
 

Dear Member of Sacred Heart Church, 

        I knew about Ukraine from as far back as I remember because our 

mother taught us that her side of the family was Ukrainian and her family 

line went back to Kiev.  Hanging on the walls of our home were various 

icons and Byzantine crucifixes with the two additional cross-pieces.  

Stories, traditions, meals and music that she told us about and brought into 

our lives somehow always connected us to that distant place and faraway 
people.  As a child, I always imagined Kiev as a wondrous city, mystical and 

mysterious, filled with humble, hard-working souls very much like my own 

relatives.  I pictured the streets lined with beautiful shops and stores, 

taverns and bakeries, the smell of fresh bread and fine pastries filling the 

area outside and beckoning all to come inside and taste.  There were warm, 

welcoming homes where families would gather on everydays and holydays 

to remember and dream and give thanks.  I would picture joyful 

celebrations as a sister took her place at the piano and the grandfather 

would pick up the fiddle for an evening of joyful music and dancing.  Of 

course, there was the Church, the House of God, the fragrance of incense 

and candle wax, the singing of the choir, the prayers of the faithful ever-

present.  When pictures of the current Kiev began to appear a few weeks 

ago on TV, it was very much different – grand and glorious, large and 

luminous – so impressive.  Yet, the people were still the same – humble, 

courageous, faithful, loving, still reminding me of family.                                                                                                                              

        The images of Kiev today are heart-breaking – burnt, broken buildings, 

abandoned vehicles, and empty streets.  Yet, down below in the basements 

and the subways and the long deep corridors are the same people I 

recognize – keeping watch, keeping safe, keeping faith – people singing and 

praying, children playing and laughing,  all of them dreaming and hoping.  

They inspire and encourage me, inviting me to go with them through Lent, 

through the barren desert, through the Passion to the glorious light of 

Easter to share the traditional greeting with all who believe: 

“Khrystos Voskres”! “Voistyno Voskres”!  Christ is Risen! Truly He is Risen! 

May Our Blessed Mother watch over all her children and keep them safe.  

 

Father John 

 

 


