
	
	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  

Southbridge, Massachusetts 
www.saintmichaelorthodox.com 

July 2017 

Liturgical Schedule 
 
Sunday 
8:30am Matins 
9:30am Divine Liturgy 

 
 
Saturday 
8:30am Divine Liturgy  
6:00pm Vespers 
 
 Look	 at	 calendar	 at	 end	 for	 full	
schedule	of	services	for	this	month	

Visit the website and subscribe to have 
the monthly bulletin emailed to you! 

The Glorious Prophet Elias 
 

A man who saw God, a wonderworker and zealot for faith in God, 
Elias was of the tribe of Aaron, from the city of Tishba, whence he 
was known as  "the Tishbite."  When Elias was born, his father Sabah 
saw angels of God around the child, swaddling it with fire and feeding 
it with flames.  This was a foreshadowing of Elias’ fiery character and 
his God-given fiery powers.  He spent his whole youth in prayer and 
meditation, withdrawing often to the desert to ponder and pray in 
tranquility.   
The prophet Elias came into the greatest conflict with the Israelite 
king, Ahab, and his evil wife Jezebel, for they worshipped idols and 
turned the people from the service of the one, living God.  On top of 
this, Jezebel, being a Syrian, persuaded her husband to build a temple 
to the Syrian god, Baal, and appointed many priests to the service of 
this false god.  Elias performed  many miracles by the power of God: 
he closed the heavens, that no rain should fall for three years and six 
months; called down fire from heaven to consume the sacrifice to his 
God, while the priests of Baal were unable to do this; brought rain 
from the heavens at his prayers; miraculously multiplied corn and oil 
in the widow’s house at Zarephath, and restored her dead son to life; 
prophesied to Ahab that the dogs would lick up his blood, and to 
Jezebel that the dogs would devour her--which came to pass; and 
performed many other miracles and foretold many events.   
He talked with God on Horeb, and heard His voice in the calm after 
the great wind.  At the time of his death, he took Elisha and appointed 
him his heir as a prophet; he parted the Jordan with his mantle and 
was finally borne to heaven in a fiery chariot drawn by fiery 
horses.  He appeared, together with Moses, to our Lord Jesus Christ 
on Mount Tabor at the Transfiguration.  At the end of the world, Elias 
will appear again, to break the power of the antichrist (Rev. 11). 
 

Feast Days 
 
July 1st St. Cosma & Damian 
8:30am Divine Liturgy 

 
July 11th-12th St. Paisios the Athonite  
Midnight Liturgy  
 
July 15th St. Vladimir 
8:30am Divine Liturgy  
 
July 19th St. Seraphim of Sarov 
8:30am Divine Liturgy  
 
July 20th St. Elias 
8:30am Divine Liturgy  
 
July 22th St. Mary Magdalena 
8:30am Divine Liturgy  
 
July 27th St. Panteleimonos 
8:30am Divine Liturgy  
 



	
	

 
  

Please Pray for our 
Parish Members  
Alexandra Malisory 
Henrietta Panu 
Vasilios 
Nancy Collarzo 
Carol and Paul Porra 
Laureen Smith 

 

Ongoing Church Projects 
 

Need to prepare hall & Church for Festival! 
-Painting porch ceiling 
-Painting church leak stains 
-Clean inside Church 
-Cleaning hall windows 
-Cleaning inside hall 
 

Saint Michael’s Romanian Orthodox Church  
16 Romanian Avenue, Southbridge Massachusetts 01550 

Telephone: (508) 765-5276 
Website: www.StmichaelOrthodox.com 

Email: stmichaelromanianorthodox@gmail.com  
Facebook: St. Michael Orthodox Christian Church 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Clergy 
Fr. John Downie   fr.john_downie71@yahoo.com  

 
 

2017 Ladies Society Committee 
 

President: Alexandra Nasto 
Vice President: Louise Boilard 

Secretary: Debbie Thomo 
Treasurer: Mary Andrea 

2017 Parish Council 
 

President: Spiro Thomo 
Vice President: Luke Yanka 

Secretary: Debby Thomo 
Treasury: Paul Yanka 

 

Parish News & Events 

 
Come and join us 

for our annual 
festival!! There 

will be food, 
drinks, Music, 
Dancing and 
much more!!! 

 
Spread the news 

to friends and 
family!! 

Happy	Birthday!!	
God	Grant	 You	Many	
More	Years!!	
	
Sophia	Penna	July	7th	



	
	

 

~ Prayer Group ~ 
 
There is nothing more powerful than the power of prayer. 
We have started a prayer group for our church, between 
the hours 7-10pm we dedicate those hours in our own 
homes praying the Akatist of The Holy Protection of The 
Holy Theotokos. We pray for family, friends, people in 
need, people who have passed we ask the Theotokos to 
help us. 
 
Everyone is welcomed to participate and join the 
group!! Ask Fr. John for copy of Akatist prayer.  

  

Church Family  
Movie Night 

 
July 21st      7:00pm 

“The Shack” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Come join us for fun, 

popcorn and nice 
movie!! 

 
 

HOLY FIRE FROM JERUSALEM 
 
For the first time in American history (as far as we are 
aware) the Holy Fire has been brought from Jerusalem to 
America. Each Pascha the Patriarch of Jerusalem is 
checked by Jewish and Muslim authorities, enters into the 
tomb of Christ with nothing but his vestments and special 
prayers and awaits the miraculous fire. This has been 
happening for at least a thousand years and can be proven 
historically. Now for the first time this fire has come to 
America, and we have it in our Church.  
 
Anyone who would like to keep the Holy Fire from 
Jerusalem in their homes are welcomed!! 
 
Contact Fr. John for more information 
 
 
 
	



	
	

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
	

	
 
 
 
 

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

 
Movie: Polycarp 

 
Polycarp,	 bishop	 of	 Smyrna	 (2nd	 century)	 is	 a	 Christian	
(protestant)	film	that	presents	church	history	and	biblical	truth	
in	a	way	that	is	educational,	inspirational,	and	real.	
	
The	prominent	themes	in	this	movie	are	love,	courage,	grace,	
and	devotion	to	Christ.	Central	aspects	of	the	Christian	faith	are	
touched	 upon	 such	 as	 prayer,	 trusting	 in	 the	 will	
and	 sovereignty	 of	 God,	 freedom	 in	 Christ,	 dying	 to	 self,	
and	perseverance	in	trial.	The	film	also	offers	an	apologetic	for	
the	existence	of	the	one	true	God.	
	
This	 film	 is	 overflowing	 with	 an	 abundance	
of	Scripture	quotations	and	biblical	principles.	When	the	young	
girl	Anna	is	adopted	and	freed	from	her	slavery,	Polycarp	shares	
with	her	that	as	she	has	been	freed	from	slavery,	Christians	have	
likewise	been	freed	“from	the	bondage	of	sin,	and	through	the	
perfect	love	of	God	have	been	welcomed	into	His	family.”	
	

Photos from the cook-out 
‘s  

~ Movie & Book Corner ~ 



	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

Gas	Heat	Installation	Has	Begun	
				
The	transition	from	electric	to	gas	has	begun	in	the	
parsonage	 apartment	 of	 St.	 Michael	 Church,	 we	
would	 very	much	 appreciate	 it	 if	 everyone	 could	
pitch	 in	 what	 they	 could	 financially	 so	 that	 the	
process	goes	as	smoothly	as	possible.	Using	gas	will	
greatly	reduce	the	heating	bill	and	will	pay	for	itself	
in	just	a	few	years.		
	
Also	the	water	leak	in	the	hall	has	been	fixed.		
	
Thank	you	everyone	again	for	all	the	help.	May	our	
Lord	 and	 Savior	 grant	 each	 of	 us	 peace,	 grace,	
health	and	most	importantly	salvation!	
	
 
	

 
Book: The Christian Orthodox Faith 

 
The	 book	 “The	 Christian	 Orthodox	 Faith”	 archimandrite	
Epiphanios		Hatziyangou	was	recently	published	in	Greece	and	
is	now	available.	It	was	written	with	the	purpose	of	presenting	
the	Orthodox	Christian	faith	in	a	concise	and	simple	way.	It	is	a	
thorough	 catechetical	 work	 that	 relates	 to	 every	 Orthodox	
Christian.	 But	 also	 to	 anyone	 that	 desires	 to	 experience	
Orthodoxy.	
	It	 is	 a	 summary	 of	 a	 series	 of	 about	 100	 homilies	 about	 the	
Symbol	 of	 Faith.	These	homilies,	which	are	available	 in	audio	
form	on	the	internet,	were	based	on	the,	“Catechism”	of	Saint	
Cyrill	of	Jerusalem,	the	“Exact	Edition	of	the	Orthodox	Faith”	of	
Saint	John	of	Damascus,	the	“Eortodromion”	of	Saint	Nikoidmos	
the	 of	 Holy	 Mountain,	 “The	 foundations	 of	 the	 Faith”	 of	
Konstandinos	Kallinikos,	and	other	works	of	contemporary	great	
theologians,	 such	 as	 the	 father	 Anthony	 Alevizopoulos	 of	
blessed	memory.		
The	 author,	 who	 has	 traveled	 many	 times	 to	 Africa	 for	
missionary	work,	and	for	offering	medical	assistance,	and	who	
knows	very	well	the	problems	and	the	needs	that	exist	there,	
decided	to	dedicate	all	proceeds	from	the	sale	of	this	book	to	
Orthodox	missionary	work,	in	Africa,	Asia,	etc..	Therefore,	you	
will	benefit	from	this	book	in	more	than	one	way.	
	

$10 donation  
Proceeds go to missionary 

work in Africa 
 

That we must always struggle to uproot 
this "ferocious beast" 

 
By Papa Demetri 
 
"We must pay close attention to everything we do, 
and struggle to uproot the ferocious beast of egotism 
that eats away at us. Our ego! When it erupts within 
us, we become enraged, we criticize, we make 
demands, we curse, we ridicule and humiliate 
others. It is a beast! This is what impels us to 
criticize. This is what inflates us with the idea that 
we have accomplished great things, that we are 
good, that we possess virtues and thousands of other 
things. The origin of all good things is humility. 
Conversely, the origin of all evils is egotism." -
Warfare against the passions 



	
	

 
	
	
	
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Demon Possession 
 

Afterwards, when the guru had retired and the 
crowd began to break up into smaller groups, 
I decided it was time to leave. So I found the 
Dutch yogi, who was sitting on the lawn, and 
went over to tell him goodbye. I sat next to 
him on the grass, we chatted a bit, and finally 
I told him, “I ‘ll see you again,” and gave him 
a friendly slap on the thigh. With that touch, 
I felt something come out of his body and 
enter my own – it was as though a powerful 
force had engulfed me. He looked at me in 
astonishment and, without saying a word, 
quickly rose and rushed away. I was taken 
aback by both what I felt and by the naked 
yogi’s reaction, but I couldn’t understand 
what had happened to me or with what I had 
come into contact. 
 
I got up and set out for the hotel by foot. It 
was a long walk lasting many hours: I started 
out around four o’clock in the afternoon and 
arrived at midnight. It was a strange walk: I 
felt so energetic and powerful that I wasn’t 
afraid of anyone or anything. As I walked, I 
felt consumed by an arrogant pride, by the 
feeling that I had everyone in my clutches and 
could utterly defeat them. I was superior – an 
indisputable ruler. … 
Such thoughts were soon manifest in action. 
It had grown dark as I entered a dim and 
narrow side street, and, a little over fifty yards  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
in front of me, about ten thugs huddled 
together, apparently plotting to attack me. I 
would have been a convenient victim, but not 
only was I not worried0 I scornfully headed 
straight in their direction. When I was about 
ten yards away, they gathered together and  
came charging towards me with a mute 
ferocity. But I wasn’t afraid for a moment. I 
smiled contemptuously and kept walking 
towards them as the same pace. Soon they 
had surrounded me, within distance – and 
they froze in their tracks. They no longer had 
the guts to fight, pulling back in terror. One 
of them said something derogatory in a 
threatening tone, but when I turned to look at 
him, he fell silent. With a light but 
authoritative shove, I made them stand aside 
and continued on my way. 
Under normal conditions, these hoodlums 
would have pounced on me, beat me, thrown 
me to the ground, kicked and spat on me, and 
taken my money and passport. ..Their faces 
made it obvious that they were violent men 
who had committed such crimes in the past. 
Yet they had seen something in my face that 
terrified them and brought them to their 
knees…All that I knew was that I had the 
guru’s power, which I had received from the 
Dutch yogi when I left him. 
 

 
 
 

The Gurus, the Young Man and Elder Paisios,  
by Dionysios Farasiotis  

(booked presented in the May Monthly bulletin) 
Elder Paisios   (1924-1994) was one of the greatest and most revered elders of the Orthodox Church in 
the twentieth century. An inheritor and conveyer of the ascetic ethos and dogmatic consciousness of 
the Holy Apostles and Holy Fathers, he lived the monastic life in obscurity on the Holy Mountain of 
Athos in northern Greece but became a beacon of true life in Christ to faithful throughout the world. 
He committed himself entirely into the hands of God and God in turn gave him as a light and guide to 
all who seek the Truth and salvation. 
 



	
	

 
A demon, an angel, and the Most 

Pure Virgin 
 
After spending a few days with family and 
friends, I went to the Holy Mountain, where 
my sensation of being powerful was 
gradually altered into a lack of sensation 
altogether. I felt odd merely approaching 
Mount Athos. The spiritual atmosphere 
surrounding the Holy Mountain disturbed 
me, making me feel afflicted and numb. My 
encounters with the monks I knew there were 
also strange. ..they would happily come to 
meet me when they saw me from a distance, 
but, as soon as they came near, they would 
appear ill at ease and not be so 
enthusiastically welcoming. 
It’s not that they became 
cold-hearted, but they seemed 
cautious. They would speak 
briefly with me and quickly 
depart. Their behavior 
puzzled and distressed me, 
but in the end I wasn’t very 
concerned about it, because I 
had really come to see Elder 
Paisios. 
When I reached the elder’s 
hut, he was by himself in the 
yard. ..He turned to me , gave 
me a stern look, and 
reproached me: “And what do 
you want here?”. This 
unexpected response knocked 
the wind out of my sail. I 
thought “where will I go now, if he drives me 
away?.. He had always welcomed me 
warmly, kissing me, embracing me, and 
speaking to me with kindness. I couldn’t 
understand why he now gave me this kind of 
reception. I didn’t say anything. 
In the end, he felt sorry for me and softened 
up. “All right come on in for a moment and 
we\ll see what we can do now”. 
“So, why did you get a haircut? He teased me. 
“Did you join the army?” 
“No elder| I smiled. “I went to India. Did you 
know?” 

“Silly boy, do you think I wouldn’t know 
that?” 
:I wrote you a letter and I wanted to send it to 
you, but I lost it.” 
“It doesn’t matter, I got it anyway.” 
The elder had again opened up his embrace 
to me…The elder asked me, “Where are you 
going to stay now?” I’ll go to father 
Christos”. “Okay, he replied, “come back in 
three days.” I started to get up when he told 
me to sit down, so that he could bring me a 
“gun”. He returned smiling, with a thirty-
three-knot prayer rope in his hand. “This 
shoots spiritual bullets that’ll frighten away 
the devil so he won’t come near you. Take it 

with you: you might need it.” 
As I went out the gate, he 
grabbed the hat I was 
wearing, made the sign of the 
Cross over it, and put it back 
on me. He laughed, saying, 
“You’ll need to have a 
helmet, so the evil one won’t 
bother you with his harmful 
thoughts.” 
…I went to father Christos, 
with whom I had stayed 
before. He let me stay as a 
guest for several days, 
although he also seemed 
uneasy and reserved. One 
day I asked him, “Elder, will 
you keep me as a novice? He 
answered, “My child, what 
am I do with you, with all of 
those demons surrounding 

you?” I didn’t understand what he was 
talking about. Of course I felt strange, but I 
attributed that to the powerful experiences I 
had gone through. 
…When I arrived at the elder’s cell, I didn’t 
find any other visitors, on account of the rain 
and the time of year….In a short while, the 
bell rang, and the elder went to open the 
gate….I was amazed by the visitor’s devout 
attitude towards the elder, and especially by 
the way he humbled himself at his feet. 
After the elder had treated the gentleman to 
the traditional Athonite welcome of a sweet 



	
	

 
and a glass of water, we exchanged some 
small talk, and then the elder asked me to go 
into the next room, where his chapel was 
located, in order to give the gentleman 
privacy to say whatever he had on his 
mind….Then in the twinkling of an eye, 
everything in the chapel become radiant – it 
was as though light were emanating from 
everything in the chapel, even the walls. I 
could see the same powerful light shining 
outside of the window, even though it was 
cloudy and dreary day. I had obtained another 
sense, like a blind man who suddenly 
acquires perfect sight. The light made 
everything I could, both in the chapel and 
through the window, sharp and extremely 
clear. As I continue to look through the 
window, I saw a small white light, cloud-
like, without any particular contour or 
shape, producing a radiance as 
brilliant as lightning and as clear 
as crystal. The light was 
immaterial yet personal, 
unrestricted by space, and it 
moved rapidly, circling around the cell. 
This entity full of light made my soul feel 
calm and peaceful, full of assurance and 
free of every fear. It brought with it a 
tremendous festal joy, but a joy that was 
nevertheless quite sober…It made me 
feel especially peaceful…I waited quietly, 
and after a short while the elder came in, 
having finished his conversation with the 
visitor. I turned to him and calmly said, 
“Elder, I saw an angel.”. He carefully looked 
me in the face and peered into my eyes, as 
though he were searching for some kind of 
sign, and he calmly responded, ’Oh, hmm, 
very well. Let’s go inside.”…He began to tell 
us some yarn, embellished with humorous 
anecdotes. The visitor was sitting with the 
elder ona bench, whule I was sitting across 
from them, on a three stump… 
So the elder began:” Once, a certain man 
went far away to hmmm…,” At this point, the 
elder seemed to struggle to recall the name of 
the country, and then, apparently pleased 
with himself, continued, “Let’s say he went 
to Pakistan.”. At this point he looked me 

straight in the eye. “He got into a real fix over 
there. They smudged some ashes on his 
forehead.”. I bit my lip as I recalled how the 
yogi disciple of Babaji had put a dot from the 
burnt sacrifice between my eyes….I soon 
realized that he was talking about me, though 
in such a way that the visitor wouldn’t realize 
it. 
By now, a strange feeling had come over me. 
Something within me was reacting negatively 
to what being said, making me feel disturbed 
and upset. At this point, the elder turned to 
me and said, “Over there, the devil bothered 
this fellow, but he would say the Jesus Prayer 
and not give the devil any rest.” I understood 
the elder’s message, and began to say the 
prayer with my mind: “Lord Jesus Christ, 
have mercy on me”. U no longer paid 

attention to the elder’s account, but turned 
my mind towards the prayer. As the 

elder continued, he turned towards 
me, and, as though he were saying 
a line from his story, he said, 
“Come out of this man, thou 

unclean spirit!” The elder then immediately 
continued the story while holding on to the 
visitor by the wrist. A short while later, he 
again looked at me, again as though he were 
relating a part of the story, and repeated, 

“Come out of this man, thou unclean 
spirit!” 
The elder’s face shone with a mystic 
radiance, hidden, but which I was 
nonetheless able to perceive. He was quite 
serious, and the look in his eyes betrayed the 
hidden glory of his soul. I rarely saw this 
particular look, and it revealed that I wasn’t 
dealing with an average person, but someone 
qualitatively more magnificent. Indeed, the 
look in his eyes and the expression on his face 
revealed unknown dimensions of human 
nature. I continued to say the Jesus Prayer, 
now with greater earnest, though I didn’t 
understand the significance of what was 
happening. Then the elder turned to me for a 
third time and said, “Come out of this man, 
thou unclean spirit!” 
That is when I felt some immaterial thing 
being detached and separated from my soul, 



	
	

 

and coming out of me. I felt as though my 
mind and soul had been freed from the 
powerful influence of another spirit, and this 
made me quite aware of my soul as 
something concrete and tangible. Then I 
realized that I had been under a great deal of 
pressure. I could sense the onerous presence 
of the spirit that had come out of me, 
hovering at my left. Even at a distance, its 
dark power burdened my soul. I got up in 
order to get away from it, and took refuge at 
the elder’s feet. 
Within a few moments after the elder’s last 
words and my liberation, the visitor surprised 
me again. He abruptly leapt to his feet and 
began to cry out, in an ecstatic state of 
wonder and amazement, “My Most Pure 
Lady, my Most Pure Lady! Elder. What is 
that fragrance? Elder, “he 
cried with relish, “the Most 
Pure Lady is in our midst!” 
With joy he cried out and 
begged us to go to the 
chapel. I no longer felt the 
fearsome and powerful 
presence of that entity with 
which my soul had been 
burdened. 
…We slowly made our 
way to the chapel. I felt that 
the elder’s prayer, the fruit 
of his pure and guileless 
heart, was the cause of 
these divine visitations, 
and I wanted to thank him. 
So I went to make a prostration before him. 
But that obviously made him ill at ease, for 
he prevented me and said,” Make your 
prostration over there”. And he pointed 
towards the iconostasis, at the icon of the 
Most Pure Virgin…..I replied, “I already 
made a prostration there, earlier.”. “Oh, your 
poor thing listen to me and go and make a 
prostration now.” I could see that he wanted 
me to hurry, so I went. 
 
 
 

The healing of a brain injury 
 

Naturally, after the elder cast out the demon, 
I felt greatly relieved, as though a burden had 
been lifted off me. But, in spite of this 
significant change for the better, I still 
suffered from a continual low-grade 
headache. Some days later, during one of my 
conversations with the elder, I referred to this 
ongoing problem. ..I told him, “Elder, I’m not 
well. They did something to my head.”I 
explained to him that I felt as though the 
tissues in my brain had been damaged, right 
at the center of my skull. I could recall the 
very night that these symptoms began, in the 
ashram of Satyananda in Munger, India. 
While I was asleep, I was mysteriously 
visited, or rather attacked. When I awoke, I 

felt as though someone had scraped 
my brain with sandpaper. 
The elder looked at me tenderly, with 
much loving-kindness. He didn’t say 
a word. He simply stretched out his 
hand and stroked my head, holding his 
hand for a short while near my right 
ear. A gentle power passed through 
his hand to my head, and it flooded my 
soul with a fearless calm and 
courageous peace. Within a few 
seconds, I left the joy of being 
completely well. In fact, it was as if 
the wear and tear of twenty-five years 
had disappeared, and my brain felt as 
young and fresh as it must have on the 
day I emerged from my mother‘s 

womb. 
 
Of course, under normal circumstances, 
someone who had been healed as I had would 
cry aloud, leap for joy, burst into tears, praise 
God, or thank the elder. But I wasn’t taken 
aback by this indisputable miracle, because I 
already knew that Christ had adorned the 
elder with divine glory and many gifts: in his 
presence, supernatural phenomena became 
natural. Moreover, his ways were so simple, 
natural, and easy-going that I had come to 
look at such events as completely normal. 



	
	

  
 
  
 
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


