| would like to thank the members of the League of Ukrainian
Catholics and the Mothers in Prayer for this opportunity for me to speak
on the theme of “A Time to Heal”.

In Chapter 3 of the Book of Ecclesiastes in the Old Testament we
read the following God-inspired words, words that have soothed and
supported so many people living through difficult times down through
the centuries:

“For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter
under heaven: a time to be born and a time to die; a time to plant and a
time to gather; a time to kill and a time to heal; a time to break down and
a time to build up; a time to weep and a time to laugh; a time to mourn
and a time to dance; a time to embrace and a time to release; a time to
seek and a time to lose; a time to keep and a time to throw away; a time
to tear and a time to sew; a time to keep silence and a time to speak; a
time to love and a time to hate; a time for war and a time to make
peace.” (Eccl. 3:1-11)

These words seem to have the power of speaking to something
deep within each of us; they have become familiar to Christians and
non-Christians alike and have even been incorporated into the lyrics of
contemporary songs. “For everything there is a season, and a time for
every matter under heaven.”

For those of us living in 2020, this is a season like no other any of
us has ever experienced before, and the words of Ecclesiastes seems to
strike the emotional center of our being and pulls us to reflect upon the
question: “What times have | experienced during this season when our
world has been so ravaged by the coronavirus pandemic?

Everyone has lived through their own experience these past
months, but for me, | think it began as a time to tend to myself, in a
sense, a time to plant. As the global pandemic spread, the parish
visitations, meetings, missions and retreats and the flights and travel
time needed to fulfill them, that were filling up my calendar,
miraculously melted away like dew in the morning sun and I was forced,
along with everyone else, to stay home and shelter in place.

At first, it felt almost like a gift. It was as if | had been granted a
sabbatical. The days opened up before me with no appointments to fill



them, and | managed to make use of at least some of the time to tend to
myself through prayer, reading, physical exercise and relaxation, and |
found that I didn’t miss the travel or the meetings in the least and |
relished the quiet evenings and the refreshing decrease in the volume
and velocity of my life.

But then gradually the season became for me a time to grieve,
especially as the pandemic began to take its relentless toll. The New
York area was so devastatingly hit that it can be truly said that there is
no one living the Tri-State area who was not personally affected.
Everyone was either themselves sickened or knows of someone who was
very ill or passed away as a result of COVID-19 during the past six
months. Many others have seen their jobs disappear and their businesses
crumble.

And as time went on, and Easter came and went, it became very
apparent that our lives would not be returning to any semblance of
normality anytime soon. Social distancing and mask wearing would
now be a way of life for the foreseeable future. Face-to-face gatherings
would be the exception rather than the rule. All of the many eparchial
summer parish festivals were cancelled, the children’s camps were
closed, travel to Ukraine and anywhere else was made impossible. And
| began to notice within myself a profound sense of loss and grief at the
radical change in life that had been imposed us from without, and had
prevented us from meeting and interacting with each other and had
caused so much suffering. What was at first, something of a novelty,
had become a burden.

We humans are social, gregarious beings, and when the possibility
of interacting has been taken from us, we feel the loss, we feel
resentment and we grieve. These have been my own personal
experiences during the past months, which, though unique to me, are
shared by many of you, | think.

Now, although the pandemic promises to remain a threatening
cloud hovering over us for some to come, | think we are entering a new
season, a new time: a time to heal. And the wisdom of Ecclesiastes can
help us in our healing process because these sacred writings remind us
that it is God who guides the events of our lives and that there is a gift



from God hidden in every season, in every time, even the most difficult.
The transience of the time we live and the transitions we undergo in our
lifetime are reminders that, only God is timeless and eternal and it is He
who has placed the longing for the eternal in our hearts. As Ecclesiastes
tells us: “God has made everything appropriate to its time, and has put
the timeless into their hearts.” (Eccl. 3:11)

This is a great mystery, but God, in his benevolence, has allowed
us to see a reflection of the truth of this in many ways, one of which is in
the evolving cycle of the seasons - winter, spring, summer, and autumn,
And | think autumn, of all the seasons, into which we are entering now,
speaks to the place in our hearts where we find ourselves at the present
moment.

Autumn is the season of reaping and gathering and for enjoying the
fruits of the harvest. But it is also the season of the passing of the
natural world around us. Everything that was lush and green and
growing in the spring and summer, now gradually turns brown, withers,
dies and returns to the earth.

However, when observed from the wider context of the cycle of
the seasons, we see that autumn is also a time of renewal and preparation
for new life. The wheat that is sown in September, the seeds and bulbs
which are covered with earth and snow through the winter will burst
forth in the spring and blossom and give their fruit.

So it is in our spiritual lives as well. We can be living through a
spiritual “autumn” - a time of dying, a time of transition, as we are now,
but it is also a time of renewal, with something ending and something
else beginning. The spiritual season of autumn can be a time of loss,
accompanied by a sense of grief and emptiness, but it can also be a time
for a fresh start, a time of a hidden preparation for something new
opportunities that we cannot yet see or imagine. Just like those tulip
bulbs which we place deep into the earth in October. If we have
patience and hope, we will see them turn into a miracle of beauty in
May.

My dear brothers and sisters in the Lord! We are all grieving now,
understandably so. We grieve for the way of life we enjoyed and
thought unchangeable, which has been suddenly snatched from us. We



grieve for the loss of mutual interaction for the opportunity of touching
and speaking with others face to face at our places of work, in school
and in our parish communities. We grieve for the loss of our livelihoods
and the dignity of work. We grieve for the loss of the ability of traveling
beyond the borders of our country or even our state. And we grieve for
our friends and relatives, brothers and sisters, fathers and mothers who
have been taken from us.

But | ask you to believe that our sorrow will turn to joy just as sure
as the tulip bulbs buried in the ground in autumn, will grow and bloom
in spring; just as sure as the wheat, sown in September, will rise and be
harvested in June just as sure as the cycle of seasons change. God will
open new opportunities, new horizons for us, his children.

Jlopori B Xpucrti! A pagui 10 Maro 1110 MOXXJIMBICTb CbOTO/HI
OyTH 3 BaMHU i NOJAIJIUTUCA 3 BAMU AeIKWUMH CBOIMU JyMKaMH PO
Jiap boxkoro 311iJ1eHHS, 0COGJIMBO B el BaXXKWUH /1 BCiX HAcC 4ac.

HapeuuTi nepectynu/iv My, micad AOBTOrO i Jy»e rapsa4oro
JIiTa, B oCiHb. OCiHb, Ile MOs yJ/1t00JieHa Mopa POKy; HeMa Hidoro
NPHUEMHIILIOTO K “30J10Ta OCiHb”, KOJIW JHI 11le TEIJIi, ajie BXKe He
rapddyi, a HoYi X0JIOZiHi, aJjie e He 3UMHI.

['ociogb 3aBXk /v 4,0 HAC IpoMoBJIA€e. [IpoMoBJIS€ 10 HAC Yyepes
yci Horo coTBopeHHs, i Tex 4epes Mopu poKy, i ToMy AyMatlo, 110
MO>KHa CKa3aTH, 1110 € TaKa '0JIlyXOTBOPEHICTb OCeHi”, € B Hil
JIyXOBHA HAyKa, IKy MO>KeMO 30arHyTH, CHOCTepiraroyu y 1ik nopi
POKY IIpUpoay.

O4yeBHHO HaM, 1110 B OCEHI € IOMITHe 3MaraHH4 MOMIXK
CBITJIOM 1 TeMpABOYO. [lOBIi JIITHI HI NOBIJILHO NEepPexXoAATh Ha
KOPOTKIi 3UMOBI /iHi, a CBiTJIO i TeEMpsiBa HiOU BOIOIOTh MixXK CO6010.
Lle mopa poKy, KOJI ACHI TOAUHU JEHHOT'0 CBiTJIa 1 YOPHI TOAUHU
TeMPABU HOYI pIBHAIOTHCA. Y [IbOMY IOPi HEMA IOMIXK HUMU
nepeMoxiB. [lesiKi HI TemJi, AK OyBae€ JIiTOM, iHIIIi XOJI0/IHI, IK
oyBae 3uMo10. OCiHb - Ile MOCTilHe 3MaraHHs MOMiX JIiTOM i
3UMOIO.



Mu MoKeMo CKa3aTH 1110 1[e Ce30HOBe 3MaraHHs MOMiX
CBITJIOM i TEMPSIBOIO BiZJ0OYBAETHCS TEXK Y HAIIMX OCOOMCTUX OCEHAX
- Yy HalllUX BHYTPILIHIX, YXOBHUX 3MaraHHAX, A4Ki 4ac 10 4acy
nepeXxMBaEMO. KoM YUTAEMO OMHUCH XKUTTS JEIKHUX 3 BU3HAYHUX
CBSITHX, 3[JAEMO COOI CIIpPaBYy 3 TOTO, 1110 BOHU TEX MepeKUBaIn
JlTAaHUU Yac AyLIeBHOI TEMPABHU, KOJIU bor BUjaBaBCcA IM JlajleKUy, a
IXHE MOJIMTOBHE XUTTA 3/1aBaJIOCHd BaKKe | He3aJl0BiJibHEe. 3HAEMO
3 1i MMcaHb, 1o HaBiTb MaTu Tepeca 3 KosikaTu - Bxke cBATa Tepeca,
nepexkrBaJsia OypeBil AylieBHOI TEMPSABH, 40 TOI MipH 1110 HABITh
CyMHiBaJsiacs Npo iCHyBaHHs camoro bora. AJie BOHa, fIK i iHIII
CBSITI, HamoJiAAraJ1a y AyLIeBHUX 3MaraHHAX | He monajasa y Bigdau.
[Ilo Te Bce HaM rOBOPUTH?

Ile roBOpuUTH MpO T€, 110, Y BaXkKi, HABITH HAMUCKJIAHIIII Yacu
HAILIOT0 KUTTS, HAMPUKIIAJ, 3apa3, y 1ed yac nma"aeMii, MU MOKEMO
HABUMTUCS TEPIIHHIO 1 SIK CIIOKIMTHO YeKaTH, MOKU bor He cTaHe isTu y
HAIIOMY YKHUTTI.

Mu MOXKEeMO HAaBUMTHCS TEPIICIMBOCTI B/l IPUKIAAy CBITHX, K
TEX BI1Jl HALIOTO CIIOCTEPEKEHHS 3MIHIMBOI OCIHHBOI pupoau. OCiHHI
JTH1 CTaIOTh KOPOTIII, XOJIOHIII, TEMHIII; 3MOKE€ HaM BUJABaTUCS, 1110
3UMa MEePEMOIKE, aJie 3HAEMO, 110 3 YaCOM, 3UMa T€X MUHE 1 3HOBY
npuiize BecHa. Tak caMo, K10 OyJ1IeMO CHIBHI 1 HE mijgaMocs, OypeBis
y HaIIOMy JYXOBHOMY >KUTTI MUHE, 1 TEIJI0 B0OXO0i MPUCYTHOCTI
OCBITUTh Hac 3HOBY. B0  0011gB HaMm 1110 OyJe 3 HaMu JI0 KIHIIA BIKY.

Kosin Mu iymaeMo npo oCiHb, MU [YMA€EMO MPO ONaJlaHHS
JIUCT 3 fiepeB. OCiHb - IpeKpacHa nopa poky. JINCTS NOBiIJIbHO
3MIHIOETHCH BiJl 3€JIEHOTO 10 YKOBTOI'0, OPAH>XEBOr0 Ta YEPBOHOTO,
a MOTiM MOBIJIbHO NPOTSArOM 6araThboX /IHIB NaJla€ Ha 3eMJIIO.

bayumo B IbOMY K OCiHHA IOpa POKY BUAMMO 1 JIaTiJHO Ja€
HaM NMPUKJIAJ, i ABHO IPOCUTD HAC “IyCTUTH  BCe, 1110 HAC 3aTPUMYE
Bi/l CIPaB>XXHbBOT'0 IYXOBHOT'O PO3BUTKY: MPUKPIMJIEHHS 10 MaKlHa,
00pa3u, HeCIIPOMO>KHICTh MPOLIATHA MPOBUHY, | OaXKaHHS
IIOMCTUTHUCH.

OciHb Tex JlonoMarae HaM Kpallle 3p03yMiTH Hallly KPUXKICTh
Ta KOPOTKO TPUBAJIICTh HAIIIOTO XXUTTS, I lIoIOMarae noroguTuUcA 3i



CMepTIo B yCiX ii popmax. 3esieHa TpaBa, KBiTH, Ta JIUCTS SKi OyJU
TaKl ACKpaBi Ta »KUB1 HelaBHO TOMY, Ternep Cyxi Ta 3aBMUPAIOTh.

Ane, mocTepirarouyd npupoay, 6a4uMmo, 10 CMePTh JIUIII
nepexiz, ABepi AKI NpoBaAATb A0 BiApo»KeHHS. 3i ClIoCTepexKeHHs
NPUPOLU IEPEKOHYEMOCH, 1110 Te L0 TMHE B OCEHi, BIAPOAXKYEThCA
Ha BecHy. Te 1m0 6a4uMo Kpyrom cebe B OCEHi, € CHMBOJIOM HAllIO]
CMepTi Ta BOCKpeCiHHA. XpUCTOC CaM TOBOPUTH NP0 3€PHO MIIeHUILi
sIKe MyCUTb BMEPTHU Ta OYTHU OXOBaHe y 3eMJII0, 11100 Bigpoauocs.

Tak 110, OCIHHS MOpa MOBYAa€ HAC NPO Pi3UYHY CMEPTH, KA
KO>XHOTO 3 HaC YeKag, ajie OCIHb TeX J0Ka3ye NP0 HEMUHYYICTh
II0/IEHHO] OBIJIbHOI CMePTI AJIfl TOTO, 1100 3pOCTAaTH Y JYXOBHOMY
>KUTTIi. [IOBUHHI MM IUTATUCS cebe KOXXHOT'0 PaHKY KOJIM BCTAEMO:
[Ifo cTpuMy€e MeHe y IYXOBHOMY PO3BUTKY? AKi HEJO/IKHA MOXKYTh
CbOT'0/IHI B MeHi 3aBMePTH, 11100 5 Mir BipoaUTHCA Yy XpUCTi? €
6araTto. MycMmo TiJIbKM HaJ, HUMH PO3JyMYBaTHCH.

[lepexkuBaro4u 1l npeKpacHi OCiHHI JiHi, fopoTi B XpUCTI,
CcTaparMocd o4yyTHu roJsioc 'ocnoga bora aKu NpoMoOBJISIE 10 HAC
NPUKJIAJOM NIepeMiHHOCTI Yy mopax poKy. bo 3akukas XpUCTOC:
“XTo Ma€e Byxa, Hexau ciayxae.” [ MU MOXeMo JIo[aTH: XTO Ma€E 0Yi,
11100 MOTJISHYTH Ha OLI0 YyA0BY MNPUPO/Iy HABKOJIO HAC, HEXaH
6a4uThb i po3yMie€ 1110 X04e HaM cka3aTu bor. (MT. 11:15)

1 0c0610BO MOJIMTUMYCH PO Te, 100 LEX KOPOTKE
pO3AyMYyBaHHA AOMOMOTJIO YCIM HaM 3p03yMiTH, 1o bor cnpasai
KPOKY€E 3 HAMU Y KOXXHY MUTb HAILIOr'0 )KUTTH, BYOPa, CbOrOJHI Ta
3aBxau. Lle Tou bor, SIKHUl 3aCIOKOI0€, BTilIa€ i 311iJ1l0€ HAC. 3aBX AU
po Lie MaM’'siTauTe.

- St. Basil Seminary, recorded: 3/10/20



