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THE ABC’s OF CATHOLIC DOCTRINE
By Lianne Tiu

When the Oratio  
Imperata issued by the 
Catholic Bishops Conference 
of the Philippines (CBCP) was 
prayed in Churches for the 
deliverance from COVID-19 
-- the name St. Rock sent us 
wondering -- who is this new 
saint?

This 14th century saint is 
actually better known -- in 
our country and in Hispanic  
countries -- as San Roque. 
Many of our churches and 
shrines were erected in his 
name. He is known as Roch in 
France and Rocco in Italy.

Rock, who was born in 
Montpellier, France, was the 
son of a governor in that city. 
He had a unique birthmark in the form of a red 
cross on his breast. Orphaned when he was 
twenty -- he distributed his wealth among the 
poor and set out for Rome -- as a mendicant 
pilgrim. He stopped at several Italian cities 
which happened to be stricken by a plague and 
devoted himself to caring for the victims. He 
was reputed for performing many miraculous 
cures by prayer and the sign of the cross. While 
helping them -- Rock contracted the disease 
in Piancenze -- where he withdrew to a forest 
to die. Miraculously, a dog regularly supplied 
him with bread until its master named Gothard 
found Rock and took care of him until he  
recovered.

On his return to his 
hometown -- he was  
imprisoned for five years 
by his uncle, the governor 
-- who did not recognize 
him and mistook him for a 
spy. Rock did not reveal his 
identity. He died in prison 
and was later identified 
as the former governor’s 
son by his birthmark and a  
document found in his  
possession.

After his death, many 
miracles were reported  
through the intercession  
of Rock. Devotion to 
him spread rapidly; and  
subsequently, many Popes  
approved of it. The  

Catholic Church did not officially canonize  
Rock until the seventeenth century. He is  
venerated as the Protector Against the 
Plague and all Contagious Diseases. His Feast 
Day is on August 16. Today, his remains lie in 
Chiesa di San Rocco in Venice, Italy.

Now with greater conviction -- we  
appeal to St. Rock, together with our Lady,  
St. Raphael and our Filipino saints --  for 
their miraculous intercession to protect  
and relieve us from the Coronavirus.

(Reference: Catholic Encyclopedia: St. Roch - New 
Advent; Saint Roch - Roman Catholic Saints;  
dreamdiscoveritalia.com Venice; St. Roch religion 
wiki)

St. Rock is usually depicted as a pilgrim, 
lifting his tunic to show the plague scar 
on his thigh and accompanied by a dog, 
carrying a loaf in its mouth.
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Mission Starts at Home
By Fr. Fernando B. Radin Jr., OFM

Franciscan Missionary in Sri Lanka

“There is no place like home.”
Home, for me, is in the fertile ground of the  

missionary. It is the locus of learning. I learned here the 
basic skills in life. I was even introduced into the discipline 
of prayer at home. 

With time, my concept of home broadened. The sense 
of mission led me to look for homes away from my own.

In 2004 -- the Lord led me to a new home -- the  
Franciscan Family. As a seminarian, we were taught not 
just the fundamentals of our faith, but also the rudiments 
of the reality of life: serving the orphans, learning to beg, 
working as a construction worker, living with the farmers  
and fisher folks, and experiencing dialogue with the  
indigenous people, including those from other religions.  
Staying with the informal settlers for four years -- as a  
student friar -- I was sent for foreign mission  

exposure-immersion, and experience with the different 
friar ministries. They all formed part of our education 
and training.

Living with the poor is an eye-opener. It was in 
this environment that my vision as a Franciscan was  
transformed into a mission. Formation matters -- the  
quality of mission that we will have tomorrow depends 
on the quality of formation we have today. What I  
considered home, provided me a good foundation. 

My missionary life in Sri Lanka is full of surprises.  
Culture shock, language barrier, scarcity of resources, 
and personal issues are some of the stumbling blocks in 
my mission. I had to discard many of my preconceived  
concepts and ideas to be able to enter and understand 
the specific situations of the people in Sri Lanka. Nothing 
was clear -- but I am certain that I was being prepared by 
God -- in this home. 

As a missionary, one has to be skilled in basic tasks. 
Thanks to the initial training during my formation, I was 
able to handle the assignment given to me as a secretary.  
Although my work is not perfect and so is my knowledge  
of the language and native grammar, I can at least  
manage to get myself understood.  As secretary, I learned 
that the fraternal tone is more important than the  
intellectual function. 

The Franciscans in Sri Lanka have no source of income 
to be self-sufficient. By working with our own hands, we 
not only learn a lot, but also, we save a lot. 

Being situated in a multi-cultural area, the mission 
has to be a mission in dialogue. We organize inter-faith 
gatherings with different religions in Sri Lanka so that 
our presence will be felt in the area. Entering into  
another culture is a delicate task. As a missionary -- I 
must humbly consider culture as an unfamiliar territory 
-- therefore, I must tread carefully but keep an open and 
welcoming mind.     

Prayer is at the very heart of the Franciscan Mission. 
It is in prayer that our daily mission ends. St. Francis of 
Assisi believed that mission is an initiative of God. By  
being attuned to His voice, mission is possible. The life of 
prayer is the best thing that happened in my missionary 
life. Prayer helps me to make the mission as my life, and 
my new home.

Revisiting my other homes helps me to appreciate 
that mission, as any mission begins at home.



17 May 2020

3

The Five Prayers of Fatima
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1) The Fatima Prayer  
(Decade Prayer)  

O my Jesus, forgive us our sins, 
save us from the fires of Hell, and 
lead all souls to Heaven, especially 
those who are in most need of Thy 
mercy. Amen.

Mary told the children that  
people should add this prayer to 
the end of each decade of the  
Rosary.
 
2) The Pardon Prayer

My God, I believe, I adore, I hope 
and I love Thee. I beg pardon for 
those who do not believe, do not 
adore, do not hope and do not love 
Thee. Amen.

This prayer was given to the  
children by the Angel of Peace 
who visited them in 1916, the year  
before Mary appeared to them.

Lucia, Francisco and Jacinta 
ate lunch, prayed the Rosary, and 
were playing with pebbles when 
the wind blew strong. There was a  
figure of a young man – “whiter 
than snow and of great beauty” - 
who came towards them.

He said, “Do not be afraid.” He 
bowed down with his forehead  
touching the ground and he made 
them repeat three times this 
prayer. He said, “Pray this way”  
during the Adoration of the Blessed 
Sacrament.  He identified himself as 
the “Guardian Angel, the angel of 
Portugal.” 
 
3) The Angel’s Prayer

O Most Holy Trinity, Father, 
Son and Holy Ghost, I adore Thee  
profoundly. I offer Thee the most 
precious Body, Blood, Soul and  
Divinity of Jesus Christ present in 
all the tabernacles of the world, in  
reparation for the outrages,  
sacrileges and indifferences by 

which He is offended. By the infinite 
merits of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
and the Immaculate Heart of Mary, 
I beg the conversion of poor sinners. 
Amen.

This is another prayer given to 
them by the Angel of Peace. The 
children were shown a Eucharistic 
host and a chalice suspended in the 
air from which drops of Blood were 
falling into the chalice.  The angel 
led them in kneeling before it and 
praying this prayer.
 
4) The Eucharistic Prayer

Most Holy Trinity, I adore Thee! 
My God, my God, I love Thee in the 
Most Blessed Sacrament. Amen.

When Mary appeared to the 
children for the first time on May 
13, 1917, she said, “You will have 
much to suffer, but the grace 
of God will be your comfort.”  
According to Sr. Lucia, a bright 
light shone all around them, and  
without thinking about it, they all 
started reciting this prayer.
 
5) The Sacrifice Prayer

O Jesus, it is for the love of 
Thee, in reparation for the offenses  
committed against the Immaculate  
Heart of Mary, and for the  
conversion of poor sinners [that I  
do this]. Amen.

Mary gave the children this prayer, 
as well as the Fatima Prayer/Decade 
Prayer, on June 13th, 1917. The prayer 
is meant to be recited when you are  
offering up suffering to God. 
_________
(References:  From a talk given on 
May 6, 2020 by Fr Yulito Q. Ignacio,  
Archdiocese of Manila, and from  
IntegratedCatholicLife.com.)
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A Visit to 
Our Lady of Fatima
By Letty Jacinto-Lopez

There is a blurry  
photograph of Pope 
John Paul II -- taken  
seconds after he was shot 
--  in his Popemobile. This  
particular photo showed 
the wounded Pope as 
being gently cradled by 
our grief-stricken Blessed 
Mother. The caption says 
that the photo was taken  
by one of the Pope’s  
security guards.

A news report read: 
“On May 13, 1981, the 
anniversary of the Lady 
of Fatima apparition, the 
Pope was in St. Peter’s 
Square at the Vatican. A 

Pope John Paul II visiting Fatima in 1982 to 
thank the Lady for his survival of an  

assassination attempt in 1981

little girl was holding a picture -- of the Lady of Fatima --  and the 
Pope leaned over to kiss the picture. Just as he did so, he was 
shot by a Turkish gunman who was later identified as Mehmet Ali 
Agca.”

“Four bullets hit Pope John Paul II -- two of them lodging in 
his lower intestine --  the others hitting his left hand and right 
arm. The Pope suffered severe blood loss.”

If he didn’t lean over, he would have been shot in the heart.
The world’s attention was then riveted to the Pope when he 

visited Mehmet Ali Agca in his prison cell. He heard his confession  
and pardoned him. Someone even said that when the Pope was 
shot on a Wednesday -- by Sunday of the same week -- in his  
fragile condition, he was already sending feelers that he wanted 
to forgive and absolve the gunman.

The Pope believed that it was the Lady of Fatima who had  
rescued him, fulfilling the third message of the Lady who  
predicted the assassination attempt on a “bishop dressed 
in white.” When he had recovered -- he made an emotional  
pilgrimage to Fatima -- and left one of the recovered bullets, which 
was later welded into the crown of the Virgin’s statue.

With these to capture heart and mind, I joined the Mariang 
Ina Ko (Mary, our Mother) Marian pilgrimage.

Fatima is located north of Lisbon, Portugal.  It still mirrors the 
image of a medieval town but now teeming with 4-star hotels that 
are clean and modern with efficient and friendly staffs. Of course, 
there are the usual gaudy souvenir shops selling everything from 
“glow-in-the-dark” statues to hologram Fatima T-shirts and a  
variety of religious souvenir trinkets.

Over sobremesas (desserts), our pilgrimage chaplain, Fr. Dave 
Concepcion, President of Catholic Travel Inc., quickly conducted  
his version of a Gallup Poll. He approached our table first. 
“We have been given two time slots for a private Mass at the  

apparition site or Cova da Iria. Which one would you prefer, 
the 5:30 am or the 7:30 am?” Automatically, I cried, “7:30 am, 
please!”  The rest of my tablemates agreed. “Wait,” Fr. Dave  
continued. “Let me ask the rest of the group.” The other group 
chose the 5:30 am slot. Outvoted and outnumbered, I set my 
alarm at 4:00 am.

It was dark and cold and wet. The massive esplanade --  
normally packed with devotees and pilgrims -- was deserted.  
There were only two young men who turned out to be the  
minders of the chapel, Capela da Apariçoes, at the apparition 
site. 

“I could be sleeping, snug and warm under the blanket,” I 
moaned.  But hush. The usher led us to the innermost area of the 
chapel, a short distance from where the original bush was — now 
a marble pillar — literally a breath away from where Mama Mary 
stood. When Fr. Dave emerged from the private sacristy to begin 
Mass, a feeling of gentle presence wrapped around me. I heard 
myself saying, “Is there a better way to visit our Blessed Mother 
than in the silence and solemnity of where she appeared?”

The Mass was finished before I knew it. When I looked 
up, I saw early risers mingling in the outer area but staying  
close enough to catch the last of the blessings being  
dispensed by Fr. Dave. Right then, I wanted to squeeze my neck,  
in self-chastisement. What was I thinking? When our Lady  
appeared before Lucia, Jacinta and Francisco, here in Cova  
da Iria, this was all craggy soil and (continued on page 5...) 

The close up of the bullet welded in the crown of our Lady of Fatima

The bronze image of the risen Christ by Irish sculptor, Catherine Greene



17 May 2020

5

LECOM CORNER

YOLO, FOMO 
and JOMO
By Rhoda “Daye” delos Reyes

Prior to the Enhanced Community Quarantine (ECQ), the 
terms YOLO (You Only Live Once) and FOMO (Fear of Missing Out)  
were all too familiar acronyms blurted out by not only millennials 
but  also “feel”-lennials alike (no offense meant).

The YOLO attitude had the connotation of giving-in way 
too much to overindulgences -- whether it be eating, drinking, 
partying, shopping -- or anything that’s pretty much out of the 
ordinary. Since You-Only-Live-Once, you  
better make the most out of life. YOLO may 
not necessarily mean a bad thing. For some, 
it equates to making better choices. To others, 
it simply means giving in to one’s desires --  
sometimes excessively – simply because you 
may not have the chance to do it again.

One is often teased about the FOMO  
attitude in situations when a person has to 
be somewhere (which he may not necessarily 
be in the mood to be), lest he simply misses 
out. The Fear-of-Missing-Out, perhaps, also 
applies to daily conversations with colleagues 
--  when you need to be in the know of the  
latest happenings -- or else, you will get 
FOMO.

I personally did not have FOMO, but at times had the attitude 
of a YOLO when I would justify my indulgences. I probably had 
my fair share of JOMO (Joy Of Missing Out) more than FOMO 
perhaps because as an only child, I was used to being in solitude. 
My husband teases me as being a loner, because I told him that 
growing up, I enjoyed reading books, listening to music (even 
recording songs I heard from the radio), and sometimes eating 

alone in school when I felt like it. Not that I didn’t enjoy other 
people’s company -- because I did -- but that I also enjoyed being 
alone.

I realized that at times, there is profound Joy-Of-Missing-Out 
(JOMO) because it means I am relying on my own quest to find 
happiness rather than in external circumstances. JOMO is good 
when it becomes a medium for us to take stock of what’s within 
ourselves, rather than what’s outside.

This ECQ has redefined FOMO and YOLO for me. Inevitably, 
we have missed out on the latest events because events cannot 
take place anymore. Not that I dislike events in general, but deep 
inside, I am enjoying the fact that we are now compelled to stay 
home. COVID-19  aside, there is deep joy in spending more time 
at home and relishing happiness within. Cliché as it may sound, 
but home is really where the heart is. A lot of families say that 
this ECQ has brought them closer together. In my case, my joy 

is heightened, realizing that I can finally cook 
after ten years of marriage!

JOMO equates to a lot of introspection 
realizing that it is really what’s within us that 
truly makes us happy. What is within me? 
Perhaps, it is the longing to be less fearful  
of the unknown. JOMO does not mean,  
however, that we are tone deaf to other  
people’s plight. On the other spectrum of 
this ECQ are a lot of people suffering from  
instability which makes me very  
uncomfortable. We have to make sure that in 
our small way, we may have the FOMO when 
it comes to helping out others.  We cannot 
miss out on that!

And yes YOLO! This current crisis has made us realize how  
precious life is. We have all gone back to basics.  Indulgences are 
meaningless and they no longer give us that high as they used to. 
In general, we have all become more conscientious. To get by and 
stay healthy every single day are the biggest blessings. Indeed, 
we only have one life to live, so let us all hope and pray that each 
decision we make is according to God’s will and may we all be 
blessed by His abundant grace!

(...continued from page 4: A Visit to Our Lady to Fatima) 
saw-edged rocks. It was so foreboding and harsh that no one 
came here except the sheep and the goats for grazing.

Today, it has all the conveniences of modern times:  
cemented and marbled walkways, a paved and smooth  
“knee-way” for those who prefer to pray and shuffle on their 
(bended) knees. They have installed loudspeakers to broadcast 
novenas, candle vigils and processions. There are modern water 
fountains, park benches, washrooms, gift shops, coffee shops 
and other amenities designed for the ease and comfort of over 
six to eight million visitors a year. 

The most striking structure is a new contemporary church 
— Basilica de Santissima Trindade (Church of the Holy Trinity) 
— that could seat 8,500 pilgrims with 13 bronze doors -- an altar 
embellished with gold leaf impressions of saints and apostles -- 
and the image of a crucified Christ set in the center of the altar.

The crucifix was carved in bronze by an Irish sculptor,  
Catherine Greene.  Her design characterized not a suffering  
Christ anymore but One who is embracing peace and  
redemption. Christ’s body is tensed with vigour and strength 
and not impeded by anything so that it seems to lift upwards  
suggesting that it can take flight.

Pause and study the countenance of Greene’s risen Christ. It 
is unusual with dramatic features showing the black, African  
influence.       

Fr. Dave was right.  “Make a sacrifice, just a little sacrifice and 
look what a whole lot of well-being it can yield.” 

When I walked back to the hotel — a stone’s throw from the 
apparition site — the clouds had dispersed and there was the 
promise of a sunny, pleasant morning ahead.  Full of spirit now, I 
tittered, “This is so right as rain.  Thank you, my Lady.”
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Giving Birth In The Time of COVID: A Test of Faith
By Alexandra Li Hernandez

Welcoming the first addition to our family is the 
most exciting milestone in our vocation as a married 
couple. Every day, we would pray for a healthy baby 
and  planned for all possible situations in our hospital 
birth plan. We went to our check-ups very regularly, 
twice a month. However, come March 12, 2020, the 
number of COVID-19 cases grew, and things -- that 
were once certain -- became more unsure each day. 

As our due date, May 1, 2020, drew closer -- we 
grew more uncertain about what our birth would be 
like -- and dreaded going to the hospital. The place 
that once gave us comfort and security now felt like 
a battlefield. The welcoming faces of the nurses and 
doctors in the Delivery Room were now obstructed  
by curtains of plastic, PPEs, face masks, and goggles.  
I could barely make out the faces behind their  
protective gears. I had so many doubts and questions. 
How safe is it to go to the hospital? Should I instead 
give birth at home or in a birthing home? Since there 
was a chance I might need a Cesarean section, which 
hospital was the safest for this emergency?  

I could have easily surrendered. But as a strong 
Catholic couple -- Jack and I drew strength from our 
faith community -- through our daily conversations 
with Jesus, Mary, St. Joseph and our guardian angels 
inspired by the Holy Spirit. We joined the 5 pm daily 
Community Reflections and Rosary and volunteered to 
pray the Rosary every 10 am. I found comfort in the  
reflections on the Joyful Mysteries, particularly the 
Third Mystery, The Birth of Jesus in Bethlehem, where 
we reflect on the poverty of spirit and where we 
pray for the grace to depend on God completely. Like 
Mary, we did not know where to go to give birth to 
our firstborn. In spite of Mary finding nowhere to stay, 
she trusted in God completely and everything went 
according to God’s plan. Thru this reflection, I found 
comfort in knowing that there is no plan more perfect 
than His.

I am lucky to be part of such a loving community,  
that of Santuario de San Antonio. I feel the love even 
from the people whom I have not met face to face. 
Even at times when I am unable to join the rest of 
the community in the 5 pm prayers, I can feel the  
community praying with us and for us. With that 

in mind, I trust that Mary carries our community’s  
message to God Who I know and trust will take care of 
me and the baby when the time comes. 

I gave birth last April 28, 2020 to a very healthy 
baby boy, Simon. He is the latest addition to our 5 pm 
Rosary group. True to the meaning behind his name 
-- Simon, the listener, he’s always awake and alert  
during our community prayer and listens to the  
familiar voices of the prayer leaders -- the same voices 
he once listened to while he was still in my womb.
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