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Columban Fr Dan O'Connor pictured with Poni and her 
younger sister, Rebeka, after her return home from hospital. 
Earlier Poni had risked her life to save Rebeka at the rail 
crossing and lost her feet as a result.  
(See Columban Fr Dan O'Connor's story pages 4-5).

related how he felt like a burden on 
society and was sometimes suicidal. 
Thanks to the efforts of Fr Joe and his 
parish, Tanaka Kun now has a decent 
place to live and a job to complete 
every day, and that has given him a 
new purpose in life. Congregational 
Leader of the Columban Sisters,  
Sr Ann Gray, relates two stories, 
one set 80 years ago in China and 
one contemporary story from the 
Philippines, which demonstrate the 
way the Columban Sisters engage 
with local people has not changed 
much during those years. 

The missionary life is one of 
engagement, engagement with 
local people and other missionaries, 
engagement with the urgent 
needs and issues of the area where 
missionaries minister and of course 
engagement with the God who 
directs, supports and continues to call 
us into a deeper commitment to the 
missionary vocation. 
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Fr Daniel Harding

T here is no point in being an 
overseas missionary unless 

one is prepared to engage with the 
local people to whom one has been 
sent. The January/February issue of 
The Far East magazine carries a variety 
of stories of the different ways and 
circumstances in which Columban 
Missionaries engage with the people 
amongst whom they live.

When Fr Dan O’Connor first heard the 
story of Poni, a 17-year-old, low caste 
tribal girl in Pakistan, whose feet had 
been run over by a train, he became 
deeply moved. Thanks to the hard 
work of Columbans like Fr Dan and 
their supporters both in Pakistan and 
around the world, Poni, after much 
medical treatment, is now able walk 
again.

Fijian Columban Lay Missionary, 
Sainiana Tamatawale, offers a 
reflection on the annual celebration 
of the Eucharist each All Soul’s Day 
on either side of the Mexican/United 
States border.

Columban Fr John Marley represented 
the Columbans at the Sunday 
Eucharist during October 2014 to 
celebrate the 125th anniversary of 

From the Editor
Engaging with others

the foundation of Holy Rosary parish, 
in Brooklyn, New York. It was from 
this parish in 1912, that Columban 
co-founder Bishop Edward Galvin 
received his vocation to go to China 
as a missionary priest rather than 
return home as a diocesan priest to his 
home diocese of Cork in Ireland. After 
several years in China, the then  
Fr Galvin decided to found a 
missionary society of diocesan priests 
to work in China. This Society later 
became the Missionary Society of  
St Columban. 

As a worldwide missionary society, 
the Columbans are in the process 
of developing opportunities for 
New Zealanders and Australians to 
participate in Columban short term 
missionary experiences in some 
of the countries where we work. 
Patrick O’Dwyer, the nephew of 
Columban Fr Frank Hoare, writes of 
his short term mission experience 
with the Columbans in Fiji and in the 
Philippines.  

When Columban Fr Joe Brooder met 
Tanaka Kun, a homeless man who 
lived in a cardboard shack near his 
parish church in Japan, Tanaka Kun 
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Poni risks her life for her younger 
sister
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Like many of the poor in Pakistan, Poni 
suffered a tragic accident. Columban  
Fr Dan O’Connor writes of her accident 
and his involvement in her recovery.

FR DAN O'CONNOR

P oni is a 17-year-old Hindu girl, a member of the 
impoverished Parkari Kohli tribal community that live 

in the arid Sindh province of Pakistan. Like the majority of 
girls who live in the Sindh province, she has never been to 
school. Her father, Krishan, is a landless peasant farmer, who 
cultivates land for a landlord, waters and harvests his crops 
of rice, cotton and sugar cane. He then receives a meagre 
share of the crop to feed his family. 

Poni’s mother died when she was very young, as a 
reaction to an injection given to her by a local so- 
called 'quack' doctor. Her father then remarried, but 
his second wife committed suicide. Her father then 
remarried a third time.

There is a railway line that runs through Poni’s village. 
On the other side of the railway line is a pond of fresh 
water, used to wash clothes and cooking utensils and 
for the buffaloes to drink from and to wallow in.

One morning Poni took her younger sister, Rebeka, 
to bathe in the pond. Rebeka then started to walk 
home across the railway line. Just at that moment, the 
train from Badin to Hyderabad was approaching. Poni 
called out to Rebeka to move away from the railway 
track. Rebeka thought that Poni was calling her back 
to the pond. In desperation, Poni ran to the railway 
track where her loose clothing became snagged on 
the railway line. She fell face down in the path of the 
approaching train. 

The train ran over Poni’s feet and dragged her along 
the line for some distance. When it halted, a large 
crowd from the village including her family gathered. 
Her father, Krishan, picked up his daughter, thinking 
she had been killed. He then noticed that she was 
breathing ever so slightly. He carried her to the main 
road where he managed to hire a vehicle to take her to 
the hospital at Badin, a distance of 12 kms. Poni’s uncle 
and the train guard accompanied him.

At the hospital emergency ward, she was pronounced 
dead by the doctor, who asked whether the family 
wanted a post mortem. Krishan replied that he did not 
want a post mortem. He then thought he saw Poni take 
a breath. As he lifted her up from the stretcher, she said 
in a soft voice, “Abba Ji (Daddy Sir), give me water.”

jrussell
Typewritten Text
Listen to: Poni risks her life forher younger sister
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http://www.columban.org.au/assets/files/tfe/Audio/2016/01%20jan%20feb%202016/05-the-far-east-janfeb-2016-Poni-risks-her-life.mp3


Columban Fr Dan O'Connor has spent many years in Pakistan as 
a missionary.
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PAKISTAN

The doctor was amazed and immediately began emergency 
treatment by administering a reviving drip. He then gave 
Krishan a referral letter for the Civil Hospital in Hyderabad. 
Krishan then paid for an ambulance to take Poni, himself 
and the train guard the two hour journey to Hyderabad. 

On arrival at the hospital, the train guard asked Krishan to 
give him the doctor’s referral letter, with his thumbprints on 
it and his National Identity Card. He promised to use these 
documents to get free medical treatment for Poni from the 
Railway Department. Krishan handed everything over to 
the guard who then disappeared and was never seen again. 

After waiting several hours, Krishan and Poni were now 
in a desperate state, with no hope of admission to the 
hospital. Finally, a man from a local political party, took up 
their case and managed to have Poni admitted. Treatment 
at the hospital lasted for 20 days with Poni’s family staying 
night and day at her side, bringing her food which is the 
practice in these hospitals. At the end of treatment, Poni 
was brought home by Krishan where the family continued 
to change her bandages and care for her.

I first heard about the plight of Poni from parishioners one 
Sunday after evening Mass. “This tribal girl had her feet cut off 
when the train ran over her feet,” they told me. When I heard 
this I was deeply moved.

I then informed the parish’s Health Team who went with 
me to visit Poni in her village. We brought her to see a 
local doctor who said to take her to the Jinnah Hospital 
in Karachi. We have an important contact in Karachi, who 
fights for the rights of the poor and sick. With Columban 

help, she organized to have Poni admitted to hospital, 
where they amputated the rest of her feet. After this, we 
managed to have her admitted to another hospital for 
plastic surgery.

Some weeks later on one of my visits to Poni in hospital, 
I noticed her jaw was jammed and her teeth closed. The 
family told me that they managed to feed her by pushing 
soft food through her teeth. I spoke with the authorities 
who some time later operated successfully to release her 
jaw. 

Then when the stubs of her two legs had been healed 
sufficiently, it was back to Karachi for the fitting of shoes 
with supports. Poni, with the aid of helpers took a few small 
hesitant steps with a smile radiating from her and those 
attending her. Throughout her journey Poni always smiled 
whenever I met her. Now it shone ever more brightly. With 
practice she is now able to walk even without the supports 
and collect water again.

Recently Poni said to me, “I am very happy that I now have 
a new life and am able to walk again. I had felt so sad and 
upset when I lost my feet. Thanks so much to Fr Dan and all the 
Columban supporters and everyone who has helped me.”

P.S. Recently the brother of Poni's stepmother lost his two 
legs in an accident with a wheat thrasher harvester - one leg 
was lost above the knee and the other below the knee.

Fr Dan O'Connor with Poni, her father and family.
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Bishop Edward Galvin remembered 

O n October 26, 2014, Holy Rosary 
parish, in Brooklyn, New York, 

celebrated the 125th anniversary of its 
foundation in 1889. 

Holy Rosary parish in Brooklyn has 
a very special significance for the 
Missionary Society of St Columban. 
Fr Edward Galvin, who inspired the 
founding of the Society, served in that 
parish as a newly ordained priest from 
1909 to 1912. 

Fr Galvin was ordained in June 1909 
at St Patrick’s College, Maynooth, 
Ireland, for the Diocese of Cork. 
Shortly before his ordination he was 
advised that the Diocese of Cork had 

no place for him at that time. So he 
applied to the Diocese of Brooklyn 
and was appointed on a temporary 
basis to Holy Rosary parish in July 
1909, where he served as assistant 
priest until he left for China on 
February 28, 1912.

Fr Galvin’s decision to go to China 
did not come out of nowhere. Even 
before he began his studies for 
the priesthood Edward Galvin had 
expressed an interest in being a 
missionary priest. 

The idea of foreign mission was 
promptly discouraged by his parents 
and apparently soon forgotten by 

the young man. But his interest 
in overseas mission was suddenly 
revived by a priest who visited Holy 
Rosary presbytery in January 1912.

At the dinner table that day 
Monsignor James McEnroe, the Parish 
Priest, introduced the visitor to  
Fr Galvin as Fr John Fraser who was a 
missionary in China and was looking 
for priests to go to China with him.

Fr Fraser spoke of the squalor and 
misery of people in China and their 
lack of knowledge of God. After 
dinner when Mons. McEnroe said 
goodbye to Fr Fraser, Fr Galvin invited 
the visitor to his room.

FR JOHN MARLEY
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The conversation was brief. Fr Galvin 
spoke: “I’m a priest ordained for the 
Diocese of Cork. Cork did not need me. 
I was loaned to Brooklyn. Brooklyn 
doesn’t need me. You say China needs 
me. I will go to China with you.” 

Fr Fraser was due to return to China 
from Canada on February 28. Fr Galvin 
immediately began preparations to 
join him. It meant beginning to close 
down his activities in Holy Rosary, 
and more painfully, it meant writing a 
letter to his mother to break the news 
he would not be returning to Ireland. 
That letter would surface many 
years later at Holy Rosary's 125th 
anniversary celebrations.

In preparation for that celebration, 
Mons. Paul Jervis, the current Parish 
Priest, invited all priests who had 
served in the parish to take part. I was 
invited to represent the Columban 
Fathers.

The Mass of celebration was 
scheduled for 9:00am on Sunday 
October 26, 2014. I arrived at the 
church at 8:15am so I had time to look 
around before the ceremonies began. 

On the side wall at the back was an 
illuminated bronze plaque with an 
engraving of Bishop Galvin’s face, and 
a list of the significant dates in his 
life, including “Curate – Holy Rosary, 
Brooklyn, 1909-1912.” 

Beside the plaque on the wall was a 
large green-paper collage of words 
and photos showing Galvin’s career 
from Ireland through Holy Rosary 
to China. On a table was an open 
loose leaf binder which followed 
developments in Galvin’s life at Holy 
Rosary and afterwards.

Bishop Nicholas DiMarzio, Bishop of 
Brooklyn, presided at the Mass, and 
he was accompanied by a deacon

 and seven priest concelebrants. The 
all-female choir was impressive as it 
showed its ability to provide volume, 
feeling or both at the appropriate 
moments.

During the opening hymn the Bishop 
led the concelebrants to the Galvin 
corner at the back of the church, 
where he blessed and incensed the 
plaque, and prayed that Bishop Galvin 
would continue to inspire the people 
of Holy Rosary to reach out to others 
as an expression of their love for God 
and neighbour.

After communion, Mons. Jervis 
introduced me and invited me to 
read to the congregation the letter 
Fr Galvin had written to his mother 
to break the news that he would not 
return to Ireland but would continue 
on to China as a missionary priest.

Before reading the letter I spent a 
few moments explaining how Fr 
Galvin came to be in Holy Rosary in 
Brooklyn, and how significant it was 
that he would not return to Ireland as 
expected, but would continue on to 
China.

The letter was particularly significant 
for this Holy Rosary congregation 
because the letter was written in the 
rectory of their parish. The letterhead 
read, “Holy Rosary Rectory, 141 
Chauncey Street, Brooklyn, New York.” It 
was dated “February 28, 1912,” the very 
day that Fr Galvin left Holy Rosary for 
China. It began, “My dear Mother,” and 
concluded, “Goodbye Mother. I will 
write very soon again. Your loving son, 
Ed.”

Monsignor Jervis said the letter would 
help the people understand that  
Fr Galvin’s missionary decision was 
a painful sacrifice for him and for his 
family as they tried to do what they 
believed God was asking them to do.

After Mass many people came to me 
to tell me how moved they were to 
hear Fr Galvin in his letter trying to 
console his mother for the sacrifice 
they both were making to do what 
they believed God was asking of 
them.

Reflecting on my experience of that 
morning at Holy Rosary in Brooklyn, 
I was genuinely surprised that Fr 
Galvin is so well remembered there 
despite his departure more than 
100 years ago. Mons. Paul Jervis 
was enthusiastic about Fr Galvin 
and wanted the people to continue 
to honour and imitate him. Bishop 
DiMarzio was familiar with Bishop 
Galvin’s history, and referred to him as 
'a martyr'.

Clearly Holy Rosary church in 
Brooklyn will continue to have 
special significance for all Columban 
missionaries, because it was there 
that Fr Galvin’s missionary vocation 
came to full maturity. From there 
he left for China and from China he 
inspired other young priests to join 
with him in laying the foundation of 
the Missionary Society of St Columban 
in 1918.

Since that day in February 1912 when 
he left Holy Rosary rectory for China, 
Fr Galvin has enabled more than 1,100 
priests to join the Columbans and 
has inspired many others, lay people 
and religious, under the patronage of 
St Columban, to join in the splendid 
cause of sharing the good news of 
the Kingdom of God in China and 
throughout the whole world. 

Columban Fr John Marley lives in Ireland. He 
previously served in Chile as a missionary. 

CHINAUSA
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Equality in God’s house 

E very year on All Souls Day, 
November 2, a Eucharist is 

celebrated at the high fence which 
runs along the Mexican/United States 
border. Mexican Catholics from the 
city of Juarez and American Catholics 
from El Paso, Texas, and Las Cruces, 
New Mexico, come together each 
year to pray for the souls of those who 
were murdered or who died of hunger 
and thirst while attempting the 
crossing of the border from Mexico 
into the United States. While some 
bodies have been found, many others 

are still missing. On this occasion we 
also pray for the living. We pray for 
all migrants, for justice, peace and 
respect for human dignity, and for the 
unity of the Mexican people.

I’ve been attending the “Border 
Eucharist” from the Mexican side of 
the 11-foot-high fence for the past 
four years. Our Columban parish of 
Corpus Christi is close to the spot 
where the Eucharist takes place every 
year. The first time I took part in this 
Eucharist after arriving in Mexico from 
Fiji, I could not yet understand the 

Spanish language and I didn’t know 
anyone. I could not help but observe, 
however, the presence of agents from 
the United States Border Patrol on the 
American side and from the Policia 
Federal on the Mexican side. These 
agents from both countries carefully 
monitored the celebration of the 
Eucharist by local bishops and priests 
and hundreds of faithful from both 
countries. 

I was deeply moved when I saw 
people giving each other the Sign of 
Peace through the international fence. 

Photo: AAP image/EPA/Barbara Vazquez
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I saw a lady in front of me extend her 
hand out and put her fingers through 
the fence in order to touch people on 
the other side. I heard her say, “Peace 
be with you” to a person on the Unites 
States side. 

I said to myself, “O my God, when 
You created the Universe there was 
no division, and during our Sign of 
Peace we overcame division.” The 
international fence divides us, but 
during the Eucharist we are united in 
communion, as one family. It was a 
powerful symbol. 

Now, after living in the parish of 
Corpus Christi for the last four years 
as a Colulmban Lay Missionary and 
learning to speak Spanish, I have been 
able to build strong friendships with 
the parishioners. I have come to have 
a good understanding of what life is 
like for our parishioners. 

The 2014 Border Eucharist was held 
on November 22, instead of All Soul’s 
Day. The bishop of Las Cruces, New 
Mexico, the Most Rev. Oscar Cantú, 
was the main celebrant at that 
Eucharist. I was struck by his homily, 
especially when he said, “We are all 
migrants and citizens in the Kingdom of 
God.” 

These words reminded me of a day 
when we were standing on a high hill 
nearby, where a large statue of Our 
Lady was located next to a chapel 
under construction. I asked the 
three parishioners with me whether 
they originally came from the city of 
Juarez.

They all replied that they were from 
other parts of Mexico. I said to them 
that none of us are originally from 

here. “I am from Fiji and our parish 
priest, Fr Kevin Mullins is from Australia.”

One of them replied, “Yes, we came 
from other parts of Mexico, looking for 
work and thanks to our Catholic faith, 
we are now a part of the local parish 
community. Some people cannot find 
work here and, seeking to improve 
the lives of their families, try to cross 
the border fence. But God created the 
Universe without divisions or borders. 
It was human beings who made these 
divisions that separate us.”

I said to them, “Imagine how it will be 
in heaven! I don’t believe that God will 
divides us, say, ‘You, Mexican, go to this 
side! You Fijian, go to that side!’ We are 
all His children. We are one and equal in 
God’s House.”

And then, one of the men said,  
As God said in Genesis 1:26-27,  
"He created us in His image and 
likeness.”

Being a Fijian Columban Lay 
Missionary among the Mexican 
people, and living at the border 
between the United States and 
Mexico, I feel, experience and see 
that, through the language of God’s 
love, He brings us together as one 
body and one family, since God loves 
us equally.

Pope Francis recently said that we 
Christians promote “a humanity 
for which every foreign country is a 
homeland and every homeland is a 
foreign country.”

Originally from Fiji, Columban Lay 
missionary Sainiana Tamatawale lives and 
works in the parish of Corpus Christi, in the 
city of Juarez, Mexico.

SAINIANA TAMATAWALE
REFLECTION

"We are all His children. 
We are one and equal in 
God’s House.”“ 

Photo: AAP image/EPA/Barbara Vazquez
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“Thank the Lord, 
Mickey Martin was a 
talker, or we would be 
having breakfast with 
St Peter this morning.”

“ 

Fr Charles Duster in Japan, circa 1967 and later in Fiji.



Columban Fr Charles Duster first served in Japan and later for many 
decades in Fiji. Nearly 50 years following the crash, he remembers 
those who perished in his prayers. 
 
Editor’s Note: Philippine Airlines flight #385 crashed into a mountain 
on July 6, 1967, due to poor weather conditions. All passengers and 
crew members aboard the flight perished.
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I t was a missionary’s dream vacation. During the 
summer of 1967, a Columban classmate of mine who 

was on his first six year tour of Korea and I on my first term 
in Japan decided to fly down to the Philippines to visit our 
Columban classmates and confreres. Little did we imagine 
that it would bring us within two minutes of meeting Our 
Maker! The trip began well with an exciting week in Manila 
followed by a wild ride on a commercial bus to Olongapo 
to visit friends in the Province of Zambales near Subic Bay, 
a huge U.S Navy port in those days. The bus drivers on the 
Victory Line seemed to compete for passengers by racing 
one another and passing in what I thought were dangerous 
situations on the narrow two lane highway. 

During the second week of our vacation, we decided to 
visit the Columbans on the island of Negros, the sugar 
cane producing island of the Philippines. That visit was 
uneventful in terms of 'heart in the throat' experiences 
in the beginning, but it didn’t conclude that way. It was 
on our way to the airport of Bacolod on Negros that Jim 
and I experienced the closest call in our lives. A Columban 
friend, Fr Ed Roberts, offered to take us in his jeep to the 
airport, about a three hour trip. On the way, we passed 
through Binalbagan which is a large town with a sugarcane 
processing mill and a regional hospital.

We were told that another Columban who both Jim and I 
knew from our days as exchange students in our seminary 
in Ireland, Fr Mickey Martin, was in the hospital recovering 
from hepatitis. Naturally we felt duty bound to visit him. 
That was the key to the rest of the story. Mickey, as any 
Columban could tell you, is 'a talker'. He has perfected 
the Irish penchant for telling a story in colourful but in 
somewhat extended fashion. Consequently we stayed at 
the hospital far longer than expected.

When we got back on the road and were approaching 
Bacolod it started to rain and there was more traffic. We 
pulled up at the tiny airport at 5:32pm to catch a 5:45pm 
scheduled flight for the 25 minute trip to Cebu. The plane 
was on the runaway, just 20 or so yards from the gate, the 
door still open. We had our tickets in hand, but the young 
man at the gate refused to let us board saying the pilot 
wanted to leave early because of the weather. Argue as we 
might, he would not let us through. Somewhat disgruntled, 
we headed back to town and slept in a hotel. 

The next morning at breakfast, the manager came over to 
our table and said “Weren’t you two priests supposed to be 

on the last flight to Cebu yesterday evening?” “Yes, we were” 
we replied. “We missed it by two minutes.” “Well thank God 
you did, it was a good thing you missed it because it crashed 
into the mountain and all aboard were killed.” At first, it was 
unbelievable that we were that close to being on board 
that flight killing 21 passengers and four members of the 
crew. Jim and I looked at one another and he said, “Thank 
the Lord, Mickey Martin was a talker, or we would be having 
breakfast with St Peter this morning.”

Later that morning, on the short flight to Cebu, the plane 
hit a number of air pockets and you would have been 
amazed to see how many rosaries came out of purses and 
pockets with everyone making the sign of the cross. We 
later learned that there in addition to the two 'No Shows' 
on that fatal flight, Jim and I, there was also one last minute 
cancellation. It seems that a Filipina lady passenger had 
seen the passenger list and saw that there were two foreign 
priests with the names Duster and Duffy scheduled to be on 
the plane. Since we didn’t appear, she got off and cancelled. 
Apparently, she thought it was a bad omen that the two 
priests scheduled to be on the flight did not appear. Call it 
faith or superstition, but in fact it saved her life. This close 
call never would have happened in today’s world with such 
tight airline security and careful screening before boarding, 
but things were much looser and relaxed in those days.

How close we came to death didn’t really strike Jim and 
me until later that afternoon when we were reading the 
accounts and pictures of the crash site in the newspapers. 
In a sense, it was the most effective spiritual retreat the 
two of us had ever made. What did I learn from this 'near 
encounter' with the Lord? I think at least three things. God 
must have wanted us to be around for a while longer so use 
the time well was one lesson. Another was if things don’t go 
as I had planned or expected, maybe God has a reason. And 
finally, don’t run for a plane or a train or a bus. If you miss 
it, maybe you were not supposed to be on it and I haven’t 
done so since.

A close shave
FR CHARLES DUSTER

PHILIPPINES
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Columban SHORT TERM mission EXPERIENCES 

Short Term Mission (STM) experiences have always been offered by Columban 
Missionaries in many of the countries where they work. In the article below, Patrick 
O’Dwyer, nephew of Columban Fr Frank Hoare, writes of his Short Term Mission 
experience with the Columbans in Fiji and the Philippines. 
Columbans are in the process of developing Short Term Mission experiences in  
Chile and the Philippines.  
Read more about it on page 15. 

F iji for me will always be one of the most 
wonderful places in the world. I never 

expected to end up in Fiji, in the middle of 
the Pacific Ocean surrounded only by a vast 
expanse of water. It's almost impossible to get 
further away from Ireland, my home country. 
Yet that is where I found myself, living among 
the Columban Fathers in Fiji, a kind and good 
humoured bunch of priests from Ireland, New 
Zealand, Peru and most recently South Korea.

My journey really started during my studies the 
previous year when I met my 'momo' (uncle in 
Fijian) Columban Fr Frank Hoare in Ireland.  
I told him that I wanted to work in development, 
perhaps in Africa. He was quick to suggest 
Fiji, yet at the time I knew nothing about the 
country other than it was a famous honeymoon 
destination. I took him up on the idea. The 
following September 2014, I arrived in Nadi and 
spent the next four months living in the capital, 
Suva, occupying the Columban Father's Bula 
Suite (welcome suite in Fijian).

A short term mission experience  
in the Pacific
PATRICK O'DWYER



First Four Months in Fiji
My first four months in Fiji were spent helping out in any way I could and learning as much as I could about the social justice 
and economic development issues facing Fijian society. My momo (Fr Frank) told me that the Columbans were interested 
in developing some type of shorter term lay volunteer model and he was interested in how things with me would play 
out. In an effort to help me better understand Fijian customs and traditions I was paired up with a prospective Columban 
seminarian, Meli Nanuku. We worked together over the next four months, visiting Non-Government Organizations (NGOs), 
researching their focus and activities and writing a report with the intent to inform the Social Justice and Development 
Commission of the Archdiocese of Suva about the major issues facing the country. This was an extraordinary learning 
experience for both of us, as well as the beginning of a fruitful friendship.

Of course I had to do more than this alone to 'earn my keep'. My other duties included fetching fresh bread and making sure 
there was always bread for breakfast. While in Ireland we put the bins out only once a week, in Fiji my other duty was to rise 
early and put the bins out three times per week. I also became the house driver during my four months. I would drive the 
kitchen staff, Naomi and Sala, home in the evenings, collect the post twice a week, drive any of the administrative staff on 
any of their errands. Within days of arriving I felt comfortable there, and by the end of my stay, it felt like family.

One unexpected duty came in the form of a good humoured patient. Roughly half way through my stay, the Columban 
Director Fr Donal McIlraith slipped and split a muscle in his leg. After a rather invasive surgical operation he was left unable 
to walk and in need of care. I then became a live-in nurse and physiotherapist. As he began to heal and strengthen, he took 
me on visits to the settlements at the edge of the city. These settlements were the equivalent to slums in other countries, 
where the urban poorest lived. We met the Catholics in the community, discovered which families wanted their children 
baptised and organised their special day at the church. As he got stronger I assisted him on visits to families seeking 
counselling, visits to families who had just lost a loved one, different churches to say Mass, and brought him to and fro from 
his Scripture lectures. With all of these unique experiences, it felt like I was becoming a missionary priest's apprentice! It's fair 
to say my volunteering experience in Fiji involved me wearing many hats, and assuming many different roles while coming 
to a deep and profound understanding of a culture completely different from my own.

Seven Months in the Philippines
After staying almost four months, I departed for the Philippines to 
continue volunteering. Coincidentally I spent the next four months 
volunteering with an NGO called PREDA (People's Recovery Empowerment 
Development Assistance) which is run by a Columban priest, Fr Shay Cullen. 
This was also an incredible experience, where I worked alongside some 
of the most inspirational people I have ever met. I worked with youths in 
conflict with the law and I was involved in jail visits aiming to find youths as 
young as 11 or 12-years-old behind bars. PREDA, among other activities, 
rescues youths from prison cells which at times could hold up to twenty 
teenagers in one large room, then it offers a diversion programme where 
they can continue their education, practice sport and have their legal 
cases supported.

Following my time at PREDA, I volunteered as a labourer with an NGO 
called All Hands Volunteers building houses in Tacloban, a city on the 
island of Leyte, devastated by two consecutive hurricanes. I volunteered 
there for two months. Luckily I was given a free volunteer visa, as well as 
free food and accommodation by the NGO in exchange for a six day work 
week. Heavy duty labouring was tough work, but allowed me to lose some 
kilos I had put on in Fiji!
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Returning to Fiji to realize the vision
After seven months in the Philippines I returned to Fiji to begin a small project Meli, the seminarian and I had been planning. 
During our time researching NGOs, we had learned some very interesting things in the area of income generation. Honey 
demand in Fiji is high, yet production is low, so Fiji needs to import much of its honey. This is needless given Fiji's climate and 
capacity to produce honey. We learned that an investment of $3,000 Fijian dollars (FJD) to purchase panel and hives could 
give an annual return of $5,000-6,000FJD annually. This is substantial given that the minimum wage is roughly $80FJD per 
week. We also learned from Conservation International that Fiji needed to plant trees to prevent flooding and the death of 
its coral reefs from mud flows. One of the trees they encouraged people to plant was called sandalwood or in Fijian, yasi. We 
discovered that a twenty year old tree could be sold for anything between $5,000FJD and $15,000FJD.

We planned on creating a type of Ireland – Fiji partnership where some capital from Ireland (my family and friends) could 
initiate some income generation that could bring a return. This plan brought me back to Fiji and up to Namataveikai, a 
beautiful village in the province of Ra. Here I was given a taste of the reality of village life. I stayed in the village for two 
weeks and bought four double-set bee boxes, with bees included, along with some training from a local company called 
McKenzie Beeline. This company also offered to buy our honey which brought our business model to a completion. While 
there we talked a lot about sandalwood, how it's grown and it's income potential. Meli's family constructed a nursery made 
solely from bamboo and coconut leaves. Now, once we start to see profits from the beehives they plan to buy seeds for 
the sandalwood nursery. We divide the bee-hive profits 50-50, I hope to save my share to buy a honey extractor, which will 
double the value of the honey we produce. Meli plans to put his 50% share into a fund to build a Catholic church for his 
village. Jokingly he told me he'll name it St Patrick's.

The last part of my return visit to Fiji included a week long visit to the Tutu Rural Training Centre, run by the Marist Fathers, 
in the island of Taveuni. This visit has to be one of my favourite experiences during my time in Fiji. At Tutu farmers are 
encouraged to become responsible members of greater Fijian society and not only responsible for their immediate family 
and village. Being responsible for greater Fiji encourages these young farmers to reach their potential and make their farms 
productive enterprises. Farmers learn to manage their time, treat their farms like a business and have goals such as a five year 
plan. When they do this they can do very well and produce the food to feed a nation.

At Tutu young farmers must plant a set number of yangona plants (which is much in demand as a non-alcoholic social drink) 
each year in order to be enrolled. At the end of their three year course they can harvest their plants and sell them from 
anything between $20,000FJD to $40,000+ FJD. This capital gives them the start they need to build a house, buy machinery 
and attract a wife.

At present I'm living in rural Guatemala, volunteering with an educational organisation called Lichutam. It's a different 
culture, different language and a different feeling, but like my other homes, the mosquitoes are as annoying as ever.



Columbans are developing Short Term Mission experiences in Chile and the Philippines.

We would be interested to hear your feedback regarding the proposed programs for the above countries.

Please contact: Fr. Dan Harding E: tfe@columban.org.au or Ph: 03 9375 9475

        WORSHIP....
•	 Eucharist,	Pilgrimages,	Shrines,	Lectio	Divina.

•	 Lay	Leaders,	Columban	Priests,	Lay	Missionaries	
and	Sisters.

Testimony and Witness....

•	 Drug/Alcohol	Rehab,	nutrition,	empowerment,	the	
aged,	sick,	homeless,	youth	and	prison	ministry.

Pastoral Outreach....

Justice, Peace and Ecology....

	Parish	Ministry	in	poverty	stricken	areas	in	Chile....

Workshops	and	visits:

•	 Climate	change,	human	rights,	indigenous	rights,	
housing,	employment,	education,	health	care,	
water,	mining	and	overcoming	poverty.

Justice, Peace and Ecology....
Workshops	and	visits:

•	 Issues:	Poverty,	exploitation,	Climate	change,	
Indigenous	rights,	mining	and	foundations.

•	 Balay	San	Columbano	-	support	for	needy	young	
people.

•	 PREDA	(People’s Rediscovery, Empowerment and 
Development Assistance)	-	Saving	children	from	
abuse,	prison	and	exploitation.

•	 Negros	Nine	Foundation	-	Human	Development	
Foundation.

•	 Lay	Leaders,	Columban	Priests,	Lay		Missionaries,	
and	Sisters.

Testimony and Witness....

•	 Nutrition,	health	care,	education,	advocacy	and	
overcoming	poverty.

Pastoral Outreach....

Parish	Ministry	and	Foundations	in	the		Philippines....

WORSHIP....
•	 Columban	parish	in	Malate,	Manila,	Eucharist,		

Lectio	Divina,	Pilgrimages	and	Shrines.



ndigenous women and girls not only suffer human 
rights violations that are frequently directed against 

the indigenous population in general, but they are also 
victims of other atrocities and humiliations. This was stated 
in the annual report of “the United Nations Special Rapporteur 
on the Rights of Indigenous people”, which was recently 
presented to the United Nations Human Rights Council.

Based on the information gathered, one of the most 
dramatic aspects of the report is that one indigenous woman 
out of three had been raped. In some cases the perpetrators 
are state officials or military authorities, who tried to 
"undermine the determination of the indigenous communities 
in the militarized disputes over land and resources". In other 
cases, violence occurs because indigenous women and 
girls work in private homes and risk being abused by their 
employers.

The study also examines the murders and crimes that 
occurred against indigenous women "because of their 
marginalization and social, cultural, economic and political 
oppression that leads to such violence". 

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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 Annual report concerning Indigenous women and girls in Peru: 
victims of violence, atrocities and humiliations

I

That by means of dialogue and fraternal charity and with the grace of the Holy Spirit, Christians may 
overcome divisions.

Mission Intention for January

That opportunities may increase for dialogue and encounter between the Christian faith and the 
peoples of Asia.

Mission Intention for February

Agenzia Fides - Information Service of the Pontifical Mission 
Society - October 30, 2015

Photo: M
issionary Society of St Colum

ban
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From the Director
Violence ‘up, close, and personal’

Fr Gary Walker
director@columban.org.au

ne of the highlights of the Easter 
ceremonies for many people is 

the entrance of the paschal candle into 
the darkened Church and the priest or 
deacon singing, “Christ our Light”. The 
symbolism is obvious but powerful, 
Christ is the light in the darkness of the 
world. 

Our Columban Christmas Appeal last 
year was on the theme of ‘Jesus is the 
light’ linked to a project to supply light 
to a village in Sindh Province, Pakistan, 
to poor people who have never had 
electricity at night in their homes. 
Thanks to our benefactors we will be 
able to make this happen through 
renewable solar energy. Another 
positive note is that the villagers in 
question were left homeless and 
without possessions after a series 
of floods. Through the generous 
assistance of Columban benefactors 
they were able to get title to the land 
where they live. 

And so we carry on in the midst of the 
darkness of violence that overshadows 
the world. Last year was a dispiriting 
year of violence which was ‘up, close, 
and personal’.

O Islamic jihadists are the latest in a long 
line of people who use violent means 
to make their statements or to achieve 
their ends. They cannot succeed 
despite the fear-mongering of some 
media.

The atrocities in Paris hurt but did not 
mortally wound France or destabilise 
it. Other countries, even Lebanon, have 
not been as fortunate and know the 
internal difficulties such attacks make 
on the country.

Last year was a dispiriting year of 
violence which was ‘up, close, and 
personal’.

Pope Francis hit the nail on 
the head when he said that 
“everything is interconnected, we 
can do much more when we work 
together”. How do we respond to the 

atrocities?
We try never to lose heart though 
tested badly. Columbans can attest 
to this as the Society has had 27 
missionaries ‘killed in action’, the most 
recent was Columban Fr Rufus Halley 
who was killed in Mindanao in the 
Philippines on the August 28, 2001. 

As Catholic or a Christian people, the 
only response is to continue to follow 
the Gospel that says, Christ is the Light 
for us and present with us. 

Pope Francis hit the nail on the head 
when he said that “everything is 
interconnected, we can do much more 
when we work together”. 

I would like to thank Columban 
benefactors for their response to God’s 
call through their support and prayers. 
In this coming year, let us walk together 
in the light and in the truth.

jrussell
Typewritten Text
Listen to: From the Director:Violence 'up, close, and personal'

http://www.columban.org.au/assets/files/tfe/Audio/2016/01%20jan%20feb%202016/11-the-far-east-janfeb-2016-From-The-Director-violence-up-close.mp3
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Not bad for a non-Christian FR JOE BROODER

ord came into the Church that a homeless man was 
sleeping rough under Sotohori Bridge, in Japan. 

The local Church group looking after the homeless went to 
visit him. Yes he was there living in an exquisite homemade 
cardboard style of a home. He would slide in and out of it 
like a drawer. He was a quiet soft spoken man and my first 
impression of him was that there was no guile in this man, 
'incapable of deceit' - just like Nathanael in St John's Gospel 
1:45-48. 

After our initial contact, we would visit him once or twice 
a week, bringing him rice balls, soup and items he might 
ask for but overall, he fended for himself, doing odd jobs 
and eating sample foods handed out free at supermarkets. 
His home under the bridge was a car park by day so each 
morning he got up early to tidy up the place, stash away on 
a ledge above what he did not need and move off on his 
bicycle until the car park emptied at night. His belongings 
were few. He did his laundry and washing at a water tap in a 
local park.

When I visited while out for my late evening walk I found 
him often alone. I would sit down beside him in the twilight 
and gradually we became good friends. His family name 
was Tanaka, a name as common as Murphy in Ireland and 
Smith in England. He used to call me Joe Chan which is a 
very familiar way to call your friends. He told me the village 
where he was born and reared, he had left after Middle 
School never to return. I offered to drive him back to his 
hometown for old time's sake but he politely refused, 
“I cannot go back. I am too well-known there”. Whatever 
happened there I never did find out. It was not for me to 
probe but for him to reveal. He chose not to.

The first winter I invited him to stay in the Church Hall 
overnight with seven other homeless men. He accepted 
and for four months he stayed, each morning getting up 
early to sweep up the fallen leafs in the Church grounds and 
discarded rubbish on the pavement outside. The following 
winter he declined the Church offer as he found living with 
other homeless was stressful. He wanted his freedom and 
privacy and returned to his castle under the bridge.

Some years later, word came in that he had disappeared. 
There was no trace of him. His abode was immaculate – no 
evidence left that anyone had lived there. We searched 
high and low for him but all in vain. We presumed he had 
just taken off on his bicycle to rediscover himself in another 
part of Japan. During my daily walks I would always look 

W under the bridge hoping against hope that he might have 
returned, but only darkness and silence welcomed me. 

One early morning, months later, I opened up the Church 
to let God out and fresh air in. I went down to the Convent 
to say early Mass for the nuns. I could sense it was going to 
be a good day. I stretched out my lungs to breathe in the 
fresh air and at that moment I heard a gentle angelic voice 
saying, "Joe Chan”. There he was under a tree with a gentle 
smile on his haggard face. I gave him a bear hug and told 
him to wait around as I had to go to the Convent. The nuns 
never got such a short Mass before and for the first time 
ever, I refused breakfast with them. He was waiting for me 
when I got back and he told me his story of disappearance:

“I got tired of living. I felt I was a burden to the nation, to the 
Church and to you. I decided to say goodbye to this world and 
go to the other world if there is one. I did not want to leave 
a mess behind for others to clear up. I brought my bicycle to 
the junk yard and put all my clothes and cardboard boxes 
into the proper disposal bins. I made sure not to leave a scrap 
behind. I silently said goodbye to this world and from the top 
of the bridge I jumped into the river below. But I could not sink. 
I kept coming up for air. I jumped again but the same result. 
I gave up. I walked all night to the next town and dried out. I 
managed to survive on scraps of food. The sea beckoned me. 
I waded out into the deep but the waves kept driving me back 
ashore. I tried that a few times too but I ended up what I am – a 
failure.

One day, walking aimlessly along the beach I found a rope 
obviously discarded by some fisherman. I was given new hope. 
The river and the sea refused me. Surely the wood would not let 
me down, I figured. I went into the woods, climbed a tree, tied 
the rope to a branch and to my neck and jumped. I had no luck. 
The rope broke and I nearly broke my leg when I met mother 
earth again. Joe Chan, that was last night. I decided I was not 
worthy to die. Then I thought of you. That is why I am here. 
Where do I go from here?”  

As I heard his story, all I could think of was Nathanael 
meeting Jesus for the first time. Here was a good man who 
did not know the good things of life and the good Man that 
came from humble Nazareth. Then he got up, looked into 
the Church and gazed on the big life-size crucifix on the 
wall behind the altar, “That is my kind of man. I can identify 
with him. He is a good man. I like him”. I thought not bad 
from a non-Christian. 
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JAPAN

Since then, through the efforts of the Church looking 
after the homeless, Tanaka Kun is now nestled in his own 
apartment, receives assistance through social welfare from 
the City Hall, and each day he enjoys sweeping up the fallen 
leaves from around the Church grounds. He is very active 
in also helping to look after other homeless people, with 
other Church members. He has kept gentle, soft spoken and 
guileless.

I have now moved away from that area but occasionally I do 
get chances to return. Meeting Mr Tanaka Kun is one of my 
great joys and he still calls me Joe Chan. He is not far from 
the Kingdom of God. No, he is in it but does not realise it. 
Some day, please God, he will.

Columban Fr Joe Brooder SSC lives and works in Japan and has been 
a missionary priest there since 1969.

I decided I was not 
worthy to die. Then 
I thought of you. 
That is why I am 
here. Where do I go 
from here?” 

“ 
Tanaka Kun with 
Fr Joe Brooder.

Photo: Thitikorn/Bigstock.com

Photo: bit24/Bigstock.com

Photo: Fr Joe Brooder SSC

Background photo: Leyasw/Bigstock.com
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The same story 
80 years apart
An extract from an address given by the 
Congregation Leader of the Columban 
Sisters, Sr Ann Gray, to Australian and 
New Zealand pilgrims who were part 
of the pilgrimage commemorating the 
1400th Anniversary of St Columban’s 
death. In August 2015 the pilgrims 
were welcomed to Magheramore, the 
Columban Sister’s Mother House in 
County Wicklow, Ireland.

 t is now almost 90 years since our Sisters set out on 
their first mission to China during which time we 

have constantly experienced that “whoever follows Christ will 
have the light of life”.

The settings of mission today may be different but the 
needs and the call of the poor continue. To illustrate this, 
I would like to share with you two short accounts given in 
The Far East magazine by two of our Sisters, more than 80 
years apart.

In 1929 one of our Sisters wrote,  
“A few days ago we set out to visit the sick in the suburbs of 
Hanyang. The traffic was just as congested as ever and, as 
usual, we had to pick our way through the jostling crowd 
and the rickshaws and the everlasting procession of coolies 
swinging their heavy loads. Even live pigs are carried in this 
fashion, protesting loudly but to no avail for the Chinese don’t 
mind noise in the least – in fact they rather like anything that 
adds to the general uproar. 

I After about half an hour’s walk we could see our destination 
– a small hut among the graves and surrounded by a sea of 
soft slippery mud – how we were to reach it without sticking 
or falling was the question. Of course we laughed – we had 
to, apart from the fact that it was the right thing to do for the 
benefit of the crowd who were watching our struggles, for 
we are told it is a principle in China that, no matter what the 
predicament is, so long as one keeps laughing, one doesn’t 
lose face, although indeed it wasn’t our faces we were anxious 
about losing at that moment, but our shoes!

When we reached the house, we tended to the children who 
were sick and to the father who was dying on his feet from 
consumption. They live in such poverty too – it makes one’s 
heart bleed – to think of all the wealth there is being wasted 
in the world and that poor man trying to eke out a miserable 
existence for his small family by making matchboxes.”

Sr Mary Patrick

jrussell
Typewritten Text
Listen to: The same story 80 years apart

jrussell
Typewritten Text

http://www.columban.org.au/assets/files/tfe/Audio/2016/01%20jan%20feb%202016/13-the-far-east-janfeb-2016-The-same-story.mp3
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"The children were 
dirty, some with no 
clothes and most 
without shoes."“ SR ANN GRAY PHILIPPINESCHINA

Columban Sr Ann Gray is the Congregational Leader of the Columban 
Sisters. She resides at their Mother House, “Magheramore” in County 
Wicklow, Ireland. 

Now fast forward to 2015 when a 
Sister writes from the Philippines,  
“I went to visit and meet the people who have no place to live 
but in the cemetery where they eat and sleep on top of the 
tombs. Many earn their living by cleaning the tombs.  
The children were dirty, some with no clothes and most 
without shoes.  
Their classroom was a plain tomb in an open area with no 
roof on it, no chairs, no desks and no shelter. After a while the 
children began to come and it was bedlam. 

The class started but some of the children were jumping from 
tomb to tomb. I was upset and to make matters worse, it 
started to rain. But that didn’t bother the children. It was only 
the missionary Sister (me) who ran for shelter.  
I did not want to go back to this dreadful place but I knew I 
could not reject the children who showed such a hunger for 
learning. So I went back.” 

Sr Julie not only went back and developed a very vibrant 
and much needed ministry among these people of the 
cemetery, she has succeeded in encouraging another 
Columban Sister to work with her!

How is any of this possible? 

It is because we have inherited and strive to live the motto 
of our patron, St Columban, “Let us be of Christ, not of 
ourselves”. And the conviction of our founder, Fr Blowick, 
“The work is God’s not yours or mine.” 

Photo: Sr Ann Gray
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A present day good samaritan 
FR BARRY CAIRNS

ne of my recent side jobs 
was to teach for a term as a 

substitute lecturer at a junior college 
in Yokohama. There were 30 students 
in the class. Many were destined to 
be social workers in Christian run 
homes for children with disabilities, 
retirement homes and hospices. Not 
one of the students was a Christian. 
For this reason, the dean of the 
College asked me to give a ten week 
course entitled simply, ‘Christianity.’ At 
my request each student was to have 
a copy of the New Testament and a 
copy of Shusaku Endo’s Life of Jesus. 
(Both in Japanese as were the lectures.)

At the end of the term there was an 
exam. I gave the students four essay 
type questions. One was, “Open your 
New Testament at the Gospel of Luke, 
chapter ten, verses 25 – 37 and give a 
modern day version of the parable of 
the Good Samaritan.”

One student’s answer left me with a 
deep, lasting impression. I remember 
this student well. He sat in the front 
seat on my left. In the first class after 

O the long summer vacation, he still 
seemed to have a holiday air. His 
hair stood in spikes that were dyed 
green. He wore long earrings. This is 
my translation of what he wrote ten 
weeks later.

 When I was in my first year of high 
school I was the smallest in my class. 
My eyesight was poor and I wore thick 
glasses. I stuttered with nervousness 
when a teacher would ask me a 
question. I was not athletic and was 
bullied by my classmates. Even my 
homeroom teacher would sometimes 
imitate my stutter.

I was lonely and my heart felt 
wounded. I used to take my lunch box 
to the far side of the sports oval and 
eat alone. One day a classmate came 
over and sat beside me. At first he 
just sat on the bench and was quiet. 
Somehow I felt his compassion. Then 
he said to me, “I am of Korean ancestry. 
In Japan we bear discrimination as you 
know. I know what it is like to be bullied 
and lonely. Take heart and let’s face 
school life together. You are not alone.” 

From that time a great healing began 
within me. I felt the beginning of a 
new self-confidence. Over the years 
this new life has matured. And here 
I am training to be a social worker 
to help the disadvantaged. I am 
here because of that Korean Good 
Samaritan who was so gentle with me. 
Now I am going to do likewise.

I took his paper to the dean to explain 
why I had given him an A+.

Columban Fr Barry Cairns has been a 
missionary in Japan since 1956.

JAPAN

Photo: ©
iStock.com

/nanoqfu

Obituary - Fr Patrick Crowley
e are sorry to announce the sudden death in Ireland on October 25, 2015, of Fr Patrick J. 
Crowley. Fr Crowley carried out Columban promotion work in Australia and New Zealand 

from 1964 until 1971 and made many long-standing friends in this part of the world. Before 
coming to Australia and New Zealand Fr Crowley was on mission in Japan and after 1971 worked 
in England and Ireland as District Superior and then as Regional Director. Later he served as 
Secretary to the Columban Central Administration and as Society Archivist in Ireland.

At the time of his death he was residing at St. Columban’s Nursing Home, Dalgan Park, Navan, Ireland. His obituary reflects 
that Fr Pat left us with memories of a caring missionary, a quiet-spoken, discreet man with a deadpan sense of humour who 
served others without thought of reward or recognition. May he rest in peace.

W



Poni risks her life for her younger sister - Pakistan

Columban Fr Dan O'Connor lives and works amongst 
the impoverished Pakari Kohli tribal community in 
southern Pakistan. Being low caste landless farmers, 
who work on the estates of wealthy landowners, the 
Pakari Kohli suffer from poverty and discrimination. 
When serious accidents occur, they rarely have the 
economic resources, necessary to receive the medical 
attention they require. 

With your help, Columban Missionaries such as  
Fr Dan O'Connor are able to "reach out" to those 
most desperately in need, such as Poni, a young 
Pakari Kohli girl, who lost both her feet, trying to 
rescue her younger sister from an oncoming train. 
(see pages 4-5) 

Photo: Fr Dan O'Connor SSC
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Dear	Father,	Please	accept	this	as	a	donation.

Send to: Fr Gary Walker	 St	Columbans	Mission	Society,	PO	Box	752,	Niddrie	Vic.	3042
Fr Thomas Rouse	 St	Columbans	Mission	Society,	PO	Box	30-017,	Lower	Hutt	5040,	New	Zealand

Online Donations: www.columban.org.au St	Columbans	Mission	Society	A.B.N.	17	686	524	625

Donation to Columban Mission  $

MONTHLY	
 I	WISH	TO	HELP	ON	A	REGULAR	BASIS:

 QUARTERLY	

 TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED

NAME:

ADDRESS:

	

SUBURB:		 	 	 														P/CODE:

													EMAIL:

 $

 $

 Send me information on Bequests
 I have included the Columbans in my Will

NAME ON CARD (PLEASE PRINT) SIGNATUREEXPIRY DATE

/

Please accept my           	VISA											MASTERCARD	

Please accept my:      Credit	Card	(Fill in details below) 			Money	Order							Cheque	

Obituary - Fr Patrick Crowley



Australia Brazil Britain Chile China Fiji Ireland Japan  
Korea Myanmar New Zealand Pakistan Peru Philippines  
Taiwan United States
www.columban.org.au

THE	FAR	EAST	
SUBSCRIPTION

PO Box 752 Niddrie Victoria Australia 3042 
TFE @columban.org.au 

Online Subscriptions: www.columban.org.au
St	Columbans	Mission	Society	A.B.N.	17	686	524	625

YOUR DETAILS:
THE FAR EAST “SUBSCRIPTION” ($15 per year) $

DONATION	TO	COLUMBAN	MISSION $

MONTHLY	
 I	WISH	TO	HELP	ON	A	REGULAR	BASIS:

 QUARTERLY	

 TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED

$

$

 Send me information on Bequests
 I have included the Columbans in my Will
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Online @www.columban.org.au

SHOP ONLINE 
TODAY

Purchase	Columban	products	
online	at	

www.columban.org.au

NAME:

ADDRESS:

	

SUBURB:																																																																			P/CODE:

													EMAIL:

 

 

 

 
 Remember Columbans in your Will

“Do what you can” Bishop Edward J Galvin

Your Columban Gift

AUSTRALIA: PH:	03	9375	9475	E:	bequest@columban.org.au	www.columban.org.au 
NZ:  PH:	+64	4567	7216	E:	columban@iconz.co.nz	www.columban.org.au 

FORM OF WILL

“I	give	and	bequeath	the	sum	of	$..........................	to	the	Regional	Director	for	Australia	
of	the	Missionary	Society	of	St	Columban	to	be	used	for	that	Society’s	general	purposes	
as	the	Regional	Director	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?

Please accept my:     Credit Card (Fill in details below)     Money Order     Cheque     

Please debit my           VISA            MASTERCARD        
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