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Announcements

There is a saying that 
life begins at 40. It could 
mean that you have not 
experienced what the 
whole of life has to offer 
unless you reach forty. 
Or conversely, it is only 
after age 41, that one 
should be able to face life’s  
difficulties -- with certain 
stability and maturity. The 
number 40 in the Sacred 
Scriptures is symbolic of 
a time frame or period of 
testing, confirmation and 
strengthening. After forty 
(days, months, years) you 
are considered tested and confirmed. 
The number forty -- in today’s First  
Reading from the Acts -- was the duration  
of the Risen Lord’s stay on Earth. It is  
understood -- as a time of preparation 
for the mission -- that from then on the  
disciples would be on their own to  
continue Christ’s Mission.

Ascension is the figuration expression 
of the Risen Lord’s return to the Father 
where He gloriously shares the Father’s 
Glory. On the part of the disciples, it is the 
inauguration of their mission throughout 
the ends of the world.

GOSPEL. In a sense the Gospel  
account of the Ascension -- it is an epilogue  

to Jesus’ life; that after 
forty days of the Risen  
Lord’s apparition to 
His disciples -- Jesus  
empowered them by  
the Holy Spirit to bring 
the message from 
Judea to Samaria and 
to the ends of the 
world. The Feast of the  
Ascension tells us 
about a fearful, waiting  
community which is 
anxious, bewildered, 
and has no power  
of its own. It has no 
claim or cause for  

self-congratulation. Yet oddly enough, 
power is given that causes this fragile  
community to have the energy,  
courage, imagination and resources  
completely disproportionate to its 
size. How can one speak about this 
changed situation that can only be  
attributed to the inscrutable  
generosity of God? The Church has 
no language of its own -- to utter the  
unutterable -- that is why, it breaks out 
beyond reasoned explanations into 
wonder, amazement and gratitude. 
Worship is the arena in which the  
disciples experienced that new power;  
worship in (continued on page 7...)  
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On Being Stewards
By Karlo Nograles

While the world continues to grapple with our new 
reality -- many of us have found ourselves gaining a 
renewed perspective on life -- because of the glob-
al pandemic. There have been lots of posts about it 
on social media -- how, while we are on quarantine 
-- our planet has begun the process of healing itself; 
how the luxuries and trappings of wealth and material  
comfort we have strived so hard to achieve, pale in 
comparison to being safe and healthy and surrounded 
by family, and so many more similar reflections. I am 

or caretakers -- of our own families, of our  
communities, of our society and of our planet.  My 
daughter asked me what this meant -- and for the lack 
of a simpler explanation -- I told her, it means “having 
a care for all things”. She liked that explanation. 

Having a care for all things translates to so much 
even in the simplest things. Do we do things with 
a sense of care or do we do it out of perfunctory  
routine? Do we give it all we have or do we do it 
just to get it over with? As a family man, this has led 

reminded by something Neale Donald 
Walsch was once quoted to have said: 
“When everything changes, change 
everything.” This could not be truer 
in our present reality because wheth-
er we like it or not -- whether we are 
ready or not -- things will change. I 
guess the better question now would 
be, “how do we proceed with the 
change?”

I look back on the last couple of 
months and how I can take a cue from 
what this pandemic has taught me and 
I think that going into the new normal 
means living life with more clarity. I 
find myself looking at my concept of 
time, family, achievement, life purpose -- and so many  
other concepts more clearly -- with the knowledge 
that everything can change in a heartbeat as this  
pandemic has taught us. Clarity in moving forward 
could have many different meanings for different  
people -- but perhaps one thing most of us will have 
in common is that -- this pandemic has given us the  
clarity of mind on what is truly important. 

For me, a family man and public servant, this means 
moving forward with a renewed sense of purpose in 
my roles. Our faith challenges us to live our lives as a 
reflection of our being Christians -- and for the most 
part -- it is a call for us to be stewards in one way or 
another. The word steward has deep roots in me and 
I find that in this time of pandemic -- I have come to  
realize more and more -- how we all must be stewards  

me to increase my patience and be more open in  
expressing affection and love. As a public servant 
this has led me to be even more zealous in my work, 
knowing that my work has an impact on the lives of 
so many. In so many ways, this pandemic has taught 
me so much. It has taught me that if we must change 
everything, then let us proceed with care -- a sense of  
stewardship for the truly important things. This  
pandemic is certainly a game changer for us all,  
regardless of the roles we play in our lives. Perhaps, 
in many ways, this pandemic has done us a service by 
revitalizing humanity to be the best it can be. As the 
world heals from the ravages of the virus -- perhaps 
humanity can heal as well -- and birth an age where 
we are all clear on our purpose as stewards here on 
earth.
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The Processions of the Madonna of Impruneta
10:21 01 October in Insights by Piccoli Grandi Musei

By Margarita delos Reyes Cojuangco

“A peste, fame et bello libera nos 
Domine” (i.e. From plague, famine and 
war, O Lord, deliver us). This was the  
invocation that accompanied the Virgin  
of Impruneta during her transfers to  
Florence. The first procession that brought 
the Madonna of Impruneta to Florence 
--  giving birth to the very close relation 
that sprang up between the city and the  
Impruneta Icon --  took place in 1354, a 
few years after the Black Death of 1348.

The historian, Matteo Villani -- who 
had lost his brother Giovanni during this 
plague -- described it in his Cronica: the 
Madonna was brought there because of 
the drought and the procession ended 
successfully with the coming of the rains. 
The original tabernacle of the Madonna 
--  now displayed in the Section of the  
Sacred Paraments in the Museum --  goes back to this time,  
executed exactly between 1350 and 1360 by a painter 
called the Master of Tobias after the frescoes with the 
Stories from the life of Tobias in the oratory of the Bigallo:  
The Madonna was placed in this tabernacle to be carried  
to Florence by the Buondelmonti brothers and other  
members of noble families.

For almost two centuries, from 1354 to 1540, we can 
count about twenty-five processions, during which the  
Madonna -- venerated as Our Lady of the Rains -- was  
taken to Florence because of the weather, preventing 
both drought and flood, thus also facing the problem of 
famine. But soon after, the recourse to the Madonna of  
Impruneta against the terrible scourge of the plague which 
she had already succeeded in defeating in the 1383 and 
1400 processions, led to attributing specific virtues to the 
Virgin in order to face any difficulty transferring her into 
a telluric mother-god, capable of influencing even the  
political sphere.

In fact, from the second half of the 14th century until  
the first half of the 15th century, the Madonna was brought 
to Florence many times in order to either prevent or end 
wars, sieges and foreign invasions. During the Florentine  
Republic, the cult of the Virgin of Impruneta was  
particularly intense: the Madonna was brought there 
for the 1502 election of the Life Gonfalonier Tommaso  

Soderini and during the siege of  
Florence  --  wherein the Madonna  
remained in the city the whole time  
--  proclaimed as the ‘only and special 
Queen”. Even greater was the Madonna’s  
charisma during the Medici period -- when 
this family made the cult of the sacred  
image their own -- to the point of baptizing  
her the “Family Madonna.”

There were two most important  
processions and to these are related 
the most consistent groups of objects  
displayed in the museum: the first in 1633, 
in order to overcome the contagion from 
the plague, and the second in 1711, at 
the request of Grand Duke Cosimo III of  
Tuscany, in order to avoid the end of the 
Medici dynasty. The 1633 procession  
lasted three days which was declared 

‘solemn and festive’. Soon after, the end of the contagion  
was declared and on October 2, 1633, a large  
thanksgiving procession went to Impruneta; Grand  
Duchess Cristina of Lorraine and her grandson, Grand Duke 
Ferdinando II of Tuscany led it and presented the Madonna  
with some gifts, which are the most precious ones  
currently on display in the Museum.

The 1711 procession was, perhaps, even more splendid.  
The real reason for this procession was to beseech the  
recovery of the Grand Prince; even if his father Cosimo III  
put forward the usual motivations: the danger of  
contagion, famine and drought.

The Madonna returned to Impruneta after two weeks  
overflowing with gifts. Casotti made an exhaustive and 
precise list of the most important gifts that proved to be 
extremely useful in the Museum’s reorganization. Even if 
the cult of the Virgin was sealed down by the lay policy 
of the Lorraines, yet the processions have continued up to 
our time. Recently, the Madonna has returned to Florence 
twice: the first time right after World War II and then in 
1988, for the Marian year.

By Rosanna Catarina Proto Pisano
In Museo del Tesoro di Santa Maria dell’Impruneta, Guida 
alla visita del mueso e alla scoperta del territorio, a cura di 
Caterina Caneva.Polistampa 2005.
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Peace of Miarayon
By Pia Camus

I paint as a hobby. So when an invitation came to take 
lessons on Icon Writing -- from a Russian master -- I grabbed 
the opportunity. I just did not plan on it being in faraway 
Guatemala in a Serbian Orthodox Monastery! During our 
week-long stay, I became very interested in the missionaries  
who had volunteered to work in the monastery. There were 
two of them. They worked 
wherever they were needed:  
in the kitchen, with the  
children, in Church. They did 
their work with a cheerfulness  
that lit up the room. Their 
positivity was contagious. 
Each one stayed for a month. 
I later discovered that they 
were searching themselves  
and discerning whether  
monastic life was for them.

I came home very  
exhilarated from the trip. I got 
to spend prayer time -- with 
Our Lady of Guadalupe in  
México -- learned how to 
write an icon, and made new 
friends. I also came home with 
a bug, a bug I caught while in 
the monastery. I wanted to do  
mission work, be a missionary!  
I thought it was crazy that this 
59-year-old wife and mother 
of four would want -- much 
less think about going away -- 
to do mission work! I kept the 
feeling under wraps knowing 
for certain that it would pass. After three months, the desire 
became even stronger. Part of me said, “it was crazy” and 
the other part, I had to do it or my heart would “die”.

When in a bind, whom do I call? My ghostbuster is my 
spiritual director who always sets me in the right direction. 
First advice was to talk to my family. My husband, Rico,  
understood immediately. He understood what it meant to 
me and gave me his blessing. Our four children understood, 
too, although my youngest, Cristina, was concerned I might 
not return. I think she knows me best. I went back to tell my 
director I was given the GO pass. He instructed me to pray 
for discernment and offered me some guidelines.
 

Destination: Bukidnon
While deep in prayer, one day, Bukidnon came as an  
inspiration. I was very much taken aback when it first  
happened because it came from nowhere. I did not know 
anything about Bukidnon, I knew no one from there. After  
it came again in prayer for a third time, I knew something 
was afoot. My director advised me to be patient and  
allow things to unfold. I happened to mention my plan to do  
mission to a prayer circle friend who excitedly told me that  
the Assumption nuns have a presence in Bukidnon and 
she could make arrangements for me to meet the Mother  

Superior. Oh wow! Now it was 
finally taking shape.

At this point, I was done 
with the discernment exercise, 
there was a “house/school” 
I could go to, and I got my  
family’s blessing. After I  
presented these to my  
director, he asked me to see 
Fr. Kit, SJ -- before I confirmed 
with the nuns -- because 
he has a school in Barangay  
Miarayon of Talakag, Bukidnon.  
I immediately requested to 
see Father Kit and he showed 
me pictures of the school 
in Sitio Abel in Miarayon. I sat 
there looking at the pictures 
of the school, the mountains, 
the children and immediately  
I knew...this is where I am 
going! My heart recognized 
the place! Father Kit said it 
was okay for me to spend 
the month. Now, to figure 
out what I was going to do...I 
could give art lessons, teach  
Catechism, have reading circles  

with the children, get involved with the feeding of the 
school children! The people in Miarayon are composed 
mostly of the Talaandig tribe. I asked my friend who is  
involved with outreach in the area and who heads 
NVC foundation whose Mingo feeding program for  
undernourished children my advocacy supported. She 
said, “the Talaandig children have been fed by Paintings for 
a Cause through the NVC feeding program.”

 Back in 2017, I started Paintings for a Cause. I sold  
paintings and on that first year, donated all proceeds 
to NVC’s feeding program. The following year, the cause  
supported two programs. To be (continued on page 8...) 
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Hya -
By Yvette Fernandez

Hya (seated second row, 4th from left) during her talk in SSAP

Last Feb 15, 2020, the Santuario 
de San Antonio scholars spent two 
hours listening to Hya Bendana 
share her life story.

It wasn’t an easy one. 
As a child, Hya’s father drove a 
jeepney; her mother worked at a 
department store, 
and during her free time, sewed 
dishrags. 

When Hya was off from school, 
she worked as a barker to get  
passengers to fill her father’s  
jeepney, 
or sold her mother’s dishrags on 
the streets.  

Her dream was to one day study at 
the Ateneo.

Hya made it happen. 
She won a full scholarship to  

Ateneo de Naga High School -- and 
later -- to the Ateneo de Manila 
University Loyola Campus. 
She worked extremely hard, even 
on many days when she went to 
bed hungry because she did not 
have enough money for meals. 
Some days she subsisted on  
packaged biscuits for breakfast, 
lunch, and dinner.

But she persisted!
Last School Year, Hya was elected 
President of the Student Council 
-- and at the end of the year -- was 
VALEDICTORIAN 
of Ateneo de Manila University’s 
Graduating Class of 2019. 

She is now doing humanitarian  
work with victims of human  
trafficking. 

Hya is 20 years old.

What our SSAP scholars learned, as 
did we: 
Dream big. 
Work hard. 
Never give up. 
And always give back.
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73rd Antioch Weekend
By Miki Eala

Love materialized itself in over 80 young adults who 
spent 3 days together. 

Love was just enough to remind all of us of our WHY.  
Love, being more than enough, moved us to tears. 
Last February 14-16 -- the 73rd Antioch Weekend 

-- was held in the Parish Center. To put it simply --  
Antioch -- to me, is home. It is where I’ve grown up 
to be the person I am -- and where I’ve made my very 
best friends -- close enough to be my brothers and  
sisters. It’s a place where most of us would say,  
ceaselessly overflows with love; absolutely fitting for 
the 73rd Weekend to fall on Valentine’s Day. 

Over the course of 3 days, we welcomed 34 new  
Antiochers to our home. We listened to heartfelt talks, 
shared the innermost depths of our hearts in share 
groups, belted out lyrics during songs, sang for our 
food, and hugged each other tight enough to know 
that we are never alone. 

Safe to say that the Weekend was an avenue to 
bring us to our mountaintops -- and then learn the  
value of passing it on -- that we, Antiochers abide by. 

Antioch is a place of laughter, tears, prayers, pain, 
but most of all, LOVE.
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(...continued from page 1: Feast of the Lord’s  
Ascension) turn led them to witness that the world is 
open to new governance.

WORD. Jesus gives us the importance of the Sacred 
Scriptures in this mission. What happens to Jesus and 
what the disciples have to do in the days ahead are 
consistent with God’s plans from the beginning. The 
Suffering and Resurrection of Jesus are -- not accidents  
of history -- but fulfillment of God’s plans. Most of 
the time, open our minds to understand the Sacred  
Scriptures -- neither the intellectual acumen of the 
scholars nor the spiritual capacity to surrender our  
incapacity -- in order to be empowered.

You are witnesses to this. We are called to witness 
to this Divine Plan. To tell and proclaim -- this story  
of God’s plan in Jesus -- to call all for repentance. 
We are recipients of the power of that the Father  
promises, an indication that God intends for the plan  
to be completed and the Divine Strategy to work. 
One of the secrets of the spread of Fundamentalism 
in our highly Catholic country is the masterful use of  
proclaiming one’s personal story; how they experience 
the grace of God in their conversion. It is something 
we as Catholics are not used to; we are reticent as 
far as our faith experiences are concerned. We think 
God talk is too personal to be shared with anyone; it is 
therefore lost in us. 

Likewise, the Catholic Church as an institution, 
has not maximized the power of mass media in  
evangelization. Pope Benedict rightly warns us “that 
unless the Good News is made known also in the  
digital world, it may be absent in the experience of 
the many people for whom this existential space 
is important. The Good Book will eventually lose 
out to the Facebook for this is where the young are 
hooked into. Thanks to the lockdown period, we have  
discovered and appreciated and maximized the use of 
digital technology thru live streaming and “Zooming”. 
Today however, the level of social discourse has gone 
to the gutter with vulgarity, profanity and viciousness,  
not to mention the proliferation of trolls and fake 
news intended to deceive not to ferret out the truth. 
It is high time for the Church to maximize digital  
intercommunication needs to grow into true human 
encounter that brings warmth and stirs hearts of  
people especially the lonely and the hurting. 

The narrative ends in a remarkable outburst of 
worship; rather than being depressed that Jesus  

has been withdrawn and left them with heavy  
responsibility; the disciples are ecstatic and worship 
Jesus. Their joy seems more than a temporary high 
since they are continually in the temple blessing God. 
Just as Jesus’ entry into the world evoked songs of joy 
from Mary, Zachariah and Simeon so Jesus’ departure 
sets the disciples into singing.

Worship and witness belong together. Like the bud 
that will not bloom without regular watering, the 
Church’s Mission dries up without renewal of worship. 
The singing of hymns, reciting prayers of thanksgiving  
and intercession, Eucharistic assemblies keep the 
Church in touch with the promised power of the  
Father and make possible the glorifying of God outside 
the sanctuary. Worship becomes the occasion where 
the story must be told and retold among the nations 
and is heard afresh, where the witness to the world is 
envisioned. At the same time, worship divorced from 
witness is empty. The Church merely turns on itself, 
loses its reason for being.

Many who are concerned of prayer and devotion 
perceive in social activists a lack of tranquility -- a grim 
and determined attitude -- which can be distractive 
of themselves and the community; the social activists  
in turn accused those concerned of traditional  
devotions preaching only salvation in the world. It 
comes with a privatized understanding of the social  
dimension of the Gospel. We can attribute the  
deafening of silence of our faithful to the worrisome  
political development in our country to this  
perspective. Lack of synchronized, collaborative  
approach to COVID-19? Are we in the 2nd wave  
already? Up to now, we don’t have a common  
understanding of terms from which policies and  
strategies should be based, then do not be surprised 
if we people are hesitant to follow. How many would 
understand the differences that define a modified, or 
enhanced, or general community quarantine? What 
is the implication of improvised Chinese hospitals at 
Fontana intended for COVID-19 Chinese patients? For 
some to inquire about them is to involve needlessly in 
politics

Brothers, sisters, Ascension is about how a fearful, 
bewildered community was empowered to proclaim 
the Good News in the physical absence of Jesus -- but 
the Spirit which dwells in them -- liberated them from 
the reign of FEAR and TERROR.
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(...continued from page 4: Peace of Miarayon) told -- that 
all along -- my hard work has been supporting Talaandig  
children came as a very strong affirmation of what lay 
ahead. Our Lord could not have gotten His message across 
any clearer! How generous He was with His guidance and 
clarity.
 
Experiencing Miarayon
With hardly any sleep from Christmas day, Father Kit,  
Suzanne, and I left for Cagayan de Oro. On December 26, 
2019, we hit the ground running because all commerce 
happens in CDO and we had a Christmas celebration to 
prepare for! The friends of Father Kit met us and the long 
list was divided between grocery and market. Finally done, 
we headed for Sitio Abel. I was overwhelmed to see so 
many people in the house when we arrived! Many names 
to memorize, I thought, and I am terrible at remembering! 
There was Nanay Edith, the one who took care of Father 
Kit when he was first assigned to Bukidnon, as a newly  
ordained Jesuit. Then Nanay Onyang who is the mother of 
Toots. Nanay Juliet is the mother of Jeward who is the Coco 
Martin of Sitio Abel. The nanays are the custodians of the 
staff house. There was Tatay Biran, father of Baba; together, 
they guard the grounds. Grace is part of the school -- Sta. 
Teresita --  who was a scholar of the program. Father Kit 
asked her to help me with my needs for the duration of my 
stay. After meeting all these vital people, I took my luggage 
to the second floor where our sleeping quarters were. The 
view that greeted me was spectacular! I could have been 
in a fairytale place where mountains spoke and trees broke 
out into song. The greenery and beauty of the landscape 
were breathtaking, as seen from the balcony. Cristina was 
right ... who would want to go back to the city?

December 28 -- Christmas celebration with everybody  
-- the staff, teachers, scholars, the children and their 
nanays. We started with Father Kit celebrating Mass then 
lunch with food prepared by the nanays, games, gift giving, 
singing and dancing and merrymaking. Each child received 
a gift, each family got several kilos of rice, some clothes 
donated by friends, flip-flops, shirts. Everyone was happy, 
including the ice cream man who must have heard there 
was a party in the compound. He drove his side car in and 
all the children were told to line up for their ice cream. I 
was soaking in the sounds, the faces, the smiles, the joy, 
and I had tears streaming down my face which did not stop. 
I was surrounded by a purity of spirit which I recognized 
but do not experience often. Generosity was overflowing, 
gratitude was written on everyone’s faces, love could be 
held in one’s arms. I wanted to freeze the moment and just 
stay there. 
 
Not According to Plan
After dinner and all the festivities, we gathered ‘round and 

Grace told me she had some chores scheduled and would 
have to leave me for one week. It turned out, the house 
staff leaves when Father Kit and Suzanne return to Manila 
on the 30th of December. It was only going to be Grace, 
myself and Tatay Biran who would be in the compound 
until classes resume on January 7th. This was a problem, 
I thought, a big problem. The last thing I wanted was to 
be an imposition but I have many limitations that would 
require someone helping me. Most important: water has 
to be drawn from outside and heated in a wood fired stove. 
My bad back will not be able to carry the weight of the 
pails then heat the water in kettles. The water was ice cold. 
Cooking would be a big challenge because I did not know 
how to make fire. Without refrigeration -- there would be 
no food storage --  and that was another consideration. I 
turned to Suzanne who read my thoughts and told her I did 
not think it would work. She agreed and reminded me that 
one month did not come out in prayer. I merely patterned it 
after Guatemala. And she said that it did not take a month 
for me to experience Miarayon because I already got it! I 
grabbed Suzanne’s arm and we hurried to a faraway spot 
where there was a Globe signal to call my husband Rico. 
I asked that he rebook my flight to the 30th -- I was going 
home with Father Kit and Suzanne.
 
Telling the Story
I fell deeply in love with the spirit of Miarayon in the 5 
days we were there! I fell in love with the beauty of her  
mountains and hills, with each person I met, with the  
people I traveled with. I saw and experienced a purity of  
heart and spirit that I will forever treasure. I saw how  
people work tirelessly to improve and uplift the lives of 
the Miarayon people through education. I witnessed  
generosity from those who have and more notably from 
those who have nothing.

I was most curious to discover why our Lord led me 
to Miarayon. What could I possibly contribute to the place? 
I had some lofty idea that my presence could somehow 
make some difference there. It turned out, as it often does, 
our Lord had other plans. One month became five days. 
And it was made clear ... the reason I was sent there was 
to experience Miarayon -- with all its beauty, with all its 
needs -- and tell her story when I returned to my reality.  
Maybe, hopefully, there will be people who would listen  
and look their way and lend a hand. As for me, personally, I  
will continue painting and offering the proceeds to  
support scholars who deserve a chance at improving their 
lives.

I am looking forward to my next visit to Miarayon. 
No, not for a month, for sure, but long enough to spend 
time with the nanays, the teachers, the scholars and the  
children. Especially the children.
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