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MMMeeerrr rrr yyy    CCChhh rrr iii sssttt mmmaaasss      
aaa nnn ddd   aaa    HHH aaa ppppppyyy    NNN eeewww    YYYeeeaaa rrr !!!    

FFFeeelll iii zzz   NNN aaa vvv iii dddaaaddd!!!       
MMMaaa lll iii gggaaa yyy aaa nnn ggg   PPPaaassskkk ooo!!!    

from the Missionaries of Jesus District of the Americas:  

Fr. Joseph Guerrero, Fr. Manny Gacad, Fr. Michael Montoya,  

Fr. Enrique Ymson, Fr. Melchor Villero, Fr. Rey Tejico,  

Fr. Melanio Viuya and Fr. Aris Villanueva 
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May Jesus who comes to share our joys and fears bring us closer 

to God's Reign as we struggle to follow him in his intimacy with 

God and in sharing God's mission - a renewed and reconciled 

humanity.   

- Percy Bacani, MJ (Philippines) 

 

 

May the God of Life and Justice be truly incarnated in the heart 

of each one of us and become an instrument of change and a sign 

of Hope in the struggle of the little ones to live in the world with 

abundance and peace. Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year! 

 

- Joel Canuel, MJ (Philippines) 

 

Together with our Missionaries of Jesus Scholastics (Arsen 

Sumeg-ang, Bong Joven, Dax Ngujo, Dennis Batucan, and Kirby 

Bagaslao) i greet you - a Joyful Christmas and a Hope-filled 

2011! 

- Eugene Cañete, MJ (Philippines) 

 

The child Jesus in the manger is for humankind the incarnated 

hope for a better tomorrow. A joyful celebration of Christmas to 

one and all. 

- Wilfredo Dulay, MJ (Philippines) 

 

The birth of Jesus reminds us that God has chosen to be on our 

side, especially on the side of those who have been pushed to the 

fringes of our society. Christmas tells us that God continues to 

have faith in us! I wish you all a meaningful Christmas.  

 - Joey Evangelista, MJ (Philippines) 

 

 

"Kablaawan kayo iti naragsak a Paskua. Agnaed koma iti 

pagtaengan yo ti urnos  ken kappia. Agnanayon koma nga inkay 

marikna ti panagayat kadakayo ti Dios a Namarsua." 

- Primo Fagel, MJ (Philipppines) 

 

"Peace to all men and women of goodwill!"  This is the greeting 

of the messengers sent to announce the coming of God.  I long for 

this kind of peace and goodwill among us, Missionaries of Jesus.  

I also pray that I can, by my words and actions, carry and bring 

about this peace that God intends.      - Manuel Gacad, MJ (USA) 

http://www.facebook.com/photo.php?op=1&view=global&subj=565281664&pid=30530835&id=1287830633
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Twenty years after being in the mission and away from my 

family on Christmas I still get nostalgic. I greet my father, late 

mother, sisters, brothers and their families this nostalgic 

ñnaragsak nga paskwayo.ò I greet our friends with the same 

family spirit this Christmas: May you have the joy, hope and love 

that Mary and Joseph felt with Jesus on that beautiful night of the 

first Christmas celebration.  

- Jose Guerrero, MJ (Guatemala) 

 

 

Emmanuel...God is with us! Let us rejoice in faith, God has faith 

in us! Que La Buena Nueva de La Navidad nos llene de Paz y 

Alegria! Malipayon nga Paskuwa kag Mahamungayaon nga Bag-

ong Tuig sa tanan nga Misyoneros ni Jesus! 

- Benedicto Lagarde, Jr, MJ (Philippines) 

 

"MALIPAYONG PASKO UG BULAHANG BAG-ONG TUIG. 

HINAUT UNTA NGA ANG GINOO SA GUGMA, KALINAW 

UG KAHIUSA MAGA-UBAN KANATO SA KANUNAY."  

- Crespo Lape, MJ (Papua New Guinea) 

 

"On behalf of the United States Catholic Mission Association, I 

would like to greet all of you a Christmas full of joy and a New 

Year filled with creative responses to God's invitation to 

participate in His mission."  

- Michael Montoya, MJ (USA) 

 

 

"We long for lasting peace, we rejoice when there are initiatives 

for peace. We pray and act that the ceasefire between the 

government and rebel troops this December will be lasting. That 

hatred and killings stop. And a stray daughter or son return and 

find welcoming arms.  May the spirit and real peace of 

Christmas touch us all.               

  - Noel Octaviano, MJ (Philippines) 

 

Maligayang Pasko at Manigong Bagong Taon!  Madyaw Pasku 

aw Pagleya sa Bagu na Umay! 

 

- Virgilio Pozon, MJ (Philippines) 

 

God made His home among us, 

Welcome Him with all our hearts!  

- Efren D. Reyes, MJ (Philippines) 
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God became one of us so that in flesh and blood we would 

experience His unconditional love. As Jesus' friends and 

disciples, we are called to do the same: be a living sacrament of 

God's mercy and compassion wherever we are ï especially to the 

poor. Maligaya at Mapagpalang Pasko!                                 

- Efren N. Reyes, MJ (Philippines) 

 

Christmas is Godôs reminder to humanity that He has not given 

up on us ï that LIFE, LOVE, LAUGHTER and LIGHT prevail 

over darkness, dismay, disgust and death. For the daybreak from 

on high has visited us to shine on those who sit in darkness and 

death's shadow, to guide our feet into the path of peace (Luke 

1:21-22). MERRY CHRISTMAS!         

 - Melanio Viuya, MJ (USA) 

 

Christmas is the feast of God making His home with us, sharing 

our joys and sorrows.  May He also be EMMANUEL... in your 

hearts and in your homes. Let the Christmas  season be a grace 

moment to bring out all the good, the beautiful and noble in us 

and  share them with all our loved ones, family, confreres, 

benefactors and friends.  

                                      -  Enrique Ymson, MJ (USA) 

 

ff rr oomm  tthhee    

MM iissssiioonnaarr iieess  ooff   JJeessuuss  LL aayy  MM iissssiioonnaarr iieess  

wwoorr kkiinngg  iinn  GGuuaatteemmaallaa  

((LL iinnddaa,,  AAllmmaa  aanndd  FFrr aanncciissccaa))  
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The Novices of the Missionaries of Jesus 
  

THE APOSTOLATE OF THE NOVICES OF THE 
MISSIONARIES OF JESUS AT KANLUNGAN NI MARIA 

 

Kanlungan ni Maria is a residential house located in Antipolo 
City, Philippines that is rented purposely to give shelter and 
accommodation to eighteen (18) elderly women and men, most of whom 
are abandoned by their families. Some of them though left their families 
because they felt that they have become a burden to them. 

Every Saturday, beginning in June 2009 up to May 2010, from 
seven oôclock in the morning to four oôclock in the afternoon, the three 
(3) novices of the Missionaries of Jesus (Luis, Dennis and Arsen), have 
been assisting the residents of Kanlungan in whatever way they can. 
Their activities range from giving them a bath to feeding those who are 
no longer able to feed themselves. They also share Gospel stories, sing 
popular and religious songs, and play chess or cards with them. But most 
of their time is spent in listening to the stories of these óchronologically 
giftedô and abandoned women and men. 

Luis writes about the first person he was able to talk to in 
Kanlungan ï 

 Josephine Arellano, or Nanay Pina, was not actually abandoned 
by her family. She was the one who decided to leave her relatives. They 
were only four in the family ïher parents, a brother and herself. When 

Luis Joven reading book for Nanay Linda, 

one of the residents of Kanlungan ni Maria 
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she was still young, her brother died. As she was the only remaining 
child, she had to take care of her aging parents. At 50 she met the man of 
her life but because they were advanced in age, they were not able to 
have a child. Then she lost her parents. This loss was followed by the 
death of her husband. Misfortune after misfortune, she quipped, it was 
not yet over. Her house got burned. She was then left to the care of her 
relatives. Feeling that she was becoming a burden to them, she decided to 
leave her relatives and asked to be admitted at Kanlungan. Despite the 
tragic and sad events of her life, she is still able to show joy and hope. 
She is fun to be with. Her stories never bore you and her smiles radiate 
the happiness of growing old. 

Here is Dennis, with his story about Nanay Beng ï 
 Nanay Beng taught for twenty-eight (28) years in the public 

school. She shared about how she enjoyed her work until I saw her eyes 
full of tears when we discussed about her own struggles as a teacher. She 
talked about her family. Nanay Beng got married to a man who made her 
life miserable. They were unable bear a child, so they decided to adopt a 
baby boy. Unfortunately when the boy grew up, he left Nanay Beng in 
order to join his original family. The years that followed showed Nanay 
Beng taking care of her husband until he died. She was left with very 
little from her retirement benefits.  And, just when she gave up the house 
that she was renting, she barely had anything anymore. This situation 
eventually forced Nanay Beng to seek for shelter. Nanay Beng claimed 
that God brought her to Kanlungan which she never expected.    

Arsen uses images as he shares about the elderly women and men 

Arsen Sumeg-ang 

helping Tatay 

Vicente, one of the 

residents of 

Kanlungan ni Maria 

move around 
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he met in Kanlungan ï 
 The first time I saw the elders in Kanlungan, they seemed like 

dried leaves falling into the ground, and a little more, they would have 
totally withered. They were carrying with them painful memories from 
the past, memories of being neglected and abandoned, memories of 
futility and unfulfilled dreams. Every time then that they share their 
stories they seemed to me like leaves and branches of a tree falling into 
the ground. Many tears fell into this ground and have dried up in the passing 
of time. Yes, when it is time for me to say my farewell to them, after a dayôs 
apostolate, I could not hold my tears. I feel how lucky I am because I still have 
a home to go back to. But how about the elders of Kanlungan? Abandoned, 
they were. A home, they lost it! Yet, I still believe that not everything is lost. 
God has given them Kanlungan, Fr. Uldarico (the priest-in-charge), the 
volunteer caregivers, and the many concerned people who pass by the center 
to drop a little donation in kind or in cash.  

It was not too long ago, when another MJ seminarian, Daniel 
Xenon, or Dax, also got involved in Kanlungan. His visit to the place for 
eight (8) Saturdays allowed him to reflect on what it means to be a 
religious. Dax writes: 

To be a religious is to respond to the call of the One who 
summons me to this life. Following Christ is not about money, status, or 
career. Rather, it focuses on the depth of oneôs experience about God 
concretized through people and events. Doing apostolate in Kanlungan ni 

CCCeeelll eeebbbrrr aaattt iii nnnggg   

ttthhheee   EEEuuuccchhhaaarrr iii sssttt    

wwwiii ttthhh   ttthhheee   

rrr eeesssiii dddeeennntttsss   ooofff    

KKK aaannnlll uuunnngggaaannn   

nnniii    MMM aaarrr iii aaa   
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Maria is one of those experiences. It has left a mark in my life as I 
continue my journey with the Lord.  

Yes, it is hard not to be shocked by the reality of life in the stories of 
the residents of Kanlungan ni Maria. But as an old peopleôs home, Kanlungan 
certainly has a message to convey ïGodôs love for the little ones!  

To end, an author by the name of Vernice Schepp has this to say 
about older women and men and how we can be a blessing to them in 
their numbered daysïtheyôre not just old people, you know. They are life 
at its finish, a book in its last chapter. They were babies born small, new 
and fresh; they grew and learned, loved and laughed; they made 
mistakes and cried as you and I. Life taught them muchðthey are packed 
with memories and knowledge we canôt know. 

Here they areðthey look back with happy thoughts, but 

sometimes sad that itôs all over, why wasnôt it different or why canôt we 

do it again? [é] Theyôre not just old peopleðlearn from them, 

understand them and help them fill their numbered days with love and 

warmth; they need you! They are fragile gems, polished by life and time. 

Theyôre not just old people. They are us tomorrow. We are them 

yesterday. 
-  Fr. Eugene Canete, MJ 

 
(Fr. Eugene accompanies our seminarians in the Philippines in their 

training to become religious missionary priests. You can send your help 

to the seminarians through our office at 435 S Occidental Blvd, Los 

Angeles, CA 90057) 
 

 

Itôs Because Weôre Missionaries! 
 

MISSIONARY KAMI NGARUD!  

 

I remember an article written by Greg Gacad, the younger brother of Fr. 

Manny Gacad, MJ, for the 5
th
 anniversary of the Missionaries of Jesus. It 

was written in Friends and Disciples. The article simply recounts the 

story when Fr. Manny was about to leave for his first mission in Nigeria. 

When he broke the news to his family, they wondered why in Nigeria; 

and how they wished that he would be sent to a safer mission. But, Fr. 

Manny answered them saying ï ñMissionary kami ngarud!ò It was 

simple yet striking ï ñWe are missionaries!ò  

 After many years of missioning to different places, in the year 

2002, surprising news came from Fr. Manny himself informing his 

family that he and some other Filipinos were leaving the Congregation of 
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the Immaculate Heart of Mary to form a new group called the 

Missionaries of Jesus (M.J.). When his family received the news, they 

began to ask him questions like ï Why? How come? But Fr. Manny 

simply retorted ïñWen ah, ta missionary kami gayam!ò (Yes, because we 

are missionaries!) It was the same answer he uttered before he began his 

first mission as a CICM, now said out of a deeper conviction, the 

conviction of an experienced and bonafide missionary. 

 This article greatly struck me, because it tells of my own story. I 

cannot keep but wonder what was in the mind of my brother when I 

answered the same ï because before I entered the formation community 

of the Missionaries of Jesus, I informed him that I would join a 

missionary congregation. When my brother learned about my plan of 

transferring to a missionary group, he immediately said ï ñadi pay ipan 

daka diay Africa!ò (So, they are going to send you to Africa!)  ñWen ah 

missionary ngarud,ò (Surely, because that is missionary!) was my 

humble response. He then asked me more questions. Of course my 

brother knew how hard life in Africa is and he knew too how 

missionaries suffered there. He finally asked me ï ñet no matey ka ngen, 

adi isdi dakanto ay iponpon?ò (And when you die, they will just bury 

you there?)  With a deep sigh I answered ïñAnya ngay iman, missionary 

ngarud!ò (What can I do, that is to be missionary!)  

 Reflecting on those questions that were asked and the answers 

that I gave, I now ask myself ïwhat was the feeling of my brother upon 

hearing all those responses. I know that my Manong (elder brother) was 

hurt especially with the thought of me going to another country and just 

die there. Is this not painful?, I asked myself. Yet, after a second thought, 

I told this to myself ïI donôt think so. I am convinced with what I said. I 

would like to be a missionary. I feel that I am ready to embrace the spirit 

of being a missionary: to leave the comfort of my own family and to 

bring with me nothing but the faith and the desire to follow Jesus.  

 Now I really feel that I have made the first step to pursue my 

desire of following Jesus through the missionary life. And I do believe 

that after I would be sent and would have experienced life in the mission, 

I would be like Fr. Manny and other Missionaries of Jesus, and so with 

deep faith and conviction, I would be able to say proudly ïmissionary 

kami ngarud! We are missionaries! 

 

-Arsen Sumeg-ang, MJ Novice 

(Editorôs Note: This article was published in the 

Friends and Disciples in the Philippines. Arsen 

professed his vows last June and is now in 1
st
 Year 

Theology) 
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My Mission Experience at Arroyo San Diego 
  

 

 

(Editorôs Note: This article was published in 

the Friends and Disciples in the Philippines. 

Jorge Aguilar wrote this in 2009. He has since 

joined the Missionaries of Jesus and is now 

studying Philosophy in Guatemala City) 

 

 

 

I have heard about persons who had immersion experiences. They 

stayed in remote villages, with marginalized people. They came to live 

with this people for various reasons such as to do research, to work or to 

realize a religious exercise.  However, after some time, visitors leave the 

people in these communities; and the people will go on struggling for 

their lives, working to be able sustain their families. 

 The experiences that these persons tell l are regarding stories about 

their joy, sadness, exhaustion and personal motivations. Now, it is my 

turn to share a little bit of my experience when I went to live in Arroyo 

San Diego community. 

  

My First Day 

 Fr. Jose accompanied me on that the day I when we traveled toward 

Arroyo San Diego. He left me at the care of the families of this 

community. I lived with them for a month. I was then excited to be able 

to share many things in this community. 

 We had to pass by an extensive ranch. The people at Arroyo San 

Diego told me that this ranch was about 1,355 hectares and only one 

person owns everything of it. Along the way guards are posted inspecting 

ID documents for people who wish to pass through the ranch. Without 

IDs definitely one cannot pass through. 

 After observing the required ID protocol, we went on our way. We 

walked for approximately an hour. It was rather far and only one can 

hike or ride on horseback. I had to put on my boots. Simple hiking shoes 

could get stuck in the sticky mud. When it rains so hard, some parts of 

the pathway could turn into pools. Horses are often stuck in them. For 

the rest it would be almost impossible to pass by it. 
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Later, we reached the community. People welcomed us with joy 

since they do not often receive visitors. This is also a special moment 

because the Eucharist will be celebrated with the coming of a priest. 

After the celebration of the Holy Mass, I was introduced to the people. I 

told the people about myself, hoping that they understood what I said. 

Most of the people only understand and speak Qôeqchiô. Then we ate 

lunch with the people. While Fr. Jose rested for a while I strayed along 

the brook (arroyo), which is found just beside the community, trying to 

familiarize myself around. 

 After a couple of hours, Fr. Jose had to leave because he had to visit 

another community. I accompanied him up until the entrance of the 

community. Deep inside me I began to feel very sad. I felt as though I 

was a child brought for the first time at school, accompanied by his 

mother. The mother leaves that child at the school gate. This child stays 

behind sad and anxious, worrying how would the first day of class be 

like, what classmates will he meet or what new things will he experience 

ï things that he had never had experienced before. But he realizes later 

that school is the only way so that he could go on reaching for his 

dreams.  

  

In what way did I adapt? 

 In the days that followed I experienced change. I was getting used to 

the work being done here. To eat, I had to work with the people in the 
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community. However, during the first ten days I could not stand the 

demands of the work I had to carry out. I had blisters already on the 

palms of my hands. When I proposed to the people that I wanted to 

experience the work they do every day, they took this very seriously. 

 During the first days I helped my brothers in Arroyo San Diego 

fumigate their corn field, plant corn, cut the tall grass and weeds in the 

field, carry fire woods to the house where I stayed and also cut trees. 

Within these initial days I did experience a lot of change in me! At first I 

went through what I call affliction. You see, after working I had still to 

wash my clothes in the brook. There were times when my blisters on the 

palm of my hands ruptured while washing my clothes. This hurt so much 

especially when soap came into contact with the wounds. In the evenings 

before I went to sleep I dried these wounds in front of the fire. This 

alleviated the pain that bothered me from ruptured blisters. I had to resort 

to this provisional treatment because I had to work again the following 

day. 

 During the evenings, I wandered at the patio of the house where I 

stayed to reflect and pray before I slept. It many occasions I asked myself 

what I was doing here ï in this place without electricity, potable water; 

enduring all those work and blister pains which are constantly bothered 

me, and also fearing that some scorpion or snake would bite me.  

Previously I had a nice work at an office. I came in at that office, sat on 


