
childhood, do not fail me now; from the
beginning of Holy Week I have felt the

Vol. 2, No. 4

For example, Georgy filled his eloquent letters
written in a Moscow cell with memories of the
last Easter the Osorgins spent in the village,
the Easter service and its worshipers, his own
emotions, what spring was like that year. I
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wish I had the space to share the whole letter.
Georgy writes in a style as elegant as the
church itself:
" … If only you knew what was happening in
my soul at that time! It was an entire turnover,
some huge, healing revelation! … I remember
I walked out of the Sergiyevskoye church at
that time overwhelmed by a mass of feelings
and sensations, and my earlier spiritual fog
seemed a trifle, deserving of no attention. In
the great image of the Holy Week services,
the horror of man's sin and the suffering of the
Creator leading to the great triumph of the
resurrection, I suddenly discovered that
eternal, indestructible beginning, which was
also in that temporarily quiet spring, hiding in
itself the seed of a total renewal of all that
lives …”

incontrovertible sermon of the Resurrection
seems to rise from this mighty peal of praise.
My dear Uncle Grishanchik, it is so good in my
soul that the only way I can express my spirit
is to say to you once again, Christ is risen!"
Schmemann writes of Georgy, his own
grandfather's younger brother, that Georgy
had no chance to survive. "He embodied an
uncompromising faith and a code of honor that
were incompatible with the Bolshevik demand
for betrayal, compromise and fear."
Indeed, Georgy's courage and high spirit
shines from his lean, handsome face in the
photo taken of him by his captors.
Georgy was shipped to the first concentration
camp of the Gulag two days after writing his
uncle the night the Easter church bells were
pealing. In 1929, he was lined up with other
prisoners and shot.

He tells his uncle that he is continually
breaking away from the letter to rush to his
cell window and listen. "A quiet, starry night
hangs over Moscow, and I can hear first one,
then another church mark the successive
Gospels with slow, measured strikes of the
bell. I think of my Lina and our Marinochka
(his wife and little daughter), of Papa, Mama,
my sisters, brothers, of all of you, feeling the
sadness of expatriation on these days, all so
dear and close …

Solzhenitsyn paid tribute to Georgy in his
famous book about the Gulag.
An eye witness at the concentration camp
recalls that as Georgy walked to his death he
recited prayers and sang, "Christ is risen!”
Reproduced with permission from the editorial
page, Texarkana Gazette, Sunday, April 15,
2001

"My dear Uncle Grishanchik, as I've been
writing to you the scattered ringing around
Moscow has become a mighty, festive peal.
Processions have begun, the sounds of
firecrackers reach us, one church after
another joins the growing din of bells. The
wave of sound swells. There! Somewhere
entirely nearby, a small church breaks brightly
through the common chord with such a
joyous, exultant little voice. Sometimes it
seems that the tumult has begun to wane, and
suddenly a new wave rushes in with
unexpected strength, a grand hymn between
heaven and earth."

Ladies of St. Nicholas
“Let Us Cry to the Lord!”
By: Sh. Monica Olsen
“You are going to need a new name,” the
priest informs the folks preparing to be
baptized and chrismated. A similar scene
plays out every year, in just about every
catechumen class all over the world: the priest
explains that when you are baptized, you will
have a Christian name, a Saint’s name. 14
years ago, when this was my reality, I felt
weird about the idea. Yes, I had decided that
no where else would I find all the Truth and all

Georgy closes with: "I cannot write any more!
That which I now hear is too overwhelming,
too good, to try to convey in words. The

Vol. 2, No. 4

3

May 2018

of the Beauty like we had found in the
Orthodox Church; and yet, some of that Truth
and Beauty was strange. I could barely deal
with all the kissing and the bowing and the
fasting and the Theotokos, and now I might
need a new name too? Some folks are super
excited about receiving a new saint’s name to
go with their new life, but I have been on the
slower side of acceptance most of my life.

hearts, and fittingly manifests a need we are
biologically and spiritually designed to have.
Children need mothers. And luckily for our
children, they do not depend solely on us to
fulfill that need. We can turn to the Theotokos
in prayer and she will take them under her
wing as well.
Way more than just a new name, a new
mother. We can turn to her because our Lord
Christ has given her to us for our motherly
comfort, inspiration, and model. She is the
Champion Leader that we can follow with
confidence. When one child is screaming and
the other’s tone of voice is sassy and the
worldly waters the older ones are cruising in
are dangerous, our confidence as parents can
waver. The pain we see our children in
combines with the wind blowing memories of
our own sins and failures and it swirls with
hopes that our own children can avoid our
mistakes. The rain of doubt in God pelts us
and what are we left with? Prayer.

Well, it might not have to be new… Even
though I was named after a saint, I did not
grow up Orthodox and did not really know
about St. Monica until I was married. Then I
was a little bit peeved to find out. She
suffered. Sigh. She suffered because her son
abandoned the faith in which she had raised
him. Echoes of spiritual fathers throughout the
ages float scoldingly through my mind -- yes, I
know suffering is good and makes us call on
God more fervently and consequently we
receive Him more fully -- but I did not want a
saint with a wayward son. I wanted a saint
with children that did what they were told! That
loved God! That didn’t fall away and have
illegitimate children and make their mother
cry!

Having within a tempest of doubting thoughts,
and wanting to give my children to drink of
eternal life, I weep. Thus, having remembered
Thy most rich mercies, I sing to Thy Son with
hope and with a contrite heart: Alleluia.

Desiring to save the world, Thy Son came
from heaven to call, not the righteous, but
sinners to repentance.

All of these quotations come from a small little
service dear to my heart: “The Akathist to the
Mother of God, Nurturer of Children.” It is a
small pink Akathist book in our St. Nicholas
bookstore and worth every cent of that five
dollars. It puts concrete words to my feelings
of concern for my children. It instructs me on
how I can provide for them as a parent. When
I repeat the prayer, Raise my children with all
Thy Saints, I am reminded how important it is
to share the lives of the saints with them.
When I pray that they may think, know, hear,
say, and do, only that which brings them close
to Thee and Thy Son, I realize that many
things they do not need to hear or see are the
things coming out of my mouth and on my
facial expressions directed towards them.
When I entreat that my children would turn
their eyes to Thy compassion in the midst of

But I wanted-- children? Children by nature
(Adam’s human nature, passed down through
me, to be exact) are not obedient nor faithful.
They are not immune from making their
mothers cry. On the contrary, they are sick
with sin and exhibit all the symptoms of that
illness. Whether I wanted her or not, St.
Monica has been a good heavenly helper for
me, and so has the Theotokos. She became
my motherly helper when Christ was on the
cross and assigned her to St. John on behalf
of all of us, “woman, behold your son.” And I
do need a heavenly mother. Even as an adult,
when I am sick in bed and feeling needy, I
wish my earthly mom could come soothe my
forehead and take care of me. That desire for
a mother is inherent, built into the core of our
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sorrows, I remember that I need to do that
myself, modeling our faith as I deal with my
own struggles. I also learn the ways in which I
am limited, the ways in which ultimately, I
must depend on the Holy Spirit: With rays of
grace teach my children so that enlightened
by Thee from on high they may see the path
leading to life eternal and follow on it,
nourished beneath Thine all-powerful
protection in the Church of Thy Son where
there is unending light.

Welcome Home
By: Allen (Stephen) Lawrence
The message was clear: “Welcome Home.”
This past week was Holy Week and on Holy
Saturday April 7, 2018, I was baptized into the
Orthodox Church.
During the week many things happened: I lost
a dear cousin, Dianne, and a brother-in-law,
Sam. This made the week very emotional for
me. I thought I was going to cry all week long.
The loss of not only family members but a
lifestyle of 61 years, changed when Father
Daniel dunked (baptized) me. Past sins and
errors were washed away, thank God. I still
have lots to learn. With the prayers of my
brothers and sisters, I will become a better
person through Christ.

During Great Lent the Ladies of the parish
organized a service of this lovely Akathist.
Men and women gathered to lift our children
and god-children and all the children of the
parish up to God-- and to receive the comfort
of our Mother. Perhaps you can join us next
time, or you can get a copy of the service to
pray at home. Too busy? You are in luck! (um,
in God’s care, that is!) Frederica MathewesGreen has recorded the Akathist and you can
listen to it in the car on the way to work. It
takes about 15 minutes. Just search on the
internet and it should be at the top of the list,
as an Ancient Faith podcast.

“Changed how?” you may ask. As a former
protestant minister, the first thing I let go was a
ministry of 40 years, and then control of my
life, changes in relationships, letting old
friends, things of this life, go forever. Learning
that I do not need all the earthly things I had.
I’ve also learned to be submissive, something
that was hard at first but is becoming easier as
the days go by, and to do tasks with a good
attitude. Smile and say, “it would be my
pleasure.” Not an easy thing for me a year
ago. It’s easy to say things and harder to
follow through.

I hope you do not mind me offering the advice.
You know, Monica means “the one who
advises” and some who share a home with me
might add “and never stops.” I offer my
thoughts as one who found a super awesome
salve cream and is happy to share. I offer my
thoughts on behalf of my patron saint, Monica
of Hippo and mother of Augustine, whose
prayers and tears helped bring her son back
to God. Through the prayers of St. Monica and
the Most Holy Mother of God, may we weep
for our children and for our own sin-- and
obtain forgiveness and peace.

As this last year unfolded, I realized that
praying made the days go faster and
apprehension, fear and loneliness go away.
Then fasting changed what I eat and my body
has responded: all lab results are normal,
weight has dropped, clothes sizes are smaller.
Humble thinking is hard, but with God’s help
and the love of St. Nicholas Orthodox church,
I can make it. This is the first church where I
have truly felt at home. Indeed, “Welcome
Home” has new meaning to me.
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Parish News & Announcements

• 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.”

• We are saddened by the repose of our
sister, Juanita Nicole. May thy memory be
eternal, O ever-memorable sister, who art
worthy of blessedness!

• Congratulations to Mitch and Whitney

Obituary - Juanita Nicole Worthington

Busada on the birth of Vela Sophia
Busada! May God grant her many years!

Juanita (Nicole) B. Worthington, age 76, of
Texarkana, Arkansas, fell asleep in the Lord
on Monday, April 23, 2018, in a Texarkana
nursing home.

• Goodbye, dear ones! This month we say
goodbye to: Zoe Blanchard, who
graduated from Centenary College and
heads to New Jersey, Haley Filipek, who
joins Nikolai at Camp Pendleton in
California, and Jacquelyn Marty and Brian
Newman, and their two children, Nicholas
and Michael, who are moving to California.
May God go with them, protect and bless
them, and grant them many years.

Mrs. Worthington was born February 19,
1942, in Texarkana, Arkansas. She was a
member of the St. Nicholas Orthodox Church
of Shreveport and was retired from
Montgomery Ward. She was preceded in
death by her first husband, Jerry Watson, and
a daughter, Cathy Champagne.
Survivors include her husband, James
Worthington of Texarkana, Arkansas; two
daughters, Lisa Holt of Texarkana, Arkansas
and Sadie Garcia of Las Vegas, Nevada; one
son, Jerry Watson of Austin, Texas; one sister,
Barbara Sparks of Lafayette, Louisiana; eight
grandchildren, and three great-grandchildren.

From the Holy Fathers:
“…whoever feels his inner poverty will
not cease to pray even amid his
occupations…” ~ St. Innocent of Alaska
“Only those who have no desire to pray
can find no time to pray.”
~ St. Innocent of Alaska

Funeral services were at 2:00 P. M. Friday at
the All Saints of America Orthodox Christian
Church in De Queen, Arkansas with Father
Daniel Bethancourt officiating. Burial followed
in the church cemetery under the direction of
Texarkana Funeral Home, Arkansas.

“Were we simple like children, the Lord
would show us His paradise, and we
would behold Him in the glory of the
Cherubim and Seraphim, and of all the
heavenly host, and the Saints, but we
are not humble, and therefore we
torment ourselves and those we live
among.” ~ St. Silouan the Athonite

Please remember our departed sister in your
prayers, and consider donating to the St.
Daniel of Pereyaslavl Burial Fund in her
memory. Giving alms on behalf of the reposed
is encouraged. May her memory be eternal!

Vol. 2, No. 4

6

May 2018

May Birthdays
May 2 - Maria Casten
May 7 - Mitch Busada
May 9 - Charlie Berry
May 14 - Peter Filipek
May 15 - Pres. Maria Bethancourt
May 24 - Nicholas Casten
May 29 - Jan Johnson
May 30 - Sh. Monica Olsen
May Name days
May 1 - Jeremy Frank, J.J. Frank (Prophet
Jeremiah)
May 4 - Sh. Monica Olsen (St. Monica)
May 5 - Irina Ballard, Shaylee Irene
Speed, Linda Delo (St. Irene)
May 21 - Youmna Moufarrej, Nouna
Mufarrij, Ella Stewart, Elena
Baudoin, Elena Bolonina (St.
Helen)

Contact Us! Let us know what you’d like to
see in the newsletter! Call, text, or email us
at:
tel:
(903) 949-1239
email: jones.c4@gmail.com
jones.kg7@gmail.com
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