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June 21, 2020                                                        3rd SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST 

 

Sat.       5:00 pm    +Sandra Verba - Family 

Sun.      9:30 am     For the Christian Family of St. Mary Magdalene 

 

Wed.     9:00 am   FEAST OF THE BIRTH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST 

  +Michael & Anna Sima – Paul Sima Family (from 3/29/20) 

 

Sat.       5:00 pm    For the Christian Family of St. Mary Magdalene 

Sun.      9:30 am     +Eleanor Kachuba –John & Jean Dukles 

               



ATTENDANCE AND OFFERING:  (6/13 – 6/14) Saturday: 16 Adults, 0 children; 

Sunday: 26 adults 4 children. OFFERING: $2922.00.  

 

SANCTUARY LIGHT:  +Helen Thomas – Joseph and Charlotte Chippi 

 

 
 

PLEASE REMEMBER THAT THE GUIDELINES ISSUED BY THE 

BISHOP REQUIRE THAT FACEMASKS BE WORN WHEN ATTENDING 

THE DIVNE LITURGY.  
 

Father John will not wear one at the altar but will when distributing Communion or speaking 

with parishioners. This is for the safety of everyone present. Please be respectful of your fellow 

parishioners.   

 

 

BIRTH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST 

 

John the Baptist plays a key role in the New 

Testament.  He is the bridge, the Forerunner, 

the one sent to prepare the way of the Lord.  

His holiness turned the hearts of the Israelites 

to repentance, thus making them capable of 

accepting the coming of the Messiah. The 

commemoration of St. John's Nativity is one 

of the older, if not the oldest, feasts in honor 

of any Saint found in the Church.  Ordinarily 

the Church observes the day of a Saint's death 

because that day marks his entrance into 

heaven.  St. John is an exception to this rule 

because he was "filled with the Holy Spirit from his mother's womb."  His nativity, therefore, is 

already a day of triumph.  Nothing can be said with certainty as to the date of the birth of St. John 

the Baptist.  The gospel suggests that he was born about six months before Christ.  (Lk. 1:5-25)  In 

addition to the Feast of the Nativity of St. John the Baptist, the Church has commemorated the 

martyrdom of Christ's Forerunner since the fourth century.  The story of the Saint's death is among 

the most dramatic narratives in the Bible.  St. John the Baptist is represented with two large wings 

because he is the messenger of the Messiah.  It is about this man that Scripture says, "I send my 

messenger ahead of you to prepare the way before you." (Mt. 11"10) In the icon, John makes the 

gesture of the preacher with his right hand and holds an open scroll in his left hand which 

proclaims the message of his preaching.  "Reform your lives!  The reign of God is at hand."  (Mt.  

3:2)  As a man of the desert he is clothed in a camel's hair garment.  The rocks behind the 

Forerunner represent the wilderness, and the strip of water below his feet represents the Jordan 

River.  We also find some bushes and an axe "laid to the root of the tree," (Mt. 3"10) alluding to 

the words of his preaching.  In the lower left hand corner, a cup with the head of St. John recalls 

that he would end his life in martyrdom.  St. John the Baptist stands before us and calls us to 

repentance before the Lord. 
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                                                   HEY DAD 
 

Hey Dad," one of my kids asked the other day, "What was your favorite 

fast food when you were growing up?"  "We didn't have fast food when I 

was growing up," I informed him. "All the food was slow." "C'mon, 

seriously. Where did you eat?"  "It was a place called 'at home," I 

explained. "Grandma cooked every day and when Grandpa got home 

from work, we sat down together at the dining room table, and if I didn't 

like what she put on my plate I was allowed to sit there until I did like it." 

 By this time, the kid was laughing so hard I was afraid he was going to 

suffer serious internal damage, so I didn't tell him the part about how I 

had to have permission to leave the table. But here are some other things I would have told him 

about my childhood if I figured his system could have handled it:  

Some parents NEVER owned their own house, wore Levis, set foot on a golf course, traveled out of 

the country or had a credit card. In their later years they had something called a revolving charge 

card. The card was good only at Sears Roebuck. Or maybe it was Sears AND Roebuck. Either way, 

there is no Roebuck anymore. Maybe he died.  My parents never drove me to soccer practice. This was 

mostly because we never had heard of soccer. I had a bicycle that weighed probably 50 pounds, and only had 

one speed, (slow). We didn't have a television in our house until I was 11, but my grandparents had one 

before that. It was, of course, black and white, but they bought a piece of colored plastic to cover the screen. 

The top third was blue, like the sky, and the bottom third was green, like grass. The middle third was red. It 

was perfect for programs that had scenes of fire trucks riding across someone's lawn on a sunny day. Some 

people had a lens taped to the front of the TV to make the picture look larger. I was 13 before I tasted my 

first pizza, it was called "pizza pie." When I bit into it, I burned the roof of my mouth and the 

cheese slid off, swung down, plastered itself against my chin and burned that, too. It's still the best 

pizza I ever had.  We didn't have a car until I was 15. Before that, the only car in our family was my 

grandfather's Ford. He called it a "machine."  
I never had a telephone in my room. The only phone in the house was in the living room and it was 

on a party line. Before you could dial, you had to listen and make sure some people you didn't know 

weren't already using the line.  Pizzas were not delivered to our home,  but milk was. All 

newspapers were delivered by boys and all boys delivered newspapers. I delivered a newspaper, six 

days a week. It cost 7 cents a paper, of which I got to keep 2 cents. I had to get up at 4 AM every 

morning. On Saturday, I had to collect the 42 cents from my customers. My favorite customers were 

the ones who gave me 50 cents and told me to keep the change. My least favorite customers were 

the ones who seemed to never be home on collection day.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

FATHER'S DAY: (HISTORY OF THE HOLIDAY) 
 

In the United States, the first modern Father's Day celebration was held on July 5, 1908, in 

Fairmont, West Virginia. It was first celebrated as a church service at Williams Memorial 

Methodist Episcopal Church South, now known as Central United Methodist Church. Grace 

Golden Clayton, who is believed to have suggested the service to the pastor, is believed to have 

been inspired to celebrate fathers after the deadly mine explosion in nearby Monongah the prior 

December. This explosion killed 361 men, many of them fathers and recent immigrants to the 

United States from Italy. Another possible inspiration for the service was Mother's Day, which had 

recently been celebrated for the first time in Grafton, West Virginia, a town about 15 miles away. 

Father's day originates as far back as 1839 in celebration of the fathers that went to war in the 

Battle of Iransop in which 123 fathers lost their lives defending the outpost. 

 

Another driving force behind the establishment of the integration of Father's Day was Mrs. 

Sonora Smart Dodd, born in Creston, Washington. Her father, the Civil War veteran William 

Jackson Smart, as a single parent reared his six children in Spokane, Washington. She was 

inspired by Anna Jarvis's efforts to establish Mother's Day. Although she initially suggested 

June 5, the anniversary of her father's death, she did not provide the organizers with enough 

time to make arrangements, and the celebration was deferred to the third Sunday of June. The 

first June Father's Day was celebrated on June 19, 1910, in Spokane, WA. 

 

Unofficial support from such figures as William Jennings Bryan was immediate and widespread. 

President Woodrow Wilson was personally feted by his family in 1916. President Calvin Coolidge 

recommended it as a national holiday in 1924. In 1966, President Lyndon Johnson made Father's 

Day a holiday to be celebrated on the third Sunday of June. The holiday was not officially 

recognized until 1972, during the presidency of Richard Nixon. 

 

In recent years, retailers have adapted to the holiday by promoting male-oriented gifts such as 

electronics and tools. Schools and other children's programs commonly have activities to make 

Father's Day gifts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

   FORERUNNER AND BAPTIST JOHN 

The feast of the Nativity of Saint John the Baptist, in keeping 

with the feast of the Nativity of Our Lord, which separates it by 

six months, day for day, according to the Roman calendar: eight 

days from the calends of July (June 24). In the East this feast was 

originally fixed on June 25. Like the winter solstice, that of the 

summer was an occasion of great rejoicing among the pagans. 

Just as the feast of the Nativity of Our Lord, in the Christian 

calendar became the feast of the rising Sun, the Lord Jesus who is 

the Light of the world, thus it is admitted that the feast of John 

the Baptist was placed at the summer solstice since he himself 

said of the Lord: "He must increase, but I must decrease" (John 

3:30). It is Saint Luke (Luke 1:1-80) who relates the Precursor's 

birth to us (today's Gospel at the Divine Liturgy). The son of Zachary the priest and Elizabeth 

the barren, the fruit of the promise by his birth untied his father's mute tongue and "filled the 

whole world with joy." It is at this time that his father pronounced the immortal canticle in 

which he sings of the realization of the promise made to Abraham, the deliverance of his people 

with mercy. It is there that he prophesied to his small son the grandiose role of Precursor for 

which God destined him, to prepare the way on earth for the Star who comes from above "to put 

our feet in the good way, in the way of peace."  

When very young, John the Baptist went to the desert, perhaps to one of the ascetic 

communities of the Essenes who lived in the plain of Jordan. It is there that he began to baptize, 

that is to give the purification ritual to those who repented of their sins upon hearing his fiery 

word. It is there that he designated to his disciples the Lamb of God who takes away the sins of 

the world. It was before John that Jesus received the first official witness from the Father and 

the Holy Spirit: "This is my beloved Son." It was also for his courage to enforce the laws of 

marriage that he was thrown into prison and beheaded. To "the spouse's friend, who feels the 

greatest joy at the spouse's voice," and who wished to disappear before him, to this second Isaia, 

Jesus addresses this eulogy: "What did you go out to the desert to see?...a prophet? Yes, I tell 

you, and more than a prophet...I say to you, among those born of women, there is not a greater 

prophet than John" (Luke 7:25-28).     

 

 

 

THE GREEN THING 
 

In the line at the store, the cashier told the older woman that she should bring her own grocery bag 

because plastic bags weren't good for the environment. The woman apologized to him and explained, 

"We didn't have the green thing back in my day."  The clerk responded, "That's our problem today. 

The former generation did not care enough to save our environment."  He was right, that generation 

didn't have the green thing in its day.  Back then, they returned their milk bottles, soda bottles and 

beer bottles to the store. The store sent them back to the plant to be washed and sterilized and 

refilled, so it could use the same bottles over and over. So they really were recycled. But they didn't 

have the green thing back in that customer's day. In her day, they walked up stairs, because they 

didn't have an escalator in every store and office building. They walked to the grocery store and 

didn't climb into a 300-horsepower machine every time they had to go two blocks.  But she was 

right. They didn't have the green thing in her day.  Back then, they washed the baby's diapers 

because they didn't have the throw-away kind. They dried clothes on a line, not in an energy 

gobbling machine burning up 220 volts - wind and solar power really did dry the clothes. Kids got 

hand-me-down clothes from their brothers or sisters, not always brand-new clothing.  But that old 

lady is right, they didn't have the green thing back in her day. 

 

Back then, they had one TV, or radio, in the house - not a TV in every room. And the TV had a small 

screen the size of a handkerchief, not a screen the size of the state of Montana. In the kitchen, they 

blended and stirred by hand because they didn't have electric machines to do everything for you. 

When they packaged a fragile item to send in the mail, they used a wadded up old newspaper to 

cushion it, not styro-foam or plastic bubble wrap.  Back then, they didn't fire up an engine and burn 

gasoline just to cut the lawn. They used a push mower that ran on human power. They exercised by 

working so they didn't need to go to a health club to run on treadmills that operate on electricity.  But 

she's right, they didn't have the green thing back then.  They drank from a fountain when they were 

thirsty instead of using a cup or a plastic bottle every time they had a drink of water. They refilled 

their writing pens with ink instead of buying a new pen, and they replaced the razor blades in a razor 

instead of throwing away the whole razor just because the blade got dull.  But they didn't have the 

green thing back then. 

 

Back then, people took the streetcar or a bus and kids rode their bikes to school or walked instead of 

turning their moms into a 24-hour taxi service. They had one electrical outlet in a room, not an entire 

bank of sockets to power a dozen appliances. And they didn't need a computerized gadget to receive 

a signal beamed from satellites 2,000 miles out in space in order to find the nearest pizza joint. 

 

But isn't it sad the current generation laments how wasteful the old folks were just because they 

didn't have the green thing back then?  

 



THE TRUE MEANING OF STRESS 

 

“As with the glass of water, you have to put it down for a while and rest before holding it again. When we're 

refreshed, we can carry on with the burden - holding stress longer and better each time practiced.  So, as early 

in the evening as you can, put all your burdens down. Don't carry them through the evening and into the night 

... pick them up tomorrow.  Whatever burdens you're carrying now, let them down for a moment. Relax, A 

young lady confidently walked around the room while leading and explaining stress management to an 

audience. With a raised glass of water, and everyone knew she was going to ask the ultimate question, 'half 

empty or half full?'... She fooled them all ... "How heavy is this glass of water?", she inquired with a smile. 

Answers called out ranged from 8 oz. to 20 oz. 

 

She replied, "The absolute weight doesn't matter. It depends on how long I hold it. If I hold it for a minute, 

that's not a problem. If I hold it for an hour, I'll have an ache in my right arm. If I hold it for a day, you'll have 

to call an ambulance. In each case it's the same weight, but the longer I hold it, the heavier it becomes." She 

continued, "and that's the way it is with stress. If we carry our burdens all the time, sooner or later, as the 

burden becomes increasingly heavy, we won't be able to carry on." 

 

Pick them up later after you've rested. Life is short. Enjoy it and the now 'supposed' stress that you've 

conquered!" 

 

 

 


