
From The Director’s Chair 
EVENTS AT A 

GLANCE 

Sat, Mar 3 ~             

YAA social evening 

March 9 - 10 ~      

UCY Lenten Retreat & 

Fast-a-Thon 

Mon, Mar 12  -            

YAA meeting @ 7pm 

March 17                       

St Patrick’s Day 

March 17 & April 21 

Ukr. Park Reunion Mtg 

& Advisory Board Mtg 

Sunday, April 1 ~ 

Palm Sunday & 

Palm Sunday Retreat 

Sun, April 8 - 

Easter Sunday  

Sunday, May 6 

Movie Club resumes 

w/Nanny McPhee 

May 19 & June 16 

Ukr. Park Reunion Mtg 

& Advisory Board Mtg 

 

"Life is but a             
reflection 

of our projection."   
Fr. Brian Cavanaugh 

A Recently Spotted 

Bumper Sticker: 

CAUTION! God At Work! 
Person In Progress! 

"The smallest deed 
always exceeds the 

grandest of          
intentions." 

UCY/UCYA Winnipeg 

Welcome Back! 

Well, The Great Fast (Lent) is upon 
us! I hope that everyone has given 
up something in order to prepare 
themselves for the coming of our 
Lord. Remember too that Lent is a 
time of spiritual reflection. Please 
take advantage of any retreats or 
services during this Lenten season 
in order to bring yourselves closer 
to God. 

Speaking of retreats, I 
would like to start off 
by mentioning our up-
coming Lenten Re-
treat/Fast-a-thon on 
Friday, March 9 to Sat-
urday, March 10 2007 
at the Chancery, 233 Scotia Street. 
This will give our youth and young 
adults the opportunity to spend a 
night and morning together reflect-
ing and having fun in a good-old-
fashioned sleepover environment. 
The Friday and fasting will begin 
with Sr. Terry Ann Slota, SSMI, 
speaking on the importance of be-
ing a Ukrainian Catholic. Afterward, 
the fellowship starts and lasts until 
bedtime, with everyone encouraged 
to bring their favourite games with 
them. The next morning will con-
clude the fast with a service, reflec-
tion and lunch. Cost is $2 to cover 
the lunch. Please call the office to 
register at 338-7801. We will match 
¼ of your pledges up to $100 with 
the proceeds going to youth events 
such as WYD 2008 in Australia. 
Come and join us. It will be so fun, 
you won’t even think of food! 

Secondly, as I reported last issue, 

Bishop David Motiuk, our spiritual 
advisor and Auxiliary Bishop for 
the Archeparchy, has been ap-
pointed Bishop of Edmonton. His 
installation in Edmonton will take 
place on March 25, 2007 and a 
farewell service for him is sched-
uled for March 7 at Sts. Vladimir 
and Olga Cathedral. Since 
Bishop David has supported our 
youth so well during his five 
years in Winnipeg, all youth who 

are able to are encouraged 
to attend. 

Third, the Reunion for the 
Counsellors and Campers 
of the Archeparchial Camp 
at Ukrainian Park is sched-
uled to take place the last 

weekend of August, 2007. Our 
planning meetings 
are currently held 
one Saturday 
morning a month 
and the next one is 
scheduled for 
March 17 at noon 
prior to the monthly 
executive meeting. 
This event is a 
fundraiser for the park and is 
open to anyone who has been a 
counsellor, camper or staff for 
the Archeparchial Children’s 
Camp. A full write-up will be in-
cluded in Progress Ukrainian 
Catholic News this month and we 
are encouraging all youth and 
young adults or the young at 
heart who have any connection 
with the camp to please help 
spread the word about this great 
event. It will be a chance to re-

new old friendships and create 
new ones. If you would like to 
take part in the planning, 
please give me a call at 338-
7801. 

For those youth and young 
adults that wish to join in on 
the Show & Save Fundraiser 
book, we will be selling them 
in late March.  The cost per 
book is $15 and we can make 
up to $5/book towards the 

group or 
event of your 
choice.  If 
you are     
interested in 
selling books 
to raise funds 
for your 

group call me to let me know 
how many to order for your 
group or if you would like to 

purchase a book, 
please call me at 338-
7801 after March 20th.  

Finally, an update on 
Congress 2007. Due to 
the high cost of travel 
and accommodations 
per person, it has been 
decided that the youth 

and young adults will not    
attend the 2007 Congress in 
Toronto. We are currently 
looking at holding a separate 
meeting for the youth in a   
different location. We are sorry 
for any inconvenience this 
may have caused. 

Well, that’s everything for this 
month. See you after Easter! 

Yours in Christ,                  
Tamara Lisowski 
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Ten things God won't ask:  
1...God won't ask what kind of 
car you drove; He'll ask how 
many people you drove who 
didn't have transportation. 

2...God won't ask the square 
footage of your house, He'll ask how 
many people you welcomed into your 
home. 

3...God won't ask about the clothes you 
had in your closet, He'll ask how many 
you helped to clothe. 

4...God won't ask what your high-
est salary was, He'll ask if you 
compromised your character to 
obtain it. 

5...God won't ask what your job title was, 
He'll ask if you performed your job to the 
best of your ability. 

6...God won't ask how many friends you 
had, He'll ask how many people to whom 
you were a friend. 

7...God won't ask in what neighborhood 
you lived, He'll ask how you treated your 
neighbors. 

8...God won't ask about the color of your 
skin, He'll ask about the content of your 
character. 

9...God won't ask why it 
took you so long to 
seek Salvation, He'll 
lovingly take you to 
your mansion in 
heaven, and not to the 
gates of Hell. 

10...God won't ask how 
many people you showed this to, He'll ask 
if you were ashamed to pass it on to your 
friends. 

Read 1st line Carefully 

Happy moments, praise God. 
Difficult moments, seek God 
 

5 more minutes  
While at the park one day, a woman 
sat down next to a man on a bench 
near a playground. "That's my son 

over there," she said, pointing to a 
little boy in a red sweater who 
was gliding down the slide.  
"He's a fine looking boy," the 
man said. "That's my son on the 
swing in the blue sweater." 

Then, looking at his watch, he called 
to his son. "What do you 
say we go, Todd?" 

Todd pleaded, "Just five 
more minutes, Dad. Please? 
Just five more minutes." 

The man nodded and Todd 
continued to swing to his 
heart's content. Minutes passed and 
the father stood and called again to 
his son. "Time to go now?" Again 
Todd pleaded, "Five more minutes, 
Dad. Just five more minutes." 

The man smiled and said, "O.K." 

"My, you certainly are a patient fa-
ther," the woman responded. 

The man smiled and then said, "My 
older son Tommy was killed by a 
drunk driver last year while he was 
riding his bike near here. I never 

spent much time with Tommy 
and now I'd give anything for 
just five more minutes with 
him. I've vowed not to make 
the same mistake with 

Todd. He thinks he has five 
more minutes to swing. The 
truth is, I get Five more min-

utes to watch him play." 

Life is all about making priorities, 
what are your priorities? 
 

Move Closer 
Not long ago I heard a story about a 
young man and an old preacher. 

By Anonymous 
Posted February 4, 2005 

The young man had lost his job and 
didn't know which way to turn. So 
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What’s Up with Mjgf�������������
he went to see the old preacher. 

Pacing about the preacher's 
study, the young man ranted 
about his problem. Finally he 
clenched his fist and shouted, 
"I've begged God to say some-
thing to help me, preacher, why 

doesn't God answer?" 

The old preacher, who sat 
across the room, spoke some-
thing in reply, something so 
hushed it was indistinguish-
able. The young man stepped 
across the room. "What did 

you say?" he asked. The 
preacher repeated himself, but 
again in a tone as soft as a whis-
per. So the young man moved 
closer until he was leaning on 
the preacher's chair. 

"Sorry," he said. "I still didn't 
hear you." With their heads bent 
together, the old preacher spoke 
once more. "God sometimes 
whispers," he said, "So we will 
move closer to hear him." This 
time the young man heard and 
he understood. 

We all want God's voice to thun-
der through the air with the an-
swer to our problem. But God's 
is the still, small voice... the gen-
tle whisper. Perhaps there's a 
reason. 

Nothing draws human focus 
quite like a whisper. God's whis-
per means I 
must stop my 
ranting and 
move close to 
Him, until my 
head is bent 
together with 
His. And then, as I listen, I will 
find my answer. Better still, I 
find myself closer to God. 

Taken from ~ http://www.peoplelovejesus.com/stories_poems/ 
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Word Fun ~ Palm Sunday Word Search Puzzle 

Here is part of the story of Palm Sunday, 
taken from Matthew 21:8-11  of the  

New Living Translation. Find the under-
lined words in the word search below. 

 

Most of the crowd  spread their coats  
on the road  ahead of Jesus , and  

others cut branches  from the trees  
and spread them on the road. He was 
in the center  of the procession , and 

the crowds all around him were 
shouting , Praise God for the Son of 
David ! Bless the one who comes in 
the name  of the Lord! Praise God in 
highest  heaven !" The entire  city of 

Jerusalem was stirred as he entered. 
"Who is this?" they asked . And the 

crowds replied, "It's Jesus, the 
prophet  from Nazareth  in Galilee ." 

Youth Lenten Retreat and FastYouth Lenten Retreat and FastYouth Lenten Retreat and FastYouth Lenten Retreat and Fast----AAAA----Thon!Thon!Thon!Thon!    
When: When: When: When: March 9 @ 6pm to March 10 @ 3pm (guest 

speaker/sleep over/games night/movie night while 

you fast for Lent) 

Where: Where: Where: Where: 233 Scotia Street (may change due to 

amount of participants) Join us either or both days!! 

What: What: What: What: Friday night talk ~ “Why should I be Ukrainian 

Catholic?” by    Sister Terry Anne Slota 

For  Who:  For  Who:  For  Who:  For  Who:  All youth and young adults interested in 

increasing their spirituality during this Lenten season        

Cost:  Cost:  Cost:  Cost:  $2 for the closing lunch on Saturday        

To Register: To Register: To Register: To Register: call Tamara @ 338-7801 or  e-mail: 

youth@archeparchy.ca by March 7, 2007 

Copyright Gospel Communications International, Inc - www.reverendfun.com 
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Continued on Page 5 

Eyewitness to Palm Sunday:The Triumphal Entry (a short story)  
by Dr. Ralph F. Wilson 

The Joyful Heart, March 20, 2005. Tells the story of the Triumphal Entry on Palm Sunday from the viewpoint of a boy                                           
whose donkey or ass Jesus borrowed to ride on as Messiah and King into Jerusalem. 

When those Jesus-followers began to untie Sarai, our young donkey, like they acted just like they owned her. They didn't ask permission. They 
didn't look around to see if it was all right. They just began to untie her. 

I had seen these disciples before. Jesus was a popular prophet in those days, and he often stayed nearby in Bethany, just down the road, with 
Mary, Martha, and Lazarus. Yes, the Lazarus who had been raised from the dead. That Lazarus. I shouted to my father: "Dad, someone's tak-
ing our donkey!" Dad popped out of the house like it was on fire. "Hey, what do you think you're doing?" he yelled. 

They stopped, startled, but my dad didn't stop until he was three inches from the face of the older disciple. "I asked you a question!" he 
shouted into the man's face. "We, uh, our Master told us it would be all right," he stammered.  "Jesus," said the other. "Jesus said to tell you 
that he needs it."  My Dad suddenly relaxed, stepped back, and put his hand out in welcome. "Jesus." A smile flickered across his face. "Your 
Teacher is a great man," Dad said after a moment. "I've listened to him for hours. I love what he says about the Kingdom of God being right 
now." Then Dad began to untie our older donkey. "You'll like this one better," he said. "He's used to people and pretty steady. The other's just a 
youngster. We haven't broken her yet. She'd be a bit frisky, I'd wager." "Jesus specified the younger, unridden donkey," was the response. "I 
don't know why."  Dad cracked a big smile and said, "Sure, whatever you say." He untied the colt. "You did right by coming here," he contin-
ued. "I told Jesus that whatever I own is his if he needs it. It's my pleasure." He handed the reins to the disciple. "We'll return her right after 
Jesus is finished," he said. "I'll bring her back myself." I couldn't keep quiet. "Dad!" I blurted out.  "What is it, boy?" "Dad, could I go along? I'll 
bring the colt back so it won't be any trouble to Jesus or his disciples." "Oh, you'd just be in their way, Jacob."  "Please, Dad...." "He can come 
along with us," said the disciple. "We'll keep an eye on him. Maybe he can help quiet the colt." "Okay, but you mind, now!" said Dad, and so 
began an adventure I'll remember for the rest of my life. 

Jesus was just outside of town, waiting with his disciples and a whole crowd of pilgrims. When the donkey came into sight, a cheer went up. 
The disciples brought the donkey to the Master. I held the lead rope as Jesus put a small blanket over its back and slid his leg over. As soon 
as his weight settled on Sarai, she raised her front hooves off the ground and would have bucked Jesus off if he hadn't patted her and said 
something low and comforting. She settled down immediately and, even in all the shouting and confusion to follow, she carried him with a cer-
tain quiet majesty. "What's your name, boy?" Jesus asked me. "Jacob, sir," I answered. "Fine colt," he said. "Tell your father, thank you. He's a 
fine man, your father." But with Jesus riding the donkey, the crowd was becoming noisier and there was no more time for conversation. We 
started along the road to Jerusalem, which led right through my town of Bethphage. I was leading Sarai who carried Jesus, followed by hun-
dreds of people. Boy, was I proud!  We were used to crowds at Passover. Thousands of these pilgrims would come for the Feast and stay in 
the towns east of the city or camp along the road. The city itself was literally jammed.   

Now, a Rabbi in the crowd began reciting from memory a prophecy from Zechariah, "Rejoice greatly, O Daughter of Zion! Shout, Daughter of 
Jerusalem!  See, your king comes to you, righteous and having salvation, gentle and riding on a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey."1 

At the words "rejoicing" and "shouting," the crowd began to stir. But with the mention of the word "King," a call went up that was to be a con-
stant cry for the rest of this strange procession: "Hosanna! Son of David! Save us." "Hosanna!" went up the shout. "Son of David!" Hosanna, 
which means "save us," was one of the words from a pilgrim chant that was often heard in our streets during the holidays. And so people be-
gan to chant the Psalm together. "O Lord, Hosanna!  O Lord, save us!  O Lord, grant us success!" Pretty soon I was shouting, it too. "O Lord, 
Hosanna! O Lord, Hosanna!" The pilgrims continued to sing as they approached the Holy City, as had their fathers -- and their fathers before 
them: 

"Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.  From the house of the Lord we bless you.  
The Lord is God, and he has made his light shine upon us.  With boughs in hand, join in the festal procession up to the horns of the altar."2 

The road climbed a slight rise, and suddenly the city of Jerusalem spread out before us in all its beauty, backlit by the western sun, the gold of 
the temple glimmering in the distance. 

All this time I would look back at Jesus when I could. How was he taking this outbreak of applause and adulation? He seemed oblivious to it. 
Sad is the word that comes to mind. He seemed all alone in the center of this jubilant multitude.  

The singing and the panorama of the city stirred the people more. Some began to pull foliage from palms along the way. They waved the 
branches and shouted, "Hosanna." Then they laid the palms down on the road so as to create a thatched carpet for the donkey to ride on. Oth-
ers threw their cloaks on the road for Jesus to ride over. "Hail, to the Son of David!" they shouted.  "Hosanna! King from among David's de-
scendants!" "Messiah is coming!" shouted one. "Yes, Messiah!" shouted another.  "Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord!" 
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The crowd was swelling. Now and again you would hear Lazarus' name shouted out. Just a week before Lazarus had been dead for four 
whole days, and then Jesus had come and raised him. News of the miracle had crackled like wildfire through our village and Jerusalem and 
to all the pilgrims as they gathered for the Feast.  "He raised Lazarus from the dead!" 

"Yes, Lazarus!" another would call. "Hosanna! Son of David!" "The Kingdom of God is at hand!" 

The crowds were now overflowing the narrow Jerusalem road and spreading out a few feet on either side of the road, onto the steep slope 
of the Mount of Olives. When we looked across the Kidron Valley to the Golden Gate on the east side of the temple, crowds were pouring 
out of it towards us. They were pointing at Jesus and shouting. "Lazarus is alive!" they would say. "Hosanna." They, too, began to rip palm 
fronds off the trees and sing as they surged to meet our procession. Pharisees were in the multitude, too. They weren't shouting, but mum-
bling to one another. They considered this display as bordering on blasphemy. Seeing the growing fervor of the crowds, one yelled to Jesus 
so all could hear, "Teacher, rebuke your disciples."  

"I tell you," Jesus called back, "if these people were silent, the very stones would cry out." 

They fumed at his answer. I could hear them shout to one another, "We're getting no where. The whole world has gone after him." But the 
crowds surged by them, and their catcalls were left far behind. 

Now, the road turned, and the city walls seemed to rise above us so we had to look up to see its 
heights. Jesus signaled for to me to wait a moment so I stopped Sarai. The crowd somehow sensed a 
pause and a hush of awe seemed to come over them.  As I watched Jesus, I began to see tears run 
down his face and bury themselves in his beard. The Teacher was weeping. Jesus was crying. As I 
listened, I heard him speaking quietly. At first I thought he was talking to his disciples. Then I realized 
he was speaking to the city itself. Quietly, longingly, tearfully, sadly, personally, almost like a broken-
hearted father might plead with a rebellious child: "If you, even you, had only known on this day what 
would bring you peace -- but now it is hidden from your eyes. The days will come upon you when your 
enemies will build an embankment against you and encircle you and hem you in on every side. They 
will dash you to the ground, you and the children within your walls. They will not leave one stone on 
another, because you did not recognize the time of God's coming to you."3 

I didn't understand it then. None of us did. But less than forty years later the Romans lay siege to the 
city, pulled it down, and destroyed it, just as Jesus had foretold.  But I was just a boy and it seemed 
like such a party during that buoyant procession down the hill. What did I know? 

We met the multitude coming from Jerusalem now and they flowed around us, making the way ahead 
nearly impassable. I had to push to make any headway, as the path turned upward from the Kidron 
Brook to the eastern gate of the temple. The road was packed and noisy with shouts of jubilation and cheers. "Son of David!"  "Hosanna!"  

The shouts now echoed against the massive stones of the city walls and across the narrow canyon to the Garden of Gethsemane on the 
other side. "Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord." "Hosanna!" "Save us!" 

We were at the gate now and Jesus was dismounting. Sarai held still. I looked at Jesus -- stared, I guess you might say. 

Amidst the crowd's fervor he continued to weep. As the crowd now moved with him into the temple, I could see him still. I waved. Among all 
the waving hands and palm branches he didn't wave back. He just nodded and I could see his lips form the words, "Thank you, Jake." Then 
he turned and disappeared into the temple. Thank you, Jesus, I thought. Thank you. 

I held Sarai's rope until the crowds had passed and the road was mostly clear. Slowly I led Sarai up the long grade back to Bethphage. I 
thought of his tears, his tears for me and mine, for my family and my people. And as I walked I chanted, step after step, as I trudged up the 
hill. It began as a chant anyway and ended as a kind of prayer. "Hosanna! Son of David. Hosanna! Son of David. Hosanna! Save us!  Save 
us, indeed.  Save us from our sins! Save us from our sins!  Amen." 

This short story is fictional, but based on the accounts of the triumphal entry in each of the four gospels:                        
Matthew 21:1-9; Mark 11:1-10; Luke 19:29-38; and John 12:12-15. 

1. Zechariah 9:9.  

2. Psalm 118:25-27.  

3. Luke 19:42-44. 

Found at ~ http://www.joyfulheart.com/easter/palm-sunday.htm 

(con’t from page 4) Volume 5, Issue 4 Page 5 Palm Sunday Story! 

REQUESTS & SUBMISSIONS ~   E-mail me @ youth@archepar chy.ca     
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 The Shipwreck 
        A voyaging ship was wrecked during a storm at sea. Only two of the men on it were able to swim 
to a small, desert island. The two survivors, not knowing what else to do, agreed that they had no 
other recourse but to pray to God. To find out whose prayer was more powerful, they agreed to divide 
the territory between them and stay on opposite sides of the island. 

        The first thing they prayed for was food. The next morning, the first man saw a fruit-bearing tree 
on his side of the land, and he was able to eat its fruit. The other man's parcel of land remained bar-
ren. After a week, the first man was lonely and he decided to pray for a wife. The next day, another 
ship was wrecked, and the only survivor was a woman who swam to his side of the land. On the other 
side of the island, there was nothing. 

        Soon the first man prayed for a house, clothes, more food. The next day, like magic, all of these 
were given to him. However, the second man still had nothing. Finally, the first man prayed for a ship, 
so that he and his wife could leave the island. In the morning, he found a ship docked at his side of 
the island. The first man boarded the ship with his wife and decided to leave the second man on the 
island. He considered the other man unworthy to receive God's blessings, since none of his prayers 
had been answered. 

        As the ship was about to leave, the first man heard a voice from heaven booming, "Why are you 
leaving your companion on the island?" 

        "My blessings are mine alone, since I was the one who prayed for them," the first man an-
swered. "His prayers were all unanswered and so he does not deserve anything." 

        "You are mistaken!" the voice rebuked him. "He had only one prayer, which I answered. If not for 
that, you would not have received any of my blessings." 

        "Tell me," the first man asked the voice, "what did he pray for that I should owe him anything?"              

   “He prayed that all your prayers be answered." 

 

        For all we know, our blessings are not the fruits of our prayers alone, but those of 
others praying for us. 

From: http://www.route50.com/religious_stories.htm   My Pilgrimage with God 

Irish Proverb . . . Anonymous 

May you always have work for your hands to do. 
May your pockets hold always a coin or two. 
May the sun shine bright on your windowpane. 
May the rainbow be certain to follow each rain. 
May the hand of a friend always be near you. 
And may God fill your heart with gladness to cheer you. 
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Scared of Storms  
One summer evening during a violent thunderstorm a mother was tucking her small boy into bed.  She was 
about to turn off the light when he asked with a tremor in his voice, 
"Mommy, will you sleep with me tonight?"  The mother smiled and gave him a reassuring hug.  
"I can't dear," she said.  "I have to sleep in Daddy's room." A long silence was broken at last by his shaky little 
voice: "The big sissy." 

Don’t Tell Lies  
 A Minister was walking down the street when he came upon a group of about a dozen boys, all of them between 10 and 12 
years of age. The group had surrounded a dog. Concerned lest the boys were hurting the dog, he went over and asked "What 
are you doing with that dog?" 

One of the boys replied, "This dog is just an old neighborhood stray. We all want him, but only one of us can 
take him home. So we've decided that whichever one of us can tell the biggest lie will get to keep the dog." 

Of course, the reverend was taken aback. "You boys shouldn't be having a contest telling lies!" he exclaimed. 
He then launched into a ten minute sermon against lying, beginning, "Don't you boys know it's a sin to lie," and 
ending with, "Why, when I was your age, I never told a lie." 

There was dead silence for about a minute.  Just as the reverend was beginning to think he'd gotten through to 
them, the smallest boy gave a deep sigh and said, "All right, give him the dog." 

The Millionaire  
At a church meeting a very wealthy man rose to tell the rest of those present about his Christian faith. "I'm a millionaire," he 
said, "and I attribute it all to the rich blessings of God in my life. I remember that turning point in my faith. I had just earned my 
first dollar and I went to a church meeting that night. The speaker was a missionary who told about his work. I knew that I only 
had a dollar bill and had to either give it all to God's work or nothing at all. So at that moment I decided to give 
my whole dollar to God. I believe that God blessed that decision, and that is why I am a rich man today." 

He finished and there was an awed silence at his testimony as he moved toward his seat. As he sat down a little 
old lady sitting in the same pew leaned over and said to him: "I dare you to do it again." 

Pope John Paul II Speaks to Youth 
     Week Eleven Clothe yourselves with love... (Colossians 3:14) 
"God is love; every person is loved by God, who exp ects to be welcomed and loved by each one."  --Pope 

John Paul II, World Youth Day XII 

Think About That 
God expects you to welcome and love him! Why? Because God is love and God loves you! Love is God's gift to 

us. It is because of his love that we are capable of loving others and being loved by others. 

Take Action 
What is one thing you can do this week to show that you love God? Maybe you can help out around the house in a special way? 

Maybe you can talk to someone at school who doesn't have a lot of friends? Maybe you can tell your mom or dad that you love 

them and thank them for their love? 

Say A Prayer   
Dear God, help me to love you. Thank you for loving me first so that I can love others. 
 

Did You Know?      
As a young man, Pope John Paul II enjoyed athletics, philosophy, poetry, and drama. 
 

Taken from...My Dear Young Friends: Pope John Paul II Speaks to Youth on Life, Love, and Courage 

My Dear Young Friends, a collection of fifty-two weekly reflections on living in the Spirit, invites young people to read and act on Pope 

John Paul II's inspiring addresses to young people gathered at annual World Youth Day celebrations. Please visit www.smp.org  for more 

information from the publisher, Saint Mary's Press.  FOUND ONLINE AT:http://www.youthapostles.com 

 - On the Lighter Side -  
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carded / 2 Tbsp. lemon juice, / 1 cup 
Kraft Mozzarella Shreds  /  1/2 cup 
chopped green onions  

• 2 cans (170 g each) tuna, drained, 
flaked /  2 Tbsp. sweet pickle relish, /  
1 cup Kraft Double Cheddar Shreds / 
1/2 cup shredded carrots  

• 2 cans (106 g each) tiny cooked 
shrimp, drained  /   2 Tbsp. Kraft 
BarBQ Sauce /   1/2 cup finely 
chopped green peppers  

Directions  
Then follow our 3 simple steps:  

 1  MIX stuffing mix, water, dress-
ing, fish, add-ins and vegetables. 
Cover and refrigerate 10 min.  

Prep: 5 min  

Ready In: 23 min   

Serves: 4   

Ingredients    
Take 1 pkg. (120 g) Stove Top Stuff-
ing Mix, 3/4 cup water and 1/4 cup 
Miracle Whip Dressing and mix & 
match your recipe from these       
options... 

fish options / add-in choices / vegeta-
ble possibilities  

• 2 cans (120 g each) crabmeat, 
drained, flaked /  2 Tbsp. Kraft 
Tartar Sauce /  1/2 cup finely 
chopped celery  

• 2 cans (213 g each) salmon, 
drained, skin and bones dis-

 2  HEAT large nonstick skillet 
sprayed with cooking spray on    me-
dium heat. Shape 1/2 cupfuls of the 
stuffing mixture into patties; add to 
skillet in batches.  

3  COOK 3 min. on each side or until 
golden brown on both sides, turning 
over carefully.  

Enjoy!  

~ From the Chancery Pantry ~ Lenten Meals ~ Fish Cakes 
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The Welcome HomeThe Welcome HomeThe Welcome HomeThe Welcome Home    
----a Mission of St. Alphonsusa Mission of St. Alphonsusa Mission of St. Alphonsusa Mission of St. Alphonsus----    

Each year The Welcome Home invites Catholic young 

adults to give a year of their life to serve God in their 

mission to the poor and abandoned. It is a “time out” to 

discern the path of one’s life and to make a difference in 

someone else’s. If you would like to be a member of next 

year’s Welcome Home community, please contact one of 

the following people for an application form.  

Sure, it’s a house, but look a little closer you will find . . . Sure, it’s a house, but look a little closer you will find . . . Sure, it’s a house, but look a little closer you will find . . . Sure, it’s a house, but look a little closer you will find . . . 

Community Life: Community Life: Community Life: Community Life: Embrace a lifestyle of simplicity, build 

meaningful relationships.  Prayer: Prayer: Prayer: Prayer: the building blocks of a 

faith community. Neighbourhood Ministry: Neighbourhood Ministry: Neighbourhood Ministry: Neighbourhood Ministry: Seeing with the 

eyes of faith the presence of Christ in those in need of 

God’s compassion and love 

Contact:  
Fr. Mike Smolinski, C.Ss.R. (Director) 188 
Euclid Ave, Wpg, MB R2W 2X4 204-946-

5352 or whome01@mts.net 

or 

Michelle Thiessen (Ministry Coordinator) 250 Jefferson Ave, 
Wpg, MB R2V 0M6 204-338-6823 or ukryvm@mts.net 

God calls us to share our gifts . . . God calls us to share our gifts . . . God calls us to share our gifts . . . God calls us to share our gifts . . . 

“Will you share yours?”“Will you share yours?”“Will you share yours?”“Will you share yours?”    

    
 

 

 

Come and join the Redemptorists in a 2 week journey 
of faith, community and fellowship May 10-25, 2007 
at The Welcome Home, Winnipeg, MB. Learn what it 
really means to serve. Young adults ages 18-35 are 
invited to examine their relationship with Christ, learn 
about the Ukrainian Redemptorists and find out what 
it means to serve the poor and most abandoned.  

Experience: 

-Prayer & Spirituality 

-Living in Commu-
nity 

-Service to Others 

-Weekend Retreat 

 

To request an             
application, contact:                                       Michelle 
Thiessen, Young Adult Ministry Coordinator at 338-
6823 or email ukryvm@mts.net. 

Application Deadline: April 2, 2007 

S.E.R.V.E.  2002 
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"There are those who are so scrupulously afraid of doing wrong 
that they seldom venture to do anything." Vauvenagrues 

The trouble with being a leader today is 
that you can’t be sure whether people are 

following you or chasing you." 

Youth Workers & Parents  ~   Youth Workers & Parents  ~   Youth Workers & Parents  ~   Youth Workers & Parents  ~   Five Finger Prayer 

By Anonymous       Posted January 27, 2005 

1. Your thumb is nearest to you. So begin your prayers by praying for those closest to you. They are 
the easiest to remember. To pray for our loved ones is, as C. S. Lewis once said, a "sweet duty." 

2. The next finger is the pointing finger. Pray for those who teach, instruct and heal. This includes teachers, 
doctors, and ministers. They need support and wisdom in pointing others in the right direction.                           
Keep them in your prayers. 

3. The next finger is the tallest finger. It reminds us of our leaders. Pray for the prime minister, leaders in            
business and industry, leaders a round the world that make decisions every day that effect so many people and 
especially the school administrators, whose decisions touch so many of our young folks. These people shape 
our nation and guide public opinion. They need God's guidance. 

4. The fourth finger is our ring finger. Surprising to many is the fact that this is our weakest finger; as any piano 
teacher will testify. It should remind us to pray for those who are weak, in trouble or in pain. They need you 
prayers day and night. You cannot pray too much for them. 

5. And lastly comes our little finger; the smallest finger of all. Which is where we should place ourselves in          
relation to God and others. As the Bible says, "The least shall be the greatest among you" Your pinkie should 
remind you to pray for yourself. By the time you have prayed for the other four groups, your own needs will be 
put into proper perspective and you will be able to pray for yourself more effectively. 

     "Keep away from people who try to belittle you r ambitions. Small 
people always do that, but the really great make yo u feel that you, 
too, can become great."  Mark Twain 

Thought for    

the Month! 
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"Many people might become outstanding 
except for their fear of being different." 

Anonymous 

     "People are like stained-glass windows. They 
sparkle and shine when the sun is out, but when the 
darkness sets in, their true beauty is revealed only if 
there is a light from within." Elizabeth Kubler-Ross 

    "The truth is that our finest  
moments, more often than not, 
occur precisely when we are     

uncomfortable, when we’re not 
feeling happy or fulfilled, when 

we’re struggling and searching." 
M. Scott Peck 

St Jude Novena 

May the Sacred Heart of Jesus be adored, 
glorified, loved and preserved throughout 
the world, now and forever.  Sacred Heart 
of Jesus, pray for us, St Jude, Worker of 
Miracles, pray for us, St Jude, Helper of 
the Hopeless, pray for us.  Say 9 times for 
9 days, promise to publish the prayer on 
the 8th or 9th day. M.S. 
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Saint’s CornerSaint’s CornerSaint’s CornerSaint’s Corner    

Note:   

WYD ~ < 500 daysWYD ~ < 500 daysWYD ~ < 500 daysWYD ~ < 500 days    

Tamara Lisowski 
233 Scotia St  

Winnipeg, Manitoba R2V 1V7 

March 17 & April 21 ~   

Ukrainian Park 50th Anniversary 
Reunion planning meeting  

Will be held at noon at the chan-
cery, 233 Scotia.  Please join us if 
you would like to help plan the 
event that will take place on Au-
gust 24-26, 2007.  This event is in 
honor of the 50th Anniversary of 
the Metropolia and is for anyone 
that has ever been a camper or 
counselor at Ukrainian Park Chil-
dren’s Camp or Alter Boy/Children 
of Mary Camp.  

Advisory Board  meeting,1:30pm.  
Please have one member of each 
parish youth or young adult group 
attend this meeting!  

We would love to have you join us!    
       

Young Adults in Action  
Social Evening: Saturday March 3, 
2007, 7:30-10:30pm, 70 Dysart 
Road.  Join us as we head to the St. 
Paul's College Blue Light Coffee 
House, tropical themed! $2 at the 
door and all the cookies, coffee and 
tropical smoothies you want!  

Monday March 12, 2007, 7pm, St. 
Andrew's Ukrainian Catholic 
Church (160 Euclid) Presenter: 
Pregnancy and Family Support Ser-
vices Inc., a non-denominational, 
non-profit, charitable organization 
serving some of Winnipeg's neediest 

families.        Michelle Thiessen 
338-6823/1-877-582-6823 
www.yorktonredemptorists.com 

Fri, March 9 to Sat. March 10  

Youth Lenten Retreat and Fast-a-
thon.  Sister Theresa Slota, SSMI, 
will give a talk on the importance of 
being Ukrainian Catholic as a young 
person. Please see the ad on page 
3 for more info & and to register. 

Saturday, June 16  

End of the year Outdoor Movie 
Night - Looking for a rural location. 

Phone: 204-338-7801 
Fax: 204-339-4006 

New*** Email: youth@archeparchy.ca 

Upcoming Events! 

Emilian Kovch 
Also known as Omeljan Kovc; Emilian Kowacz   
Memorial 25 March  Profile Greek Catholic. Seminarian at Lviv and Rome; graduated from the College of Sergius and Bachus in Rome. Married, and father of six. Ordained in 1911. Worked throughout Galacia, and with Ukrainian           immigrants to Yugoslavia. Chaplain to Ukrainian soldiers fighting the Bolsheviks in 1919. Parish priest in 1922 at  Peremychlyany, a village of 5,000, most of whom were         Jewish. An active priest, he organized pilgrimages and youth groups, and welcomed poor and orphaned children of all faiths into his home.  

When the Nazis invaded Ukraine, they began rounding up Jews. To save them, Father Emilian began baptizing them, and listing them as Christians. The Nazis were wise to this trick, and had prohibited it. Emilian continued, but was              arrested by the Gestapo in December 1942. Deported to the Majdanek                  concentration camp in August 1943. There he minstered to prisoners, hearing confessions, and celebrating Mass when possible. Martyred in the ovens.  Recognized on 9 September 1999 as a Righteous Ukrainian by the Jewish Council of Ukraine.  Born 20 August 1884 near Kosiv, Ukraine  
Died gassed and burned in the ovens of the Majdanek Nazi death camp on 25 March 1944  Venerated 24 April 2001 by Pope John Paul II  
Beatified 27 June 2001 by Pope John Paul II at Ukraine Canonized pending  With the exception of Heaven, this is the only place I wish to be. Here we are all the same: Poles, Jews, Ukrainians, Russians. I am the only priest. When I celebrate the Liturgy, they pray for all, each one in his own language. Doesn't God understand all languages? - Father Kovtch in a letter from the                      concentration camp to his children  Yesterday, fifty prisoners were               executed. If I wasn't here, who would help them endure a moment like that? What more could I ask the Lord? Don't worry about me. Rejoice with me! -         Father Kovtch in a letter from the concentration camp to his children  

UCY/UCYA Winnipeg 

UCY/UCYA 

We’re on the Web! 

www.archeparchy.ca 

WYD 2008 ~ Australia 

For those interested in going to 
WYD 08, we will meet on      

Sunday, Feb. 25/07 at 1:30pm.  
Our meeting place will again be 

600 Cathedral Ave.  We will        
discuss fundraising some          
more and pray together. 
Fr. Mike Smolinski, CSsR                          

& Sr. Darleane Pelechaty, SSMI 

If you have any Upcoming Events for 
April  that you would like posted, please 

send them to the UCY office by    
March 15  to be in the next edition. 

If there are any questions regarding 
this information, please contact       
~Tamara Lisowski @ 338-7801                    

(Monday-Thursday, 10am-3pm)~                      

To change info, 

subscribe or    

unsubscribe        

contact: 
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