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We arrived for A Night at Grace’s at exactly the same time. I parked the van. She parked her bike. In all 
the years I have known her, this was the first time I had ever seen her riding a bike. It crossed my mind 
that maybe this meant she was in a healthier place. I found myself  desperately hoping so.

A Night at Grace’s is Sanctuary’s quarterly community concert evening. The Sanctuary 
band, Red Rain, is pretty much a predictable feature. The unknown variables are the vari-
ous musicians, storytellers, vocalists and actors that bring their energies to the evening’s 
celebration.  And each time a different community member assumes the role of  host, 
throwing in unexpected comments that make us chuckle or groan, sometimes both at the 
same time.

The room is mostly always filled. People sitting around tables in groups, laughing and 
chatting, casting their attention towards the stage intermittently or raptly; others standing 
along the sides or the back of  the room; solitary individuals hunkered down in chairs or 
parked in corners, leaving you wondering if  they even know they are there. Then there’s 
the constant stream of  folks shuffling in, pausing long enough to make a sweep of  the 

room, perhaps nod or shake a hand or two, grab a cup of  coffee or pop before heading back out to 
the street. 

My friend and I entered the room together. She grabbed a drink and made her way to a seat near a 
couple of  ladies who attend the Tuesday women’s drop-in. She had told me that the change in drop-in 
time was suiting her routine better. I went to stand in the back corner.

I hadn't been around Sanctuary as much of  late. An 8-month contract job with the Toronto Drop-In 
Network was keeping me busy working with 45 other drop-in centres across the City, helping them 
make connections with their neighbouring business, resident and school groups. It was both exhilarat-
ing and exhausting. This particular night, I felt mostly exhausted.

Red Rain was getting ready to play again. The song was lively and celebratory, all about dancing and 
refuge. I saw my friend crossing the room towards me. She grabbed my arm and said “we’ve gotta 
dance”. Not pausing to wait for my response, she moved us towards the stage. She continued to hold 
my hand as we spun and twirled each other while laughing. At one point, when she was in close, she 
said, “You know I just got my own place. I move in next month. Just think – my own place.” The song 
ended and she had her arm thrown around me, still laughing. “It’s this place and you and the others that 
have helped me get here you know. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I’m back in my corner. My friend has left on her bike but it feels like she is still there because I keep 
hearing her voice. These past years have been cruel to her. I’ve watched as street life has sucked the 
vibrancy from her eyes and depleted her bodily strength. I’m glad she’s getting a place. And if  she’s able 
to take this positive step because of  her relationships at Sanctuary, then I’m really, really glad that I’ve 
been part of  her journey.
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Why should you be beaten anymore?… Your whole head is injured, your whole heart is af-
flicted. From the sole of  your feet to the top of  your head there is no soundness – only wounds 
and welts and open sores…  Isaiah 1:5,6

It wasn’t even a full moon – I checked. 

We had an ‘incident’ at a drop-in the other night. The room had been very full when supper was 
served: every seat occupied, the couches and the floor in front of  the fireplace full of  sprawling people, 
late-comers lining the walls and watching hungrily for seats to come empty. That special damp, bitter 
Toronto kind of  cold outside, the kind that sneaks into your bones and makes itself  at home. Still more 
people trickled in: traffic jams at the coffee urn.

All conditions calculated to ratchet up the tension, and yet the room was filled with a happy hum of  
conversation, laughter, the clinking of  cutlery and dishes. I greeted an old friend from the street who 
has been having an especially hard time recently. I had seen him come and go a few times, and had 
noticed that he was twitching a lot – a symptom of  extended drug use. I just gave Larry* a hug, told 
him it was good to see him, and turned away.

Moments later, I heard that peculiar combination of  scuffling, grunting and muttered curses that mean 
a fight is under way. Looking up, I saw Larry and somebody else hurtling across the room, landing with 
a thud against a closed door. A snarling windmill of  arms and legs. As staff  began to converge on the 
main event, the brother of  the somebody who was now on top of  Larry – call the brothers Thing 1 and 
Thing 2 – galloped into it too. A staff  person headed Thing 2 off  at the pass, arms wide, simply trying 
to get him to calm down and stay clear while other staff  hauled Larry and Thing 1 apart. Thing 2 took 
a long look into the staff  person’s eyes before shoving a forearm under the staff ’s chin and slamming 
him against a bank of  lockers. 

Well, from there, it just got silly. Thing 2 never did make it into the fray, but he and Larry engaged in 
a vile round of  verbal assaults, while Thing 1, who had clearly got in the best licks, beat it to the other 
end of  the room and cooled his jets. Practically everybody in the room was standing up, motionless, 
staring with big round eyes like Herefords up against a fence. 

A kitchen volunteer decided he needed to get in there too, but Donny (our kitchen manager), who is 
twice his size, simply grabbed him by the collar and dragged him back to the kitchen. Three times. A 
couple of  staff  made sure Larry exited the building, and kept Thing 2, for the moment, from following 
him. 

Although violence is the norm for many of  our people, they don’t expect it at Sanctuary – and, I’m 
happy to say, they witness it here only very rarely. It’s upsetting for everybody, though, so I tried to 
speak to the room about what had just happened. 

I was interrupted by a gent who began braying about his own peculiar concerns, which had nothing to 
do with the fight. Another man responded that the food was better here than anywhere in the city, that 
this was a holy place, and ‘these people, they give their life for us’. It would have been touching, if  he 
hadn’t been shrieking and red-faced. 

Next, somebody announced that Thing 2 and Larry were fighting outside. As it turned out, they were 
just performing a little pre-engagement two-step on the icy sidewalk. I stood between them until it 
became clear they were more interested in insulting each other’s race, family, personal hygiene and taste 
in women than in doing any physical damage. (I’ll confess I was tempted to say, “Girls, if  you want to 
fight, would you please get started? I’m freezing here.”)

By the time the dust had settled, two people had been barred for a month, one for a week, and a couple 
more had been asked to leave for the evening. I think that’s a record for us. It had been a long time since 
we’d had an incident like that, but it was amazing how little it took to get it going – one hurting, bent-
out-of-shape guy determined to bleed on somebody, anybody. (Larry, it turned out, had baited Thing 1 
mercilessly before throwing a cup of  hot coffee in his face.) And how quickly it laid bare the wounds, 
welts and open sores lurking in all our hearts, including mine. 
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�  Richard Bechard  �
Richard is a well-known face around Sanctuary. Many guests who have come through the doors of  our 
drop-in have found themselves enduring a litany of  jokes from Richard – mostly corny but with the 
occasional treasure too! Many others have seen him in action at one of  our Arts Extravaganzas where, 
as a member of  our drama troupe, The Screaming Monkeys, he has performed in at least 7 different 
productions over the years.

Richard was born in the Parkdale neighbourhood of  Toronto but raised in Mississauga. His parents 
both passed away in ‘76 and, being an only child, he has been fending for himself  ever since. Since 
that time, while Toronto has always felt like home, he has lived in 8 out of  our 10 glorious provinces 
including a stint in Winnipeg where he became involved with Native Theatre Productions. As part of  
the acting troupe there, he performed in a show called Lament for Harmonica which won a national 
best production award.

Richard has been our resident joke-teller at Sanctuary now for nearly 3 years and we are deeply grateful 
for the gifts which he offers our community.

�  Andy Burgess  �
We are pleased to introduce the newest member of  Sanctuary’s Board of  Directors, Andy Burgess. 
Andy has been a friend of  Sanctuary’s since his introduction to us through a couple of  events which 
we helped to organize more than 10 years ago. Since that time, he has stayed in touch and, two years 
ago, generously leveraged his participation in the Toronto Marathon to raise $50,000 towards our                 
operations!

Andy is a successful entrepreneur who was born in Toronto and completed his undergraduate studies at 
Princeton and his MBA Program at INSEAD in France. He worked for a number of  firms before be-
coming, in 1994, the President and CEO of  Somerset Entertainment, a leading producer and distribu-
tor of  specialty music sold to non-traditional retailers using interactive displays. Somerset has enjoyed 
great success under Andy’s leadership and now has offices in Toronto (where it is based), Chicago, 
Minneapolis and Essex, England.

Andy lives in Toronto with his wife, Beth and three children, Charlie, Sarah and Campbell. He enjoys 
squash, skiing and golf  as well as competing in marathons and triathlons. Welcome on Board, Andy!

Richard Bechard
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In that first chapter of  Isaiah, quoted above, God tears the lid off  a nation that seems okay on the sur-
face, comforting itself  with its cosmopolitan nature and veneer of  religion, but which is seething with 
pain, oppression and corruption. Give up playing at church, he says to his people– “ Stop bringing me 
meaningless offerings!” Here’s what will begin to set things right: “Seek justice, reprove the ruthless, 
defend the orphan, plead for the widow.” 

The condition of  many people in my community – bruised, broken, angry, afraid; unhealthy from head 
to toe – is an indication not only of  the poor choices they have made, but also of  unacknowledged 
‘illness’ in our nation. My friends do need to embrace the personal salvation and healing available to 
them through Jesus, and some have. And they also need God’s people to act like God’s people in seek-
ing justice.

In addition to his painfully blunt assessment of  the state of   his people, God has these tender encour-
aging words to offer – not only to the extravagant sinners of  my neighbourhood, but also to those want 
to help address the overwhelming problems that face us:

“ Though your sins are like scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though they are red as crimson, they shall be                     
as wool…”

All quotes from Isaiah 1, NIV or NASB
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Handy Helpers Needed

Love to... 

Have paint in your hair? 

Patch walls? 

Swing a hammer?

Feel the surge of a power drill?

Whether you are available once a 
month or once a year, we would          

love to hear from you! 

PLEASE CONTACT LINDA AT:
416-922-0628 ext.10 

or lindar@sanctuaryministries.on.ca 
and let us find a suitable job                     

or two for you!




