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neighbourhood in Lima, Peru.

The sound of music
Columban Fr Gabriel Rojas playing the 
guitar for the people of Lima, Peru.
Photo: Fr John Boles SSC
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 listen to the sounds of the birds and insects that have 
come to stay in Manila due to the reduction in pollution 
that the decline in traffic from COVID-19 has brought 

about. 

I look intently and lovingly at the branches and the various 
shades of green of the leaves on our selection of trees and at 
once, our little compound is transformed into a vast world of 
wilderness and beauty.”

These are the inspiring words of Columban Fr Paul Glynn 
as he seeks God while in COVID-19 confinement at the 
Columban Regional House in Manila, Philippines. 

“And as I ponder the sunset through the mass of glistening 
leaves of our enormous banyan tree I am drawn once again to 
the God……”

In our January/February issue of The Far East magazine, 
four of our stories feature COVID-19 and its consequences. 
There is Fr Paul Glynn’s reflection on seeking God during 
restrictions, mentioned above. 

We also feature a story from Wuhan, China, where Masses 
have once again commenced after the COVID-19 lockdown. 

Columban Fr Peter Hughes tells us about the tragic impact 
of COVID-19 and extractive industries on the indigenous 
people of the Amazon in Peru. 

In Chile Columban Mission Centre coordinator, Adriana 
Curaqueo, shares how during COVID-19 quarantine women 
joined together to support each other. 

The dedicated lives and talents of Columban Missionary 
priests are also highlighted in this issue. We have the 
inspiring story of Columban Fr Francis Ferrie, who recently 
died in Korea where he had spent many decades of faithful 
service. 

"I As New Zealander Columban Fr Bob Brennan receives an 
Honorary Korean Citizenship, he looks back over his 54 
years in Korea where he is no longer a foreigner. 

Columban Fr John Boles tells us about Fr Gabriel Rojas, a 
Peruvian Columban, and how he uses music to engage with 
the residents of a poor neighbourhood in Lima. 

Also featured in this issue are stories of Columban mission 
amongst the people from different cultures and countries 
with whom we live and work. There is the story of Jean 
Pierre, a Haitian migrant to Chile and the wonderful 
celebration of Haitian Independence each year on January 1 
and eating Soup Joumou. 

Filipino Columban seminarian, Jerry Lohera, shares with us 
his experience in a tribal village in Pakistan. 

Columban Fr Peter Woodruff remembers a moving 
experience with the people in Peru.

We hope you enjoy reading the wide variety of stories from 
around the world in this January/February issue. As you 
reflect upon these stories, we hope you can see the hand 
of God at work in them, moving, guiding and inspiring 
Columbans in diverse situations across the world as they 
respond to the great missionary challenges that present 
themselves in 2021. 

Fr Daniel Harding 
Guest Editor
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Soup Joumou FR DAN HARDING

h Father, once you try Soup Joumou, you will never 
want to eat Chilean or Australian food ever again”, 
Jean Pierre excitedly told me. He is a Haitian 

immigrant to Chile and parishioner in our San Columbano 
parish. 

Four of us Columban priests along with ten Chilean and 
Venezuelan parishioners attended Haiti’s Independence Day 
Eucharist and celebration on January 1, 2020. Large drums 
and a huge choir accompanied the Eucharist, celebrated by 
a Haitian priest in the Creole language. Everyone danced 
throughout it, in the aisles, in the pews, on the communion 
line and up in the sanctuary.

Afterwards, it was time for everyone to eat Soup Joumou, 
the special soup eaten on January 1, Haiti’s Independence 
Day. Eating Soup Joumou is a revolutionary act, an act of 
defiance, an act of independence. During the centuries of 
cruel African slavery in Haiti, only the white French slave 
owners were allowed to eat Soup Joumou. The slaves were 
even forbidden to eat the soup leftovers.

Now to celebrate the first successful slave rebellion in the 
Americas, leading to independence in 1804, Haitians eat 
Soup Joumou on Independence Day. It is a slowly simmered, 
mildly spicy soup, a combination of squash, beef, potatoes, 
plantains, onions, garlic, carrots, leeks, capsicums, cabbage, 
okra, celery, black pepper, thyme and parsley, cooked as 
part of an African heritage. “I knew you would like it, Father”, 
said Jean Pierre. “Yes, it is truly delicious”, I replied. And it 
was! 

Jean Pierre, 33 years old, had arrived in Chile from Haiti 
towards the end of 2018. He told me he came to Chile 
looking for work and to escape the violence, poverty, 
corruption, voodoo and natural disasters of Haiti. He wants 
to send money back home to his small son and to his 
mother. 

I first got to know Jean Pierre on our parish bus trip to the 
beach, 120 kilometres from Santiago, in February 2019. The 
trip was organized so that our Haitian, Venezuelan and 
Chilean parishioners could get to know each other better. 
It was the first time for all 25 Haitians on the bus to see the 
ocean in Chile. 

After that bus trip I began visiting Jean Pierre and the 
other 20 Haitian and five Venezuelans in their dilapidated, 
boarding house with its exorbitantly high rents. It has no 

'O
The story of Jean Pierre, a Haitian migrant in Chile.

hot water, no washing machine, no dryer and only one 
shower and one toilet. There were five gas stoves with gas 
bottles attached, but no fire escape, no fire extinguisher 
and dodgy electrical fittings. 

Jean Pierre pleaded with me not to report this situation to 
the local Municipality, because most of the residents living 
there had visa problems and some were illegal. 

Settling into Chile, Jean Pierre suffered considerable culture 
shock. He found it difficult to learn Spanish. He felt the local 
Chilean parishioners lacked respect, because they did not 
dress up in their most formal clothing for Sunday Mass, 
like the Haitians do. He had even seen some parishioners 
smoking outside the church before Mass!

On one visit to the boarding house I heard a small baby 
trying to breathe. She had a loud rattle in her throat. It was 
in July, the middle of winter, with low temperatures and 
drizzle outside. Damp clothes were hanging to dry in each 
room over small kerosene heaters. 

The young mother was quite desperate and had no 
Spanish. The mother, Jean Pierre as translator and I took the 
baby to the Children’s Hospital where she was treated for 
bronchial pneumonia for nine days

On another occasion, Jean Pierre told me he had been fired 
from his job in construction. He said one of the Chilean 
workers had sworn at his mother so he then picked a fight 
with him. I told him that a common swear word in Spanish, 
refers to one’s mother, but not necessarily to one’s own 
particular mother. He replied, “I don’t care, he can swear at 
me, but not at my mother.” 

We then went to the Ministry of Work, where he successfully 
appealed for his unpaid wages after being sacked. At his 
next job he hurt his lower back lifting heavy furniture 
and could not work for several months. He received no 
support during this time. I once accompanied him to find an 
emergency dentist for a painful, infected wisdom tooth. 

Another time I was sound asleep around 1.30 am when 
Jean Pierre telephoned me, asking me to come to see a 
man who had voodoo worked against him. I prayed for 
the man concerned and tried to get his family to take him 
to a psychiatric hospital. He was hearing voices. Later that 
morning he threatened all the residents with a large knife 
and was taken away by police. He later received psychiatric 
help.
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Jean Pierre pleaded with me not to report this situation 
to the local Municipality, because most of the residents 
living there had visa problems and some were illegal. 
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CHILE

Columban Fr Dan Harding is the parish priest  of San Columbano 
parish in Santiago, Chile, and is involved in the Columban Migrant 
Ministry there.

Once the COVID-19 pandemic struck, Jean Pierre like many 
others became unemployed and could not pay his rent. 
During an argument with the boarding house landlord over 
unpaid rent, Jean Pierre was accused of making threats 
against him. At his court case he was forbidden to go 
anywhere near the boarding house. 

Jean Pierre then moved into our St Columban Parish Migrant 
House for a period of time. Later he moved 400 kilometres 
south of Santiago to harvest grapes, apples and pears, but 
soon became trapped due to COVID-19 restrictions. 

In frequent WhatsApp video calls to me, stranded here 
in Australia, Jean Pierre introduces me as his father to the 

Haitian migrants Michel (left) & Jean Pierre (right) in Chile.

other Haitian agricultural workers. He tells me they are now 
waiting for the grape harvest to begin which will then be 
followed by other fruit for about the next nine months. 
They survive living on donations and eating at the local 
parish soup kitchen. 

He tells me that he hopes we will be able to celebrate 
Independence Day again next year and enjoy our Soup 
Joumou again. 

Photo: Fr Dan Harding SSC



Columban Fr Bob Brennan after receiving his Honorary Korean Citizenship, alongside Korean Justice Minister Choo Miae (left).

No longer a foreigner
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FR BOB BRENNAN

et me first express my deepest thanks to the Korean 
Government for the honour being bestowed on me 
today. Fifty-four years ago, on September 15, 1966 a 

24-year-old named Robert John Brennan arrived in this land 
from New Zealand. The oldest of a family of five children, 
with a bright future before him, when he announced he 
was going as a missionary to the forlorn country of Korea, 
his mother’s response was, “You know they eat rats in 
Korea?”.

Arriving at Kimpo airport, at that time the entrance gate to 
Korea, I was met and taken to the Columban headquarters 
which happened to be at the terminus of the tramline.  

L

Columban Fr Robert (Bob) Brennan was recently awarded an Honorary Korean 
Citizenship by the Korean Government in recognition of his services to the people 
of Korea. The following article is an English translation of his speech in response to 
receiving the award.

For two years I took the tram daily to language school. The 
fare was two won each way, and the trip took 30 minutes. 
To do the same trip by subway today will cost you 1,250 
won and take 45 minutes. They call it progress.

On completion of language studies in 1968 I was sent to 
the brand-new Diocese of Wonju, the southern half of the 
old northern Diocese of Chunchon. The new Bishop of the 
new Diocese was Daniel Tji who was ordained Bishop on 
the same day I was ordained Priest. I was duly sent to the 
isolated mountain parish of Jong Son, where I stayed for 
the next turbulent 11 years. During that time our Bishop 
was arrested, tried, and sentenced to 15 years in prison 
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KOREA

Fr Bob Brennan has been a missionary in Korea since 1966.

by the military dictatorship, on the charge of being pro-
communist. The Bishop was, in fact, North Korean by birth, 
but anti-military dictatorship by conviction.

Jong Son was, at that time, one of the poorest counties in 
the country. Many of the people were in debt, at high rates 
of interest, because of one financial emergency or another. I 
had heard of the Credit Union Movement, which had recently 
been introduced to Korea by a Maryknoll nun. Together the 
parishioners (500 of them) and I did some research, and one 
day in 1973, 30 people contributed 10 cents each, and with 
a paid-up capital of $3.00 the Jong Son Credit Union was 
born. Today it is worth more than $70 million, and Jong Son 
is a very comfortable little town.

In between times, thanks to the generosity of many donors, 
we were able to replace the old American 8th Army quonset 
hut, which had been our church building, with a much 
more suitable and comfortable church, which survives as 
the Parish Church to this day. Finally, in 1979, the time had 
come to leave. The Parish was, by then, financially self-
supporting, and so able to support a Korean Diocesan Priest 
who replaced me.

It is said that, in the old days, when the king appointed the 
county chiefs, a man appointed to Jong Son wept going in, 
and wept again on leaving. I borrowed a jeep to move my 
belongings out, but I was not far up the road before I had to 
stop. I could not see ahead because of my tears. I left a large 
part of my heart in Jong Son, and even today, 40 years later, 
I still get a great welcome whenever I go back. 

My next appointment was to Mok Dong – a parish on the 
margins of the City of Seoul, whose population had grown 
from 3 million when I arrived in 1966 to 12 million in 1980. 
The Parish population consisted mostly of squatters who 
had been evicted from other areas being redeveloped, or 
who had come up from the countryside in the hopes of 
making their fortune in the big city.

The community’s misfortune was to find itself too close to 
Kimpo airport. Korea had been awarded the 88 Olympics 
and one of the first things visitors would see on arrival 
would be this disgusting slum. It had to go! All the money 
this country had was going into Olympic facilities – there 
was none left over for dispossessed slum dwellers. Our 

Parish Church became the centre of the fight for housing 
rights. In the end we lost that battle, but the war has gone 
on, with my continued involvement.

After a six-year term as first Rector of our Initial Formation 
Programme for Korean Columban seminarians, I have, since 
1992, continued my work in the area of Housing Rights.

Appointed to Sam Yang Dong in Northern Seoul by Cardinal 
Stephen Kim I have, in the last 28 years, been evicted six 
times, and am waiting for the bulldozer to arrive at my 
current dwelling, number seven. 

After two terms as Pastor of the Sam Yang Dong Mission 
Parish, for the last 15 years I have been CEO of the Sam Yang 
Citizens’ Network Inc. To date we have set up a Rehabilitation 
Centre, Housing Welfare Centre, Women Domestic Workers’ 
Co-Op, Small Business Social Welfare Programme,  
Micro-credit Bank and lately, are actively participating 
in the new Community Renewal Programme, which has 
replaced the old “evict, knock and rebuild” model of 
“redevelopment”. So perhaps that seventh bulldozer will 
not arrive after all. 

Over all I have been attempting to portray a Church whose 
basic mission is to oppose falsehood and corruption, 
hatred and division, privilege and elitism, discrimination 
and disinterest, greed and pride, replacing them with truth 
and justice, love and peace, unity and equality, sharing and 
humility, thereby planting and building God’s Kingdom on 
earth.

This year, by Korean reckoning, I celebrate my 80th birthday. 
Of those 80 years I have had the privilege to spend 54 here 
in Korea. And now, finally, I am no longer a foreigner, but 
can proudly call myself “Korean”.

Thank you.

Appointed to Sam Yang Dong in Northern Seoul by Cardinal Stephen Kim 
I have, in the last 28 years, been evicted six times, and am waiting for the 
bulldozer to arrive at my current dwelling, number seven. 

Photo: Fr Bob Brennan SSC
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Finding God during our times of 
confinement

ike many other Columban missionaries before me, 
I have devoted many years to trying to promote 
harmonious relations between Christians and Muslims 

in the Southern Philippines, a place that has witnessed 
much misunderstanding and conflict between adherents 
of these two world religions. Our aim has always been to 
become a reconciling presence, a bridge between the 
Muslim and the Christian communities. 

Since Christians and Muslims speak different Filipino 
languages it is necessary to be able to speak both in order 
to bridge these two communities. So, in 1997, having 
spent two years learning and practicing Binisaya, the local 
language of the Christians, I set to work learning Meranao, 
the language spoken by Muslims in the area. By this time, I 
had fallen in love with the stunning tropical beauty of the 
Southern Mindanao landscape and used to enjoy trekking 

L
FR PAUL GLYNN

Inside the compound of the St Columban's House in Manila, Philippines.

the vast mountain ranges that overlooked the expanse of 
the Celebes Sea that stretches out towards Indonesia and 
Malaysia. 

When I moved to the Muslim majority town of Malabang 
to study and practice the Meranao language, I continued 
my evening walks in the beautiful tropical countryside, 
listening to the call to prayer from the countless minarets as 
I watched the sunset over the sea. This is when I would feel 
particularly close to the goodness and greatness of the One 
we Christians call God and Muslims call Allah. 

All this came to a sudden halt, however, when one day 
I heard someone shouting at me from behind my back 
as I took my evening walk after a day of language study. 
It was Bebe, one of the stalwarts of the Catholic parish 
community, on the back of a motorbike being driven by her 
son. 

Photo: Fr Gary Walker SSC
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REFLECTION

Columban Fr Paul Glynn is the Regional Director of St Columban’s in 
Manila, Philippines.

PHILIPPINES

“What do you think you are doing Father? Come home at 
once!” she shouted. “Why?” I said. “I’m having my evening 
walk. What is wrong with that?” “Have you not heard that the 
kidnap-for-ransom gangs are at it again?” she warned. “They 
are starting to kidnap local businessmen. You are a foreigner. 
You will be next. Get back home and stop your nonsense!” “But 
what about my daily walk, Bebe? I need the exercise for my 
sanity after a day of studying language” I pleaded. To which 
she retorted: “There’ll be no need for language or for your 
sanity for that matter, if you are killed”. “But I need my exercise” 
I pleaded again. “You can do your exercise in the school yard” 
she insisted. 

The yard of the parish school was about the size of three 
basketball courts and was surrounded by a high wire fence 
for security purposes. That was to be the extent of my world 
for the next four months or so as Bebe was determined to 
keep me close by, despite all my protestations. “You priests 
preach to us about sacrifice. Now is your time to put it into 
practice”, she would remind me and I had no answer that 
could match that!

Peering through the wire fence as I briskly walked in circles 
around the small concrete yard each evening, I used to feel 
as if I was in prison - even solitary confinement - as, with 
all the school children gone home, I would be pacing that 
small concrete world on my own. I remember that in order 
to avoid the notion that I was in a prison, I would focus on 
the lone star apple tree that I could see through the wire 
fence and imagine that I was walking in the countryside. 
Then I would stop to watch the sky turn red through the 
leaves of the star apple tree, as the sun set somewhere in 
the hidden horizon and I would often try to imagine that I 
was on a mountain top overlooking the Celebes Sea. 

Somehow, at that moment, my tiny world would grow 
much larger. And when I prayed, I would often be reminded 
of Saint John of the Cross when he was imprisoned in a 
pitch-black cell for a long period of time and what gave him 
strength to survive was whenever he would focus on the 
tiny chink of light that came into his cell each day. For him, 
that was the abiding presence of God in the midst of all his 
darkness and suffering. And Bebe was right all along: the 
discomfort of not being able to go for my daily walk was a 

very small “sacrifice” to have to put up with compared to 
what John of the Cross had to face and compared to the 
hardship and suffering that so many people in the Southern 
Philippines had to endure every day due to poverty and 
war.

It is now 2020 and the daily increase in the number of 
COVID-19 cases here in Manila means that we have little 
choice but to remain inside the compound of St Columban's 
House. We are so lucky compared to most people here; 
the garden space inside our four walls is more than 20 
basketball courts! Many families here have to make do with 
being locked down in houses one-twentieth the size of a 
basketball court. 

After months of this ‘lockdown’ we all yearn to be able to 
get out and about. I yearn to be able to walk again in the 
countryside and maybe even stroll by the sea or climb a 
mountain. But even though we are in the middle of the 
concrete jungle that is Manila we have about a dozen trees. 

As I walk the circuit of our compound each evening and 
listen to the sounds of the birds and insects that have come 
to stay in Manila due to the reduction in pollution that 
the decline in traffic from COVID-19 has brought about, I 
look intently and lovingly at the branches and the various 
shades of green of the leaves on our selection of trees. 

At once, our little compound is transformed into a world of 
wilderness and beauty. And as I ponder the sunset through 
the mass of glistening leaves of our enormous banyan tree 
I am drawn once again to the God of Christians, the God of 
Muslims and the Light of the World Who never abandoned 
John of the Cross in his time of total isolation.

It is now 2020 and the daily increase in the number of COVID-19 cases 
here in Manila means that we have little choice but to remain inside the 
compound of St Columban's House.
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y mind was significantly shaped by mathematics, 
logic and informal debate. Thinking things through, 
stating a position and articulating the case for a 

position has been constant in my life. For some, the primary 
way of learning and communication is in the context of 
conversation. Such people learn by engaging with others, 
speaking and listening. They yarn, tell and listen to stories. 
Such stories may simply be about life experiences or they 
may be stories that interpret the meaning of things.

However, my experience of life tells me that there is 
another primaeval pattern of learning, thought and insight 
that might be potentially operative in all of us. I recall an 
occasion when I was sitting in a chair, next to the altar in 
a busy and noisy Church in Lima at the end of Mass. I was 
resting and watching men and women buzzing about 
organising the removal of a large portable platform on 
which they carried the florally adorned image of their 
patron saint.

It must have been clear that I was enjoying myself as one 
of women said to me: “Padre, you seem to like the people’s 
religion”. I was unfamiliar with the implied distinction 
between the priests’ religion and the people’s religion.

In that framework, leading the celebration of the Eucharist 
was an integral part of the priests’ religion. Organising and 
participating in the festivity in honour of the patron saint 
was similarly part of the people’s religion.

In the Eucharist there is both teaching and celebration and 
while the people are the vast majority of those present, the 
priest leads both the teaching and ritual parts. On the other 
hand, the celebration in honour of the saint is entirely in the 
hands of the devotees. 

There is no teaching, but much ritual and music; there may 
even be fireworks. There is a procession, then a party with 
food and drink, music and dance, and, of course, much 
camaraderie. There is no strictly defined ritual, but there 
is ritual, understood and enacted by various designated 
members of the community as they celebrate their patron 
saint’s feast day. There is intense communal activity and 
sharing. 

I remember that I engaged with the woman who 
commented on my liking the people’s religion and told 

M

A priest on the street FR PETER WOODRUFF

Columban Fr Peter Woodruff, long time missionary in Lima, Peru, shares a memory 
of the people expressing their faith in a familiar way. 

her that, yes, I did like the people’s religion, which took me 
back to an occasion when I had joined in a celebration of 
the people’s religion. That had been in another parish, in 
the upper part of a valley rising towards the east from the 
coastal plain, much of which is now covered by the suburbs 
of Lima. In this part of the parish, there were, at that time, 
around 500 houses, some in a ring around the edge of the 
valley wall and others in a few short, crisscrossing streets in 
the centre of the valley that had been levelled at the time 
of the original settlement. The residents had squatted in 
that part of the valley and then negotiated an agreement 
whereby they became owners of the land.

A small group in the local community had a special 
devotion to El Señor de los Milagros (The Lord of Miracles). 
They wanted to carry an image, in this case, a painting, on 
a portable platform around the streets of the settlement. 
There would normally be a band to accompany the image, 
rotating teams to carry the portable platform and any 
number of devotees.

Our route was the unpaved street that looped around the 
edge of the top part of the valley floor. We struggled to find 
a few women to carry the platform as no men had come 
along. 

There were more dogs than people and some children 
joined in too. There was no band, so someone found a 
cassette player with batteries that ran out during the 
procession. 

For the most part, neighbours watched respectfully as the 
procession passed their house, but there was some jeering. 
I tagged along, taking things as they happened and not 
feeling in any way responsible for trying to fix anything.

It occurred to me at some stage of the procession that the 
small rag-tag group of people and mangy dogs, walking 
slowly until the batteries ran out, to the canned music of a 
few hymns, was God saying to the people of the barrio, “I 
am with you.”

There was no sewage system installed and no piped water. 
The houses were small and mostly unfinished - some of 
brick and concrete, some of adobe (mud and straw brick) 
and some of matting made from sugar cane.



I had no expectations. In fact, in a certain sense the whole 
business seemed to be a disaster from beginning to end. 
And yet, it ended up being one of the most memorable 
moments of my life.

The key to insight in this case was not related to reading 
and thinking, not even to listening to someone speaking 
wisely, but simply being with a group of people going 
about expressing their faith in God in a way that was 
familiar to them - people’s religion!
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PERU

Columban Fr Peter Woodruff resides at the Columban House in 
Essendon.

Photo: Fr Peter Woodruff SSC

A traditional Peruvian procession taking place in the highlands of Peru from where many of the people in this barrio have migrated.

The residents were poor, few with more than primary 
education and most struggling to find or hold a steady job. 
Some were desperately poor. I have no idea why it occurred 
to me that we, on the initiative of a small community group, 
were in fact announcing God present in that community.

There was nothing particularly beautiful about our 
procession. In fact, it probably seemed a little crazy to most 
of those watching. No one was making any promises about 
anything. 

At that time, we had not acquired land to build a chapel. 
There was no local church organisation up and running. 
No one had ever told me that announcing God’s presence 
was the basic purpose of such a procession. I was just 
wandering along with the small group chatting and, for 
moments, wondering about it all.

I had no expectations. In fact, in a certain sense the whole business 
seemed to be a disaster from beginning to end. And yet, it ended up 
being one of the most memorable moments of my life.
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The sound of music FR JOHN BOLES

emories Are Made Of This”, go the words of the 
old song. Well, this certainly is the case with Fr 
Gabriel Rojas, a Columban from Peru who for 

many years has brought the wonders of God and Creation 
into the lives of parishioners in the deprived outskirts of 
Lima, Peru’s capital, through the sound of the music of his 
folk group “Memorias” (”Memories”, in English).

Music is in Gabriel’s blood. He was born and raised to 
the notes of song and guitar. From his home in the high 
Andes to the teeming cities of Pakistan and now to the 
poverty-stricken “barrios” of Lima, music has been his 
constant companion. Moreover, it has served him as an 
indispensable pastoral tool.

His choice of the title “Memorias” for the band is significant. 
His musical style is based on the enchanting melodies of his 
native home. “Music is part of the DNA of my family”, explains 
Gabriel. He is from humble peasant farming stock in the 
Andean province of Cajamarca (where Pizzaro famously 
captured the Inca ruler Atahualpa and, in taking him, took 
an empire for Spain), the fifth of six children born to Serafín 
and Francisca.

Gabriel recalls how, from 5.30 am each day, his parents 
laboured – Serafín in the fields and Francisca at the loom. 
(His mother is an expert weaver, transforming locally 
produced cotton and wool into cloaks, bags and ponchos. 
She continues to do so today, albeit well into her nineties.)

From this happy family background came love of God, 
love of nature and……love of music. “As far back as I can 
remember there was the sound of a guitar”, remembers 
Gabriel fondly. His late father loved to sing. “From when he 
mounted his horse to leave, until his return in the evening, you 
could hear him singing. He could be heard for miles. He was the 
best singer of my village. His voice could make the mountains 
tremble”.

Serafín was also a catechist in the village chapel, where 
he led the choir. Gabriel imitated him in everything. “At 13 
I made my first flute out of bamboo”, something he’d seen 
Dad do. He began to play the guitar. “There were no formal 
music lessons. You just learnt by watching”. At 18, he was 
composing. When he entered the seminary, the Columbans 
encouraged him, seeing his musical talent as a valuable 
means of evangelization.

"M

How a remarkable Peruvian Columban is using music to engage with residents of  
a poor Lima neighbourhood.

Columban Fr John Boles has worked in South America for the last 25 
years.

By the time he was ordained a priest he had formed 
“Memorias”. Apart from guitars, the favoured instruments 
were the traditional Andean ones of “charango”, “zamponia” 
and “quena” – kinds of banjo, harp and flute respectively. 
According to Gabriel, the notes they blend, “evoke the 
relationship of the mountain-dweller with the trees, the 
animals, water, sun and wind”, all the glories of God’s 
Creation.

As part of his missionary service, Gabriel was appointed 
to Pakistan, where he spent seven years. This could have 
put paid to his music career, but just the opposite. In 
between ministering to the tiny groups of Catholics in this 
overwhelmingly Islamic country, he took the opportunity to 
enrich his repertoire by immersing himself in Eastern music. 
He began practising with unfamiliar instruments, such as 
the sitar. In so doing, “I was filled with emotion. It confirmed 
for me that music comes directly from God”.

Returning to Peru, he re-formed “Memorias” and now mixed 
traditional Andean sounds with Eastern ones, something 
that gives the group its unique style. The band was soon 
much in demand. Cassettes and audios were produced. The 
word spread.

Appointed to an underprivileged area on the edge of 
metropolitan Lima, Gabriel and his “Memorias” became a 
familiar aspect of the local Church scene, touching people 
- and especially the young - in ways that more conventional 
pastoral methods could not.

“This is what music means to me as a missionary”, affirms 
Gabriel. “It is a form of pastoral work with opportunities and 
demands that go further than mere sacramental preparation. 
It is a space where people can grow and develop and find 
themselves during their journey through life. It is a school of 
values.”

It also gives a great deal of pleasure to people. The sort of 
pleasure we´ll be so much in need of in our post coronavirus 
world, the pleasure that comes from the sound of music! 



Columban Fr Gabriel Rojas (right) with  
"Memorias" band member in Lima, Peru.
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Photo: Fr John Boles SSC
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Returning to Mass in Wuhan
A reflection by a Catholic in Wuhan, who prefers to remain anonymous.

hree familiar smiling faces at the gate of Holy Family 
Church in Wuhan greeted those who arrived there 
last Sunday morning. In a year when the pandemic 

has changed so much for all of us, their presence was an 
indication that the liturgical life of this parish is returning to 
normal. Sitting on the concrete road, they gave attention 
to all who passed by in the hope, as before, of encouraging 
a charitable donation before Mass. Looking at them, my 
imagination was stirred to consider what disruption may 
have been brought upon their vulnerable lives during the 
pandemic. Their Sunday morning presence confirmed what 
was likely to be experienced a few moments later in the 
Churchyard, a place alive with activity as people greeted 
and chatted before attending the Chinese Mass.

A few minutes before the Mass began the parish priest 
announced a number of health regulations that needed 
to be observed, a setting where the reopening of the 
Church has now become official following a month when 
Masses were celebrated as cautious preparation on a trial 
basis for a return to normal life. Face masks and a required 
spacing between worshippers are to be observed even 
though China has seen an almost complete elimination 
of new COVID-19 infections in recent weeks, the main 
exception being cases that emerge among those who are in 
quarantine for two weeks at hotels near airports upon their 
arrival to the country.

The energetic singing of hymns, the presence of kind 
friends yet to be greeted and the reference in the homily 
to Pope Francis's encyclical Fratelli Tutti which was released 
a week earlier, seemed like a steady flow of reminders of 
what the community had missed during the recent months 
of pandemic control. As the concluding hymn was nearing 
its final moments, a woman approached me with the news 
that her daughter-in-law was due to give birth to twins later 
in the week and that prayers would be appreciated, their 
safe arrival presumably meaning that she will be busy in her 
role as a grandmother for the next few years as is normal in 
the rearing of children in China.

As people moved outdoors, the Churchyard became a 
busy place once more as friendships were renewed and 
news was exchanged. A meeting with a woman who lost 
her 58 year-old husband due to the virus in February was 
a humbling experience as she spoke about how good a 
person he had been and how he had hoped to become a 

T Catholic following his upcoming retirement, all in the midst 
of a situation where their daughter has not yet been able to 
return from overseas.

At a side door of the Church five members of the 
international community waited patiently for the parish 
priest to emerge so as to enquire about the possibility of 
the resumption of their weekly Mass in English or French. 
The eventual emergence of the parish priest brought 
the news that there is a need to wait longer before local 
health regulations allow for the current liturgical schedule 
to include their Sunday celebration. Having arrived at 
the Church as delegates of the international community, 
they received the news gracefully and then moved to the 
nearby grotto where they offered prayers as a group for 
their members in Wuhan, aware that their intentions about 
resuming the Sunday celebration had been communicated 
and will hopefully bring a positive response in the near 
future.

The curious and comical diversity of all that can happen 
at a parish Church arrived when a parishioner walked by 
and slipped a mooncake into my hand without slowing 
his walk, a move that happened with minimal comment 
and the efficiency of a well concealed rugby pass, his 
short comment indicating that celebrating the recent 
mid-autumn festival was still allowed, a dispensation 
presumably granted by him in a year when we have 
become familiar with a disrupted liturgical schedule. 

For many of the people at this parish, the opportunity 
to gather on Sunday to pray as a community is a central 
part of their lives. Many of them have lived through the 
major events of China's recent history. Even those who 
are just 50 years of age were familiar with a restricted 
availability of food in childhood. Such difficult experiences 
in previous times seem to provide Chinese people with the 
resolve to meet the challenge of the pandemic in a calm 
but cooperative way. It has now led them to a situation 
where the virus is actually becoming less of a topic of 
conversation, an experience that will hopefully become 
normal in other parts of the world very soon.

Eventually when I walked down the small incline from the 
Church to the main gate at the road, most people had 
already departed. Outside the gate there was now a vacant 
concrete space where three people had been smiling earlier 
in the morning. 
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CHINAANONYMOUS

Author anonymous, Wuhan, China.

Face masks and a required spacing 
between worshippers are to be 
observed even though China 
has seen an almost complete 
elimination of new COVID-19 
infections in recent weeks, the 
main exception being cases that 
emerge among those who are in 
quarantine for two weeks at hotels 
near airports upon their arrival to 
the country.

Based upon a previous observation, my assumption is that 
they had moved to the gate of a church of another Christian 
denomination in the neighbourhood, another step on the 
way to recovering their normal way of life. The difference in 
schedules for the liturgical celebrations on Sundays in this 
area of Wuhan facilitates their ecumenical undertakings, all 
part of the wide fabric of life where God can bring people 
together through the mysterious threads that link all of 
humanity.

For many of the people at this 
parish, the opportunity to gather 
on Sunday to pray as a community 
is a central part of their lives. Many 
of them have lived through the 
major events of China's recent 
history.

 Photo: ©iStock.com/Pra-chid



During a recent on-line meeting of the Peru Support Group in Britain, Columban Fr Peter 
Hughes spoke on the theme, “The Pandemic and its impact on indigenous people”.

Mission Intention for January

Mission World
We ask your prayers: The prayers of our readers are requested for the 
repose of the souls of friends and benefactors of the Missionary Society 
of St Columban who died recently and for the spiritual and the temporal 
welfare of all our readers, their families and friends.
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May the Lord give us the grace to live in full fellowship with our brothers 
and sisters of other religions, praying for one another, open to all.

Photo: iStock.com
/RoyFW

ylam

Ellen Teague is the Media Coordinator for the Columban Justice, Peace 
& Integrity of Creation (JPIC) team in London, England.

r Peter was part of a panel highlighting the particular 
vulnerability of indigenous populations, their exclusion 
from decision-making processes, and their lack of 

access to public services, including access to health care and 
food provision. 

He reported that when COVID arrived in March the first 
reaction of the Government was the opposite to what 
indigenous people wanted to do, which was to close the 
frontiers to indigenous lands from outsiders. Instead, the 
Peruvian Government opened the frontiers of indigenous 
areas to extractive industries and militarised them to 
protect mining companies. This was to the detriment of the 
people in the Peruvian Amazon, as people living in small 
communities in the forests and along the riverbanks were 
not protected, many have died over the last six months.

Fr Peter said he was proud of the practical role the Catholic 
Church played last year with the Synod on the Amazon in 
Rome. The Catholic Church doesn’t have a good history 
of listening but we did at the Synod, he reflected. Around 
97,000 people contributed to the gathering, and the Church 
listened even if the authorities in Amazon countries did not. 
He spoke of Pope Francis’ 2015 Encyclical Letter, Laudato Si’ 
which, went far beyond the frontiers of the Church to call for 
protection of our common home, and stated that indigenous 
peoples’ rights and environmental rights go together. The 
Guarani people at the Synod said; “Mother Earth is bleeding 
because of extractive industries, and this must stop.”

F

Mission Intention for February
We pray for women who are victims of violence, that they may be protected by society and have their 
sufferings considered and heeded.

The pandemic and the Amazon 

According to Fr Peter, comings and goings by strangers 
into the Amazon region have increased, COVID infections 
have rocketed. Despite Government inaction to protect 
indigenous people, they themselves have cared for each 
other, using traditional medicines to alleviate COVID 
symptoms, and even sending food, such as plantain, from 
the rainforest to the nearest cities by canoe. The Catholic 
Church in the city of Iquitos crowdfunded an oxygen facility 
to help COVID victims struggling to breathe. 

Fellow panellist and indigenous leader, Lizardo Cauper, 
spoke of the implications of being excluded from the 
state’s health system. “I have lost neighbours and elders in 
this pandemic, but it has highlighted to the world the plight 
of indigenous peoples”. He reported that conflicts linked to 
extractive industries have worsened during the pandemic 
and there have been reports of killings. “Our rights are 
denied in Peru and beyond Peru,” he said. Carlos Soria, an 
environmental lawyer and panellist, stated, “local health 
centres in the Amazon often have no doctors and are low on 
medicines, and some health technicians abandoned their posts, 
since they had no protection and no clue how to handle the 
pandemic.”

View detailed summary of the webinar at https://
perusupportgroup.org.uk/summary-of-webinar-2-26-
september-2020 OR visit the Columban Centre for Advocacy 
and Outreach at https://columbancenter.org
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Who knows what this year holds?
From the Director

Fr Trevor Trotter 
Regional Director of Oceania 

RDOceania@columban.org.au

n January 1, New Year’s Day there is plenty of 
excitement and fireworks and it is a time for the 
whole world to celebrate. Well, not the whole world. 

If you are living in China or Korea and a lot of other places in 
Asia in 2021, you would be celebrating New Year on February 
12th. It is called the Lunar New Year because the Chinese 
calendar is closely connected to the phases of the moon. 
Our Western New Year is also connected to the moon. Pope 
Gregory wanted Easter to be celebrated around the time of 
the full moon.

The First Peoples of Australia did not have calendars but 
through observing the sky and the growth of plants and the 
changes of the weather they developed a great knowledge 
of the changes of the seasons. They did not need a calendar. 
They worked with the natural cycles of the seasons, the sun 
and the moon.

So New Year is very ecological. It is tied into nature. It 
reminds us again that we are part of a interconnected 
system of risings and settings, of full moons and new moons. 
Like the corona virus, the cycles of the sun and the moon 
affect everybody. We are indeed all in this together. We are 
all one people as far as the sun, the moon and the calendar 
are concerned. The position of the stars in the sky look down 
on the earth as just another planet.

What about God? What does God see in New Year’s Day? I 
think that God is delighted as we welcome another year as 
another gift from God. Our delight and expectation is shared 
by God. 

Who knows what this year holds? At these times I always 
remember a saying from one of the wise priests we had in 
the seminary. “We do not know what the future holds, but we 
do know who holds the future.” That says what I want to say 
here. I know and believe that God is the one who holds my 
future this year. How I feel about that depends upon who I 
think God is. 

If I know that God is a loving and caring person who holds 
me and my future, then I can feel quite consoled. If I am a 
bit afraid of God, and do not know the tender love that is 
offered to me, then maybe I am not so sure that I will be safe 
and secure. I could be quite anxious about the future and 
even afraid of the unknowns of 2021. 

O

I think we can take some consolation from the cycles of 
the sun and the moon, from the stars and the seasons. Just 
as these cycles keep going around and around. Just as we 
can expect the different trees to flower and the fish to be 
plentiful at the same times each year, then we can expect 
their Creator to be quite reliable. Nature can teach us a lot 
about God. That is why walking in the garden in the cool of 
the afternoon is often a good time to be calmed and healed. 
Adam and Eve heard God in the garden. Maybe we can do 
the same if we take the time to stroll in the bush or the quiet 
of the garden.

We can go out at night and look up to the stars and feel how 
small we are given the immensity of space but even so we 
are not flung off this earth into some sort of orbit around the 
sun. We have the reassurance of the solid earth under our 
feet.

In the morning we can see the sun rise and wonder at just 
how many times that sun has kept on coming up over 
the centuries. The reliability of sunrise can speak to our 
anxiety, to our fear of facing a chaotic year. I pray that all our 
Columban friends and supporters may believe that all will be 
well in 2021 because God makes the sun rise every morning!

Who knows what this year holds? 
At these times I always remember a 
saying from one of the wise priests 
we had in the seminary. “We do not 
know what the future holds, but we 
do know who holds the future.” ...
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In memory of Fr Frank Ferrie
olumbans in Korea, Australia, New Zealand and 
other parts of the Columban world are mourning the 
sudden death of Fr Frank Ferrie on November 9, 2020, 

just two weeks short of his 90th birthday.

Fr Frank died in the Columban House in Jeju City, South 
Korea, where he had been living in semi-retirement for a 
number of years. 

Frank Ferrie was born in St Arnaud, Victoria, son of Wilfred 
and Ellen. Three sisters, Shirley, Joan and Maureen, 
followed. Frank’s schooling began at St  Patrick’s, 
Korumburra. Then the family moved to Essendon and Frank 
attended St Teresa’s, Essendon, St Monica’s, Moonee Ponds 
and St Bernard’s Christian Brothers College, Essendon. A year 
at St Patrick’s College, Ballarat, followed for Frank to work on 
the Latin language. 

He entered St Columban’s Seminary in 1949 with a Spiritual 
Year at Wahroonga, NSW, and philosophy and theology 
studies at Essendon and Wahroonga. Frank was ordained 
at St Patrick’s Cathedral, Melbourne, by Archbishop Justin 
Simmonds on December 17, 1955, one of nine Australian/
New Zealand Columbans ordained that year.

The following year Frank arrived in Seoul, Korea, and began 
language studies with a tutor. An appointment as a curate 
to a parish on the east coast of Korea followed. Frank joked 
that his first communication problems began there, not 
with the parishioners, but when, with his Aussie accent, he 
tried to converse with the parish priest who was from Cork 
in Ireland! 

While there, Frank set up a YCW (Young Christian Workers)
group, probably the first in Korea! Not many months later 
he was put in charge of a new parish in Jeong Seon. Many 
more parishes followed over a total of 64 years apart from a 
period of five years when Frank was bursar at St Columban’s 
Seminary, Turramurra, NSW, while serving the Korean 
Catholic Community in Sydney.

The story is told that in one parish Frank helped with the 
school fees for one of his altar boys. The recipient of the 
help later became a member of the National Assembly for 
the district and never forgot the role Fr Frank had played in 
his career. 

For the last thirty-five years Frank has worked in the Diocese 
of Jeju as parish priest in five parishes and then for the last 
twelve years as manager of the Columban House in Jeju 
City. That did not mean the end of pastoral ministry for him 

C however. He has continued to make himself available for 
filling in when and wherever he was needed for Mass and 
Sacraments, for welcoming visitors, looking after them and 
driving them around and for ministry to migrant workers, 
particularly musicians and singers at the island’s tourist 
hotels. 

Requiem Mass for Fr Frank took place in the Immaculate 
Conception Cathedral in Jeju City. The main celebrant was 
Bishop Kang, assisted by Bishop Moon and more than sixty 
priests and as many laity as COVID-19 allowed. Bishop Kang 
spoke with much sincerity and obvious admiration for  
Fr Frank’s kindness, generosity and Christian faith. We give 
thanks for him and his missionary life. 

Missionary Society of St Columban

Eternal rest grant unto them, 
whose earthly lives are past. 
 
Let perpetual light shine down on them, 
may they rest in peace at last. 
 
Eternal life grant unto them,  
whose laughter now I’ve lost,  
whose presence and whose smiles  
I miss but never mind the cost. 
 
Eternal joy grant unto them,  
whose sufferings now are through,  
their pain and illness finally gone,  
their minds and hearts renew. 
 
Eternal peace grant unto them,  
my friends and foes together,  
forgive them all their trespasses. 
 
May they rest in peace forever. 
 
Amen.

Prayer for Eternal rest

Prayer from the Columban Prayer Book, In loving memory 
written by Columban Fr Pat Sayles - www.columban.org.au
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A heart for the poor
A Filipino Columban seminarian reflects on his experience in a tribal village in Pakistan. 

s a part of my seminary formation, I was assigned to a 
tribal village in the Sindh, Pakistan. There were many 
days when I felt at home there. However it was also 

upsetting to see the amount of poverty and the majority of 
children from the villages working in the fields. When you 
get to know the people and spend time with them, there 
can be some very positive and rewarding reactions too. 

For the last three days I have been staying with Shakoor’s 
family in the village of Tajeli. It is in a remote area about 
a two-hour journey from the parish centre. They have 
been sharing their meals with me, chapatti which is an 
unleavened wheat or rice bread, a lentil named dahl and 
sabzi which are vegetables.

Early one morning we left the village riding on a packed 
truck driven by a Balochi, that is, a native of Balochistan 
which is a province of Pakistan on the border with Iran. 

JEERY LOHERA

A

Columban Fr Joe Joyce (left) & 
Jerry Lohera (right) in Pakistan.

I was fortunate enough to sit with him in the front seat and 
we had a good chat in my limited Urdu language. We were 
on our way to a big farm to pick okra, which is known as 
ladies’ fingers in some countries. I imagine the owner of the 
farm must have been quite wealthy. As I started joining in 
the work of picking the okra, my companions warned me 
that my hands would become very itchy. One of them even 
offered his gloves to me, but I bravely refused the offer and 
bore the consequences!

Around ten in the morning we had a break and drank some 
tea that someone brought out for us. I discovered that 
many, if not all of the workers, were working on an empty 
stomach and that normally they have no breakfast. After 
our cup of tea everyone was back at work with no delay. I 
believe that these workers are paid seven rupees for one 
kilo of okra harvested. That is not much more than 12 cents 
(AUD) for one kilo of okra. Most of the work these people 
are able to get is seasonal.Photos: Jerry Lohera
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PAKISTAN

We sat in an open field under the heat of the sun all 
exhausted, waiting for the truck to bring us back to the 
village. I noticed some of the women laughing at me. 
I believe they were commenting on my hunger and 
exhaustion. “Brother must be very hungry now!” But I could 
see from the faces of everyone that we were all hungry 
and very tired. That day opened my eyes to the daily 
struggle these people have to find work and to earn some 
money in order to feed their families. It was a moment of 
enlightenment for me and I felt I was privileged to be with 
them.

The night after my first day in the fields, a headache 
disturbed my sleep until morning. The second night, it 
was my stomach that troubled me and kept me awake. 
But, thank God, the third night was a restful one. I had 
been thinking about abandoning my fellow workers and 
returning to the parish centre. However, I’m thankful now 
that I resisted that temptation and stayed with the work and 
my fellow workers and completed my days of immersion, 
sound and safe.

Looking back on that experience of my four days in the 
village of Tajeli, I am aware of some impressions that have 
stayed with me. The first one is the reality of the life of those 
people. They are poor, they work as day labourers on farms 
and they might have a little land themselves but there is 
very little rain and no irrigation. The water they have has a 
heavy mineral content making it unsuitable for crops. There 
is no Government health programme. Due to the absence 
of educational opportunities, many of them are illiterate. 
The second impression or conviction I received is that these 
people are very dear to God, loved by God, the God whom I 
am called to serve as a Columban missionary. 

Wherever I go on mission, I am called to bring an open and 
grateful heart. It is a privilege for me to spend time with 
these people, to be close to them and let them help me to 
reflect on my missionary vocation. Gospel joy, oftentimes, 
is found in simplicity of life and being with the poor and 
being identified as one of them. 

Columban seminarian, Jerry Lohera from the Philippines, was on First 
Mission Assignment in Pakistan. 

Jerry Lohera (left) with the farm workers in Pakistan.
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"Women taking care of each other" 
Workshop ADRIANA CURAQUEO

“Mary hurriedly left…When Elizabeth heard Mary’s greeting, the baby leapt in her womb, 
and Elizabeth was filled with the Holy Spirit.” ( Lk 1, 39. 41)

ne of the concerns during the first months of the 
pandemic and of “staying at home” was how to 
provide support with self-care and mutual care 

for women from the Columban parish communities that 
belong to the most vulnerable sectors of society. Because 
these women are the ones who carry the burden of the 
family on their shoulders as mothers, wives, caregivers of 
grandparents, grandmothers and neighbours.

During the quarantine period these women often felt 
isolated and insecure without their support network. Our 
Columban Mission Centre in Santiago, Chile, offered a 
virtual workshop to accompany these women which was 
based on faith, the body and emotions expressed through 
dance. 

Here are two testimonies from the women who 
participated:

Monica, Alto Hospicio, Iquique, Chile
Hello, my name is Monica and I live in Alto Hospicio, Iquique, 
Chile. 

I want to thank God for allowing me to participate in this 
beautiful workshop. I had the opportunity to discover aspects 

O

Apartment blocks in San Matías, Puente Alto 
Parish, Chile, where María Angélica lives.

of myself, learning how to handle my feelings of fear, sadness 
and frustration. 

I was able to transform these feelings into attitudes of trust, 
tranquility and happiness through the different dance sessions. 
I felt in harmony with myself and with nature. It freed me from 
the worries of everyday life, identifying myself as a woman who 
dreams with her feet and dances with her heart. I remember 
how I looked forward to Friday which was filled with new forms 
of expression, prayer and music. I felt very happy.

I thank God and my friends who prepared this workshop with 
so much love and knowledge for our benefit. From the bottom 
of my heart and soul I am eternally grateful.

María Angélica, San Matías, Puente Alto Parish, 
Chile
I am María Angélica and I participate in the San Matías, Puente 
Alto Parish, Chile.

In difficult times it is natural and normal to see how women 
become silent pillars in their families, homes and jobs. It is 
much more difficult to find space for oneself in dark times. 

The “Women taking care of each other" workshop was a 
wonderful meeting place for women. It provided a space where 

Photo: Fr George Hogarty SSC



  

  

  

  
  Remember the Columbans in your Will

“Do what you can” Bishop Edward J Galvin

Your Columban Legacy

AUSTRALIA: PH: (03) 9375 9475 E: bequest@columban.org.au www.columban.org.au 
NZ: PH: (04) 567 7216 E: info@columban.org.nz www.columban.org.nz 

FORM OF WILL

“I give and bequeath the sum of $.............. to the Columban Leader of Australia (NZ Wills: 
Columban Leader of New Zealand) of St Columbans Mission Society to be used for that Society’s 
general purposes as the Columban Leader of Australia (NZ Wills: Columban Leader of New 
Zealand) sees fit.

We cannot take our earthly possessions with us, but we can so dispose of them that our 
good works will continue after we are gone.

By leaving a gift to Columban Missionaries in your Will you become a partner in our work 
and you are leaving a lasting legacy for the future.

Why not speak to your lawyer about it?

 

YOUR COLUMBAN LEGACY 
Will information requestAustralia: PO Box 752 Niddrie Victoria Australia 3042 

New Zealand: PO Box 30-017 Lower Hutt New Zealand 5040

Please fill in your details below if you would like to receive further information about Your Columban Legacy:
 

Title:                 First Name:                                                       Last Name:

Address:

Suburb:                                                                    State:                           P/Code:                        Country:    

Phone:

TF
EB

EQ
JA
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FE
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1

www.columban.org.au

Email:

CHILE

www.columban.org.nz

Adriana Curaqueo is the coordinator of the Columban Mission Centre 
in Santiago, Chile. 

we got to meet friends in similar situations. We discovered 
ourselves as traveling companions and our company made us 
stronger. 

Each of us contributed from our own experience without 
judging the other. Dance allowed us to express emotions and 
desires such as joy, peace and justice.

We were told to take a deep breath, hold and exhale gently, go 
through each part of our bodies and listen to them. Yes, listen 
to your body, it is speaking to you.

I hope that many more women can begin to take care of 
themselves and grow. We all need these spaces.

During the quarantine 
period these women 
often felt isolated and 
insecure without their 
support network. Our 
Columban Mission 
Centre in Santiago, Chile, offered 
a virtual workshop to accompany 
these women which was based 
on faith, the body and emotions 
expressed through dance. 
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AUSTRALIA return coupon to: St Columbans Mission Society,  
PO Box 752, Niddrie VIC 3042 E: info@columban.org.au 

NEW ZEALAND return coupon to: St Columbans Mission Society,  
PO Box 30-017, Lower Hutt 5040 E: info@columban.org.nz 

TFE@columban.org.au

TFEJANFEB21DONATE and SUBSCRIBE securely online at: www.columban.org.au   www.columban.org.nz

Thank you for supporting COLUMBAN MISSION
 $

 $
My gift to the Columbans: 

 $40  $70  $120  $240 Other $______

The Far East Subscription ($15.00 per year) 

I wish to donate on a REGULAR BASIS
MONTHLY  QUARTERLY 

 $

Total Amount Enclosed

AUS 2021 Columban Calendar (*$13.00 inc. GST & postage) 
Additional calendar *$10.00 each - AUS ONLY  $

 QTY

www.columban.org.au/shop

SHOP ONLINE

 $

NZ 2021 Columban Calendar (*$16.00 inc. postage & handling) 
Additional calendar *$13.00 each - NZ ONLY  $

 Please send me information on Columban legacy
 I have included the Columbans in my Will

Your Columban legacy:
I send my gift by:
 Cheque  Credit card

Card holder name:

Expiry date: Signature:/

Credit card number:

An acknowledgement will be sent by email.

Email:

Australia Brazil Britain Chile China Fiji Ireland Japan Korea Myanmar 
New Zealand Pakistan Peru Philippines Taiwan United States

www.columban.org.au

PLEASE FILL IN YOUR DETAILS BELOW:

ID:                            Title:   

First Name:   

Last Name: 

Address: 

Suburb:                          State:              P/Code: 

Mobile:

www.columban.org.nz/shop

AUSTRALIA: www.columban.org.au/shop
SHOP ONLINE

NEW ZEALAND: www.columban.org.nz/shop

www.columban.org.nz

www.PayPal.Me/StColumban3040

DONATE ONLINE


