








By Justin Du Bruille

his Spring Break changed my life.

| went on a Real Break trip to Con-

stantinople, one of several destina-
tions selected for mission work by Orthodox
Christian Fellowship. When | told my college
friends about my plans they were baffled.
“You're going to spend your spring break per-
forming manual labor?” they asked. “Well are
they going to pay you?” No, of course not.
The entire concept of a mission trip was be-
yond them. A large group of my friends went
to Acapulco, where they spent their time lying
by the pool and drinking. When my friends
came back, they were different—their skin
was tan, and their hair had highlights from the
sun. But when | came back | was changed.
My transformation was more than skin deep,
however, and will last much longer than a sun
tan. My priorities are different. My perspective
on Orthodoxy is renewed. Thank God | went
on OCF’s Real Break.

The Turkish government condemns
and seizes many buildings in Constantino-
ple each year. One particular church was in
such danger. Our mission was to renovate
and refurbish that church, claiming it for the
glory of God. When we arrived the building
was in a horrible state of disrepair. But our
group worked tirelessly. Despite the 10-
hour time difference, our trip leaders had to
drag us away from our work at the site. It
was clear that we all felt the significance of
our mission.

But the impact of our trip was never
more apparent than when His All Holiness
Ecumenical Patriarch Bartholomew paid us
an impromptu visit. He stopped by our work
site to encourage our group and to show
his appreciation, bringing us chocolates and
refreshments. | thank God that He has ac-
counted me worthy to be a part of something
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that could touch the heart of His All Holiness.
I believe we all felt a sense of closure knowing
that the Patriarch of Constantinople celebrated
Divine Liturgy at the church we restored the
Sunday after we left.

Another surprise visit provided additional
affirmation to our group. On the last day, a lady
from the community stopped by. We found
out later that her son died in that church many
years ago. As she entered the sanctuary, she
made her way around to venerate every single
icon. Then her eyes filled with tears as she
looked up at the [ceiling] and exclaimed in
Greek, “My God, it's beautiful.”

There were moments on the trip where
| echoed that cry, “My God, it's beautiful.”
Our hotel was right across the street from the
Patriarchal church of St. George. Desiring to
make the most of every opportunity, | woke
up early each morning to attend matins. Even
though the words were in Greek, which | do
not understand, the rhythm of the prayers was
exactly the same as | was used to. My heart
understood what was going on.

God used that realization to teach me
a lesson. Upon arriving at Ataturk airport in
Turkey, | made a beeline for the only familiar
thing in sight—Starbucks. I've been drink-
ing Starbucks every day for as long as | can
remember. My attraction to Starbucks is not
the coffee (which is admittedly mediocre) but
rather to the consistency of service. Having
moved around a lot the past few years, I find
comfort in knowing that no matter what city or
country | am in | can find a Starbucks, order
my drink, and it will taste exactly the same.
But how much more have | come to appreci-
ate the consistency of the Orthodox Church.
My heart is comforted knowing that no matter
what city or country | amin, | can seek out an
Orthodox Church and know that the prayers

and the services will be exactly the same.

My heart resonated with the city of Con-
stantinople. There was something familiar
about the churches, the relics and the history
of the city. It was like hearing stories and visit-
ing places from my childhood. The Divine Lit-
urgy especially has new meaning after pray-
ing before the relics of St. John Chrysostom.
| now understand the line in the Creed when
we proclaim, “he was crucified also for us

time we entered the patriarchate through the
side door. It was necessary to use the side
entrance, since the front door has remained
closed for almost 200 years. As the patriarch
celebrated the Paschal Liturgy one Sunday
morning in 1821, Turkish soldiers stormed
into the church and drug His All Holiness out,
fully vested, into the courtyard. They tied him
up and hung him in the doorway, so that all
who entered the church on Pascha morn-

My heart is comforted knowing that no matter
what city or country | am in, | can seek out an
Orthodox Church and know that the prayers and
the services will be exactly the same.

under Pontius Pilate, and suffered...” since
standing before the piece of rock that Jesus
was tied to as he was whipped by the soldiers
on Good Friday. | truly gained a heightened
awareness of the fullness and the reality of
Orthodox Christianity on this trip.

Yet the present struggle of Christianity
also was abundantly apparent. It is impos-
sible to forget the opposition when the Muslim
call to prayer sounds from loud speakers five
times per day. | couldn’t help but notice the
irony in the fact that the ACLU has completely
abolished prayer in American public schools,
yetitis impossible to avoid the invasive sound
of Muslim prayer in Turkey. My heart was
also reminded of the Christian struggle every

ing had to pass his body. As if that weren’t
enough, they left his body there, guarded by
soldiers, for three days. Since that morning,
the front doors have remained sealed in silent
protest.

Before leaving on my Real Break ad-
venture, | asked several friends what they
wanted me to bring back from Constantino-
ple. My closest friend requested only that |
light a candle and say a prayer for her in one
of the churches. Surely there cannot be a
better way to demonstrate love for another.
Next time you enter an Orthodox Church,
light a candle and say a prayer for the future
success of Orthodox Christian Fellowship
and the college students of America.



