





en I was younger, people
often noticed my hands.
Some would remark that

they were smooth, unmarked, even
beautiful. Others assumed that perhaps
I did not help with household chores,
or that I came from a wealthy family
where work was unnecessary. But those
assumptions were far from the truth. I
grew up in a poor farming family, and
daily chores and farm labor shaped my
hands. The soil, the tools, the endless
rhythm of planting and harvesting—
all of these left their quiet imprint.

My hands carried stories that were not
visible at first glance, stories of hidden
labor and endurance.

As I grew older, I began to
understand that hands are more than
physical features. They are living
testimonies of the lives we live and the
sacrifices we make. My own hands,
though once mistaken for signs of
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The Church teaches that work is
not only a way to earn a living
but also a participation in God's

creation.

privilege, were in fact marked by
unseen work. Later, as a high school
teacher, I held pen and chalk day after
day, guiding students through lessons.
Even in the classroom, my hands
bore witness to both discipline and
care. They reminded me that beauty
does not come from ease, but from
endurance. Through these experiences,
I learned to see hands not merely as
ornaments but as symbols of resilience,
sacrifice, and love.

This understanding deepened
when I entered migrant ministry at the
Hope Workers Center in Taiwan. Part

of my work is to accompany migrant
workers in their faith journeys, and
one of the most humbling moments
is serving alongside them at the altar.
Migrant ministry is not only about
offering programs or services—it is
about walking with people in their
struggles and joys, listening to their
stories, and affirming their dignity. It is
about creating spaces where faith and
community can sustain those who are
emotionally and physically far from
home.

I will never forget the first time
I placed the Body of Christ into the
hands of a migrant worker. I was
stunned. Before me were calloused
hands—rough, worn, marked by years
of labor. And yet, upon them rested
Jesus Himself. The sight touched me
profoundly. Those callouses were not
only signs of hardship; they were living
proof of hard work, sacrifice, and
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resilience. But what moved me even
more was not simply their willingness,
but their deep desire to receive Jesus in
the Holy Eucharist. After long hours

in factories, houscholds, and hospitals,
after nights with little rest, they still
came forward with faith and gratitude.
Their hands, hardened by toil, opened
with reverence. Their bodies, weary
from labor, stood as witnesses of
devotion. Their faith was stronger than
fatigue, their longing for Christ greater
than exhaustion. In their eyes and in
their hands, I saw a hunger for God
that no hardship could diminish.

In their perseverance, I saw the
living echo of Christ’s words: “Come
to me, all you who labor and are
burdened, and I will give you rest.”
(Matthew 11:28) The Eucharist was
not only their refuge—it was their joy,
their strength, their thanksgiving. Even
when the world demanded everything
from them, they still offered the little
time and energy they had to God,
because their hearts longed for Him
above all.
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“Come to me, all you who labor

and are burdened, and I will
give you rest.” (Matthew 11:28)

The Church teaches that work is
not only a way to earn a living but also
a participation in God’s creation. St.
John Paul I, in Laborem Exercens,
reminds us that labor is a vocation, a
way of sharing in the Creator’s ongoing
work. For migrant workers, this truth
shines brightly: their labor sustains
their families, communities and
countries, and their faith sustains their
spirit. To see them come forward, tired
yet joyful, is to witness a profound
testimony—that gratitude and
devotion are stronger than fatigue, and
that holiness can be found in the most
ordinary gestures of daily life.

Sometimes people with calloused
hands feel shy to show them or to be
held by others, because they appear
rough or unattractive. I, too, once
misunderstood them in this way. But

now I see that these hands, though
worn, carry hidden beauty. They are
not marks of shame, but of dignity—
living witnesses of labor, sacrifice, and
love.

The calloused hands I once
misunderstood now appear to me
as sacred. They are living witnesses
of human struggle and divine grace,
meeting in the Eucharist. They remind
us to honor the unseen workers whose
hands sustain our communities, and to
recognize in them the hidden beauty
of perseverance and faith.

As I reflect on my own journey,
I see that my hands—once
misunderstood—carry the same story.
They connect me to the workers I
serve, to the farmers who raised me,
and to the countless laborers whose
hands build, carry, and nurture life. In
their callouses, I see resilience. In their
callouses, I see love. In their callouses,
I see Christ.

Columban lay missionary Reins Mosqueda
is from the Philippines. She lives and works
in Taiwan.
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The Forgiveness and The Healing

Longing for Wholeness

By Fr. Taemoon Kwon

or the past six years, [ have
F overseen the Year of Spiritual

Formation for the Columban
seminarians in Manila, Philippines.
During the winter break of 2023,
together with the students, I visited
the PREDA Center in Olongapo,
northern Philippines. PREDA stands
for People’s Recovery, Empowerment
and Development Assistance.

This center carries out various
ministries. One of its ministries is
running a shelter for boys and girls
under twenty who have suffered
physical violence or sexual abuse. In
many cases, the perpetrators are their
own fathers, relatives, or people from
their neighborhood. Fr. Shay Cullen,
a Columban missionary, first founded
this center in 1974 to protect and
heal such children, and it continues to
function effectively to this day.

The center operates separate
shelters for boys and girls. We first
visited the shelter for girls, where
about forty children were being cared
for and protected.

When_Jesus said, “Love your
enemies,” and taught us to do
good to those who hate, curse, or
mistreat us, He was, in a sense,
inviting us to recognize that
even perpetrators may once have

been victims.

After givingus a thirty-minute
introduction about the shelter, Fr.
Cullen guided us to the emotional
therapy room on the second floor.
When we entered, I saw that the
room was about 33 square meters in
size, with thick mattresses covering
the floor. The walls and ceiling were
lined with sound-absorbing materials,
designed to keep all sounds from
escaping. It felt as though no matter
how much one shouted inside, no one
outside could hear.

Fr. Cullen explained that once a
week, with the help of professional

Columban Fr. Shay Cullen celebrates Mass at the Girls’ Home.
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counselors, the children are
encouraged to express openly their
feelings about the sexual and physical
abuse they have suffered. During
these sessions, the children sometimes
scream, cry, pull their hair, or hit the
walls with their fists or feet.

After releasing their anger and pain
in such an active way, they gradually
begin to talk about what happened to
them and start sharing their traumatic
experiences little by little.

Of course, accompanying them
through that process is extremely
painful and difficult to watch, but Fr.
Cullen said that it is the first and most
essential step toward true healing—
and that is why he chooses to stay and
be present in those moments.

He also said that for these children
to fully lay down the immense pain
and trauma they have endured, it may
take an entire lifetime.

After hearing his explanation,
walked slowly along the walls of the
therapy room and closed my eyes.
Then, in my mind, I could almost
hear the cries of the children, see their
faces twisted in anguish, pounding
the walls and the floor with their fists.
The images struck my heart vividly,
and tears welled up in my eyes. An
overwhelming wave of anger and
sorrow surged within me.

Unable to stay inside any longer,

I stepped outside. There, in the
courtyard, I saw the girls dancing
joyfully to some music.

They looked just like any other
children you might see anywhere—
laughing, clapping, teasing one
another when someone made a
mistake. Watching them, my heart
grew heavy and conflicted. It was hard
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to imagine that these same smiling,
lovely children, when they entered the
therapy room, would release such deep
wounds, fears, and anger.

After visiting both the boys’ and
girls’ shelters, we gathered for a time of
reflection and prayer before going to
bed. But that night, I could not sleep.
My heart felt heavy, and my mind
kept returning to what I had seen in
the emotional therapy room—the
children’s cries, the pain they released,
the suffering they had endured.

As I stayed with those thoughts,

I began to see not only the wounded
children but also their families,
relatives, and acquaintances connected
to them. I realized that many of

these perpetrators were themselves
also victims—people who had once
suffered similar abuse as children from
their own parents or others.

Then I was struck by the horror of
it: a cycle of evil perpetuated through
generations, passed down to the most
vulnerable—young girls and boys who
bear the consequences of unhealed
wounds.

When Jesus said, “Love your
enemies,” and taught us to do good
to those who hate, curse, or mistreat
us, He was, in a sense, inviting us to
recognize that even perpetrators may
once have been victims. A victim
whose wounds are never healed can
later become a perpetrator.

In this sense, when Jesus said, “Be
merciful, just as your Father is merciful,
it was not only a call to compassion but
also a warning about the continuity of
sin—and an invitation to break that
destructive cycle.

Of course, the horrific acts
committed by the abusers against
these children must never be hidden or
ignored. On the contrary, the wounds
of the victims must be continually
voiced, and we must all weep together
with them. Society must never demand
forgiveness from these children who
have endured such tremendous suffering,
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After releasing their anger and
pain in such an active way, they
gradually begin to talk about
what happened to them and
start sharing their traumatic

experiences little by little.

For this reason, I believe that the
cries and screams of the children in
the therapy room are actually the first
courageous and sacred step toward
breaking that chain of evil passed down
through generations.

To listen to those cries without
turning away, to stay with them until
the end, and to help bring their pain
to light in the community—I realized
how deeply valuable such acts are.

The Church is not meant for the
powerful or the privileged. It is for the
weak, the wounded, and the poor.

We must create a Church where
their cries and their struggles are
heard ever more loudly and more
widely. Only then will the destructive
continuity of evil lose its power.

Some people may feel
uncomfortable exposing the dark
corners of society, thinking that it only
makes things worse. But truth-secking

must go hand in hand with justice and
mercy. These three together—truth,
justice, and mercy—are the key to
building true peace. Justice or mercy
without truth only leads to false peace.

In reality, truth does not
provoke revenge but instead leads
to reconciliation and forgiveness.
Therefore, true forgiveness does not
mean forgetting.

Of course, when we confront our
wounds—the truth of our pain—it can
bring greater suffering and conflict, just
as the children in the therapy room cry
out wildly when they face their trauma.

But healing requires that we first
recognize ourselves as wounded and
from that awareness arises a deep
longing for wholeness.

That longing is born only when
we look directly at our pain and allow
ourselves to grieve it. We must be able
to cry out, “I am hurt” Or “I am in
pain.” Silence and avoidance do not
help.

Therefore, we must acknowledge
that conflict is an inevitable part of true
forgiveness, and we must endure it.

Only when we face that conflict
fully can we take the first step toward
genuine healing.

Columban Fr. Taemoon Kwon lives and
works in South Korea.
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he foundation stone for St.
Columban’s Cathedral in
Myitkyina Diocese in Kachin

State in Myanmar was laid in 1955.
For 75 years it has been the spiritual
home of the Catholic community in
Myitkyina Diocese. In 2020, due to
covid restrictions, there were no public
Masses in the cathedral for six months.
During that time, the administrator of
the Cathedral, Fr. John La Raw, was
walking around the altar of the empty
church one day and noticed how the
wooden flooring around the altar,
covered in red carpet, was unstable. It
had lasted 70 years, however it was now
becoming dangerous. Fr. La Raw began
to dream of a renovated sanctuary of
the Cathedral. He is a visual artist and
a film maker. He studied film making
in Korea and one of his productions
“The Confession” won the best short
film prize at the Mirabile Dictu
International Catholic Film Festival
held in the Vatican in 2016.

Fr. La Raw envisioned a sanctuary
space that reflected the movement of
life from birth to death to resurrection.
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Solace and Comfort

by Columban Missionaries in Myanmar

The Kachin State where the cathedral
is located is famous for its jade, so he
wanted to incorporate jade into the
sanctuary design and so the columns
around the alter are covered in local jade.

He decided to expand the
altar containing the tabernacle.
He researched that in the original
construction of the cathedral the
Columbans had used milk to build
the altar. Fr. La Raw decided that he
should do the same. The engineers
said it would be impossible to get
that much milk, so a compromise
was reached of 50% purified water
and 50% milk. While the renovation
was taking place Fr La Raw suffered
a stroke that for a period left him
incapacitated. However, he was
determined to continue and finish
the project. From his hospital bed he
continued to give instructions about
the vision he had for the painting of
the sanctuary.

A Buddhist artist from Yangon
came and lived in Myitkyina for six
months to complete the painting.

The paint had to be imported from

Japan and Germany because local
paint would deteriorate within five
years. When I first saw the renovated
sanctuary, I marveled at its beauty
and thought how happy the carly
Columbans who worked here must feel
as they look down from their perch in
heaven.

Fr. La Raw made a good recovery
from his stroke, and he continues as
administrator of the Cathedral. He
has plans to renovate the interior
of the rest of the Cathedral. He
believes that during the very difficult
situation most pcople experience
here, the beauty of the sanctuary of
St. Columban’s Cathedral can offer
solace and comfort to people. When
I asked him how he had financed the
renovation. He said it was difficult but
his Facebook videos elicited a great
response from Kachin people living
in the United States and from local
people in Myitkyina. He also received
help from some individual Columbans.
“People were happy to donate, they
love the Cathedral and they love the

Columbans” he said.

COLUMBAN.ORG



Simplicity and Enough

reetings once again to all who are reading this

magazine. As I reflect, what comes to mind is

the picture of an ancient couple that I visited
in their home in a run-down area of Mokpo in Korea in
the early 1980’s when I was a pastor there. Their house
was an old wood and mud construction with a straw
roof at a time when concrete buildings were taking over.
I had a picture of them standing there looking at me,
the grandmother in an old fox fur coat (where did she
get that?!), the grandfather in traditional white Korean

linen baggy pants and jacket. I had sat with them talking

for a while and was leaving. They were thanking me for
visiting them. I don’t think either of them could read or
write. Their simplicity was profound. Many of us would
be quick to call them “poor.” They certainly did not
have most of the things we think we need — electricity,
running water, refrigerator, TV. They had a clay pot

or two of buried kimchi in the yard, a place to make a
fire to boil water, and part of a roof over their heads.

In Luke’s Gospel Jesus says: “Blessed are you poor, the
Kingdom of God is yours.” (Lk 7:20) There is often a
connection between being poor and being simple in a
profound way.

Another ancient grandmother comes to mind. In
that same parish I met her in the local clinic recovering
from being hit by a car. She had bruises all over and was
complaining about how the
medicines, pills, shots, etc. she
was getting weren't helping
at all. She just moaned that if
she could only get some dogs
in there to come and lick her
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By Fr. Al Utzig

wounds she would get better fast. I doubt she was aware
of the story of Lazarus in front of the rich man’s house
who had dogs licking his sores. (Lk 16:20-24) But here
she was wishing she had those dogs. At the time, I saw
her as a poor woman. But now I'm inclined to see her
more as a simple soul.

This simplicity is a gift of lacking a lot of “stuff.”
Because these people were living on the edge of life and
society, they were able to find a peace and contentment
that so many of us who have a lot of stuff can’t seem
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to find. The ways of their parents were enough. Simple

food, having some space around, dogs to lick their
wounds were enough. I think these folks are also much
more in touch with their own mortality. Death is part
of life and not so scary. It makes me think of Job in the
Old Testament: “Naked I came forth from my mother’s
womb, and naked I return. The Lord gives and the Lord
takes away. Blessed be the name of the Lord.” (Job 1:21)
Simple acceptance.

It’s hard to say how much I have grown from these
experiences, but they certainly are part of my journey
as a missionary and I treasure them dearly. The words
“simplicity” and “enough” are often in my head now. Two
very important words for us all.

God bless all who walk with us on our journey as
Columbans, yesterday and today. May our experience of
Spring that we are entering into this time of year, ground
us in the simplicity of life when we think about it.

r. (A2
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Transform the Lives

of Others...Enrich the
World...Give Hope

Columban Mission magazine is published
eight times each year and tells the stories
of our missionaries and the people they
are called to serve. Columban missionaries

“Do not prevent them, for the
kingdom of heaven belongs
to such as these”

- ST. MATTHEW 19:14

To whom does the kingdom belong? It belongs
to the children, indeed, but also the weak, the
poor, and those on the edge of society are those
who possess it. He sends us to bring the good
news to them and to be good news for them.

live in solidarity with their people and,
together, they move forward to improve
their social, economic and spiritual lives,
always with Our Savior as their guide and
their eyes on God’s Kingdom.

Fora $15 donation or more, you ora friend

or loved one can share in our baptismal
call to mission and the Columban Fathers’
mission work around the world through
Columban Mission magazine.

Answer the Call: Become a Missionary Priest

To begin recciving your Columban Do you feel called to serve, to spread the Gospel and to bring the light of Christ to the ends

Mission magazine or to provide a gift of the earth? The missionary priesthood offers a life dedicated to service, faith, and love. It

to a loved one, simply visit our website at is a vocation that crosses borders, cultures, and languages, offering a unique opportunity to
www.columban.org, call our toll-free make a profound impact on the lives of others. If you feel the stirrings of God’s call in your

number 877/299-1920 or write to us at: heart, we invite you to explore the missionary priesthood.

Fr. Arturo Aguilar
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of St. Columban National Vocation Director
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