
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
Dear Mission Friends: 
Throughout history, at times of heightened sensitivity,  
particularly sadness, suffering, or stress, we have often turned to the  
language of heightened sensitivity: Poetry. Whether we read the work 
of others or write it ourselves, poetry can be comforting and healing, 
articulating our blurred thoughts and feelings, shedding light on the  
darkness. As you know, Fr. Timothy Conlan, O.P., our long-time  
missionary in Rabinal, Guatemala, who sees and attempts to  
alleviate corruption and suffering on a daily basis, always begins  
his reports with a thought-provoking poetic reflection. I have included 
in this month’s newsletter two of his most recent works that will 
. 
Peace, 
Lesley Warnshuis 
 

                                IItt  HH aappppeenneedd  iinn  22002200                                            
JJ eessuuss  iiss  tthhee  ttrruutthh,,  tthhee  wwaayy,,  aanndd  tthhee  lliiffee..  
TT oo  kknnooww  tthhee  oonnllyy  ttrruutthh,,  
TT hhee  ttrruutthh  GG oodd  rreevveeaallss,,  
WW ee  mmuusstt  ssttoopp  wwiisshhiinngg  tthheerree  wwaass  aannootthheerr..            
OO nnee  GG oodd,,  oonnee  ttrruutthh,,  aanndd  wwee  mmuusstt  ffiinndd  iitt..  
                                                                                                                                                                                                  ~~FF rr..  TT iimmootthhyy  CC oonnllaann,,  OO ..PP..  
IItt  hhaappppeenneedd  iinn  22002200..                                                                                                        
TT hhee  vviirruuss  ddiidd  iitt..  IItt  kkeepptt  uuss  aawwaayy  ffrroomm  eeaacchh  ootthheerr..  
BBuutt  aatt  tthhee  ssaammee  ttiimmee  wwee  ffeelltt  lloovveedd  eevveenn  bbyy  tthhoossee  wwee  ddiiddnn’’tt  kknnooww,,    
        wwhhoo  ppuutt  uupp  aa  sshhiieelldd  ttoo  pprrootteecctt  uuss..  
AA nndd  wwee  aallll  eemmbbrraacceedd  tthhee  nneeeedd  aanndd  tthhee  ddeessiirree  ttoo  ccaarree  ffoorr  ootthheerrss,,    
        tthhee  mmoosstt  ffrraaggiillee..  
DD iidd  yyoouu  tthhiinnkk  tthhaatt  wwoouulldd  eevveerr  hhaappppeenn??  
TT hheenn  tthhee  NN eeww  YY eeaarr  aarrrriivveedd  bbeehhiinndd  aa  mmaasskk,,  hhaarrdd  ttoo  rreeccooggnniizzee..  
NNoo  oonnee  ccoouulldd  nnaammee  iitt,,  ootthheerr  tthhaann  ““tthhee  yyeeaarr  aafftteerr  tthhee  nnoo  yyeeaarr..””  
  
TT ooddaayy  tthhoouugghh,,  wwee  aarree  nnoo  lloonnggeerr  uunnrreeccooggnniizzaabbllee  oorr  uunnttoouucchhaabbllee..  
WW ee  aarree  ssttiillll  ffrraaggiillee,,  ddeeppeennddeenntt,,  nneeeeddyy,,  aanndd  hheellpplleessss,,  bbuutt  lloovveedd..  
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TT hhee  lliigghhtt  eetteerrnnaall  ddaawwnneedd  ttoo  aawwaakkeenn  tthhee  sslleeeeppiinngg  ggeenniiuuss..    
SS pprriinnggiinngg  ttoo  aaccttiioonn,,  HH ee  sseenntt  uuss  hhiiss  SS ppiirriitt  ttoo  gguuiiddee  uuss  ttoo  
        aa  ttrruutthh..  
TT hhee  ggrreeaatt  KK nnoowweerr,,  tthhee  ggrreeaatt  LL oovveerr,,  tthhee  ssiimmppllee  CC aauussee,,  
HH ee  wwhhoo  mmaaddee  uuss  aanndd  iinn  wwhhoomm  wwee  lliivvee,,  
RReevveeaalleedd  hhiimmsseellff  oonnccee  aaggaaiinn  ttoo  tthhee  sseeaarrcchheerrss  ooff  ttrruutthh,,    
HH iiss  bbeelloovveedd  cchhiillddrreenn  ooff  rreeaassoonn  aanndd  hhooppee  iinn  aa  wwoorrlldd    
TT hhaatt  iiss  iinntteelllliiggeenntt  aanndd  rreeaassoonnaabbllee..  
TT hhee  hhuummbbllee  sseeaarrcchheerrss  ooff  ttrruutthh  sseett  oouutt  iinn  tthhee  ddaarrkkeesstt  ccaavvee  
TT oo  ffiinndd  tthhee  eexxiitt,,  tthhee  wweeaakk  ppooiinntt  ooff  aa  ddeeaaddllyy  eenneemmyy..  
TT hheeyy  tthhrreeww  tthheeiirr  oonnllyy  wweeaappoonn——tthhee  bbeelliieeff  iinn  aa  wwoorrlldd  ooff    
          ttrruutthh,,  
AA   wwoorrlldd  mmaaddee  wwiitthh  aa  bblluueepprriinntt——aanndd  ffoouunndd  aa  ppaatthh  tthhrroouugghh  
        tthhee  llaabbyyrriinntthh..  
TT hhaannkkss  bbee  ttoo  GG oodd  ffoorr  hhiiss  ggiifftt  ttoo  uunnrraavveell  mmyysstteerriieess..  
  
JJ eessuuss  iiss  tthhee  ttrruutthh,,  tthhee  wwaayy,,  aanndd  tthhee  lliiffee..  
TT oo  kknnooww  tthhee  oonnllyy  ttrruutthh,,  
TT hhee  ttrruutthh  GG oodd  rreevveeaallss,,  
WW ee  mmuusstt  ssttoopp  wwiisshhiinngg  tthheerree  wwaass  aannootthheerr..  
OO nnee  GG oodd,,  oonnee  ttrruutthh,,  aanndd  wwee  mmuusstt  lliivvee  iitt..    
                                                                                                        
  

Dear Mission Friends: 
Throughout history, at times of heightened sensitivity, particularly sadness, 
suffering, or stress, we have often turned to the language of heightened 
sensitivity: Poetry. Whether we read the work of others or write it 
ourselves, poetry can be comforting and healing, articulating our blurred 
thoughts and feelings, shedding light on the darkness.  
 
As you know, Fr. Timothy Conlan, O.P., our long-time missionary in 
Rabinal, Guatemala, who sees and attempts to alleviate corruption and 
suffering on a daily basis, always begins his reports with a thought-
provoking poetic reflection. I have included in this month’s newsletter two 
of his most recent works that will give you pause.    
 
Peace, 
Lesley Warnshuis 
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In the Time of Plague 
We keep indoors. When we dare to venture out 
We are cautious. Our neighbors smile, but in their eyes there is 
Reserve and suspicion. They keep their distance, as we do ours, 
In mute accord. Much of our fear is unspoken, for there is  
At last the weight of custom, the tender of rote consolation. 
We endure thoughts of demise, measure the distance of death. 
Death too wears a mask. But consider, there may well be good 
In our misfortune if we can find it. It is hidden in the darkness  
Of our fear. But discover it and see that it is hope and more;  
It is the gift of opportunity. We have the rare chance to prevail, 
To pose a resolution for world renewal: 
We can be better than we have ever been. 
We can improve the human condition. 
We can imagine, then strive to realize, 
Our potential for goodness and morality. 
We can overcome pestilence, war and poverty. 
We can preserve our sacred purpose.  
We can determine who we are in our essential nature 
And who we can be. We are committed to this end 
For our own sake and for the sake of those who will come after. 
There is a better future, and we can secure it.  
Let us take up the task and be worthy of our best destiny. 
                                                                             ~N. SCOTT MOMADAY 
 

SStt..  MMaarrttiinn,,  ffrroomm  yyoouu  wwee  lleeaarrnn  hhooww  ttoo  bbee    
ddeeddiiccaatteedd  aanndd  uunnsseellffiisshh..    

YYoouu  tteeaacchh  uuss  ttoo  aavvooiidd  iiddlleenneessss  aanndd  sseellff--sseeeekkiinngg..    
GGiivvee  uuss  ssoommee  ooff  tthhaatt  ssppiirriitt  ooff  ppeennaannccee  wwhhiicchh  yyoouu  hhaadd,,  

ssoo  tthhaatt  wwee  mmaayy  bbee  ccoonnssttaanntt  iinn  tthhee  ssttrruuggggllee    
wwiitthh  tteemmppttaattiioonn..  AAsskk  JJeessuuss  ccrruucciiffiieedd  aanndd  MMaarryy,,    

tthhee  QQuueeeenn  ooff  MMaarrttyyrrss,,  ttoo  ggiivvee  uuss  tthhee  ggrraaccee    
ttoo  ffiigghhtt  tthhee  ggoooodd  ffiigghhtt..  AAmmeenn..  

  
 

LL iigghhtt  rriisseess  iinn  tthhee  ddaarrkknneessss  ffoorr  tthhee  uupprriigghhtt;;  
tthhee  LL oorrdd  iiss  ggrraacciioouuss,,  mmeerrcciiffuull  aanndd  rriigghhtteeoouuss..  
IItt  iiss  wweellll  wwiitthh  tthhee  mmaann  wwhhoo  ddeeaallss  ggeenneerroouussllyy  aanndd  lleennddss,,  
wwhhoo  ccoonndduuccttss  hhiiss  aaffffaaiirrss  wwiitthh  jjuussttiiccee..  
FF oorr  tthhee  rriigghhtteeoouuss  wwiillll  nneevveerr  bbee  mmoovveedd;;  hhee  wwiillll  bbee  rreemmeemmbbeerreedd  
ffoorreevveerr..  HH ee  iiss  nnoott  aaffrraaiidd  ooff  eevviill  ttiiddiinnggss;;  hhiiss  hheeaarrtt  iiss  ffiirrmm,,    
ttrruussttiinngg  iinn  tthhee  LL oorrdd..  HH iiss  hheeaarrtt  iiss  sstteeaaddyy;;  hhee  wwiillll  nnoott  bbee  aaffrraaiidd,,  
uunnttiill  hhee  sseeeess  hhiiss  ddeessiirree  oonn  hhiiss  aaddvveerrssaarriieess..  HH ee  hhaass  ddiissttrriibbuutteedd  
ffrreeeellyy,,  hhee  hhaass  ggiivveenn  ttoo  tthhee  ppoooorr;;  hhiiss  rriigghhtteeoouussnneessss  eenndduurreess  
ffoorreevveerr..                                    ~~PPssaallmm  11 11 22::  44--99  

 

 

 

Top, a little girl 
peeking into her 

“window” in a village 
outside Rabinal; 

center, her abuela 
preparing to venture 

out; left, only part of a 
long line for the 

vaccine. 
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Freedom from Covid—Is That All We Need? 
                                                              ~~FF rr..  TT iimmootthhyy  CC oonnllaann,,  OO ..PP.. 
A frantic headlong rush to pull away from the murderous Covid, 
From the constant drumbeat of investigation into its origins,  
Into the intrigues of the government’s involvement in its funding, 
The never ending analysis of what could and did go wrong  
In the face of a life threatening danger— 
Who can doubt it was a real threat with 600,000 deaths  
And a massive commitment to assist the sick 
With the true strength of an unlimited hopefulness in science 
And the desire of a great country to prove itself? 
Yet why do we not take relief in our great success of a vaccine 
But only lament our losses,  
While the whole world is passing through the same ordeal? 
 
No wonder we rush ahead, free at last to breathe unfiltered air. 
It is tempting to drop all blame for the lies of bureaucratic scientists  
Who put their thumb on the scales to hide their own complicity. 
It is too painful to find ourselves the victims abused by authority, 
To admit we were helpless to find the truth. 
Is there no justice for those who hide the truth? 
  
We want to forget the recent past, longing to return to the way it was—  
Life as it was meant to be, the peaceful, ever-same reality. 
Have we come all this way only to go back to what used to be? 
Have we learned nothing? 
What is the normal we hope to go back to? 
Have we and the world not changed to make that impossible? 
 
Our military might will protect us from all invaders, 
But viruses fly under the radar and bring us to our knees. 
Our great economic engine will produce all the chemistry  
And techniques to control an invasion, 
But variants keep coming from places unheard of, 
Places where no one is protected and there are not enough vaccines. 
We cannot be protected if all are not protected. 
  
The world really is one economy; boundaries are lines in the sand. 
There is one human family. 
We cannot be safe until all are safe. 
Have we not learned that yet? 
  
We are at a true crossroad of history for those with eyes to see. 
Today a new world order is debated in the halls of government 
But it is already being practiced by most of the world: 
Existence on the most simple level. 
Could that be what they mean by a green new deal? 
Do we need to go back to where most of the world is now? 
Do you believe you could live such a life? 
 
Early morning, maybe 6:30 AM, before stores are open, 
An elderly fellow with sandals made of tire tread 
Passes by my office leading a half dozen cows, 
Some black and white, others brown and white, with big horns, 
Along with baby calves and a couple of dogs who accompany them, 
Headed to the mountainsides about a mile away. 
They know where they are going; they go every day. 
 

 

 

 

AAccccoorrddiinngg  ttoo  OOxxffaamm,,    ssttaarrvvaattiioonn  dduuee  ttoo  CCOOVVIIDD--1199  
ccoouulldd  ccaauussee  mmoorree  ddeeaatthhss  tthhaann  tthhee  ddiisseeaassee  iittsseellff,,   aass  aa  
rreessuulltt  ooff  ddiissrruuppttiioonn  ttoo  ffoooodd  pprroodduuccttiioonn  aanndd  ssuupppplliieess,,  
ddiimmiinniisshhiinngg  aaiidd,,  aanndd  mmaassss  uunneemmppllooyymmeenntt..  AAnndd  wwoommeenn  
aarree  mmoorree  lliikkeellyy  ttoo  ssuuffffeerr  ffrroomm  CCOOVVIIDD--lliinnkkeedd  hhuunnggeerr  
bbeeccaauussee  ooff  tthheeiirr  lloowweerr  eeccoonnoommiicc ssttaattuuss..    
 

Top, mom and daughter making  masks to sell; center, waiting in 
line at a distribution center for food and supplies; below, women 

returning to their village to share food from the center. 
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Freedom from Covid  (cont.)  
Then at 4 PM the same fellow leads them back, 
Leaving a trail of dung on this dirt street but it melds in. 
Other trails are left on the streets in early morning, 
But these look like rabbit droppings or like a sack of beans fell. 
A pastor of eight or so she-goat, all roped in tandem, passes by. 
He hollers out that goat milk is ready to be dispensed. 
People appear with their cups or pans and he milks the goats. 
It is fresh and warm. 
  
I leave at 7 AM to go get my four tortillas          
From a woman who has a small sign outside her business: 
“Tortillas tres veces al dia” (Tortillas three times a day). 
The tortillerias are almost always the smallest, poorest places-- 
There are hundreds—Just a wooden shack or tiny room with a ceramic plate  
Three feet in radius above a wood fire and a pipe to divert the smoke;  
There is usually no light or windows and the heat is oppressive. 
I take my cloth which they fold around the four tortillas.          
I pay 14 cents. I buy my range-raised eggs for 16 cents apiece; 
My bananas cost 8 cents each. I can live on $5 a day if I live simply:  
Beans, rice, tortillas, squash or leafy vegetables, fruit and water; 
The added proteins come from cheese, eggs, milk, and peanuts; 
And of course, chile, which adds the spice that keeps people healthy. 
On big occasions we splurge on tamales with a sliver of pork or chicken. 
  
Not everyone can be so lucky to live this life 
With fresh air and home grown food—toasting your own coffee; 
Picking bananas or apples from your own fruit trees;  
Taking your water jar to the village well and pumping five gallons; 
Searching for fallen branches of dead wood a few hours away in the hills, 
And then gathering and cutting it, stacking and tying it into a bundle,  
And carrying it home on your back for the day’s firewood. 
A blessed life but a lot of work to nourish and maintain a family. 
 
Of course there are problems that need solving: 
All day long people are carrying their firewood to their houses 
So forests are barren of any underbrush or fallen branches, 
Which turns out to be an advantage for fires,  
Not to mention the temptation to cut down existing trees.   
There is no Paradise left and we have been thrown out to sweat. 
 
You say you want to go back to normal. 
That is the real normal today in most of the world. 
You don´t accept it? You will when there is nothing better. 
If there is something better, we must make it happen for everyone. 
But what must first change is to think we can live in isolation, 
Behind our secure border, while the rest of the world suffers want. 
We need laws to enforce border security, but we need  
A world economic and political order based on reason. 
 
The USA cannot solve the global crisis alone. 
May Catholic social teaching continue to influence the world. 
The Dominican order and other religious societies in the Church 
Do play an important role in acting globally. 
But each parish, each family, each person needs to be part of the effort. 
The Church is universal, catholic, and must think globally. 
It has done so in phenomenal ways in the past, ways that must be recalled, 
Revealed and resurrected. We need to mirror true freedom and democracy  
That is based on the innate value of each human life and freedom for all.              

Mission Appeals are back, sort of... 

If you are in the area,  
please come and hear our friars preach. 

 
  July 24-25:  Corpus Christi, Fremont,  
                     Fr. Michael Fones, OP 
  
**Aug. 7-8: Nativity, Torrance, Fr. Martin Walsh, OP 
   
  Aug. 21-22: Good Shepherd, Pittsburg ,  
                     Fr. Timothy Conlan, OP 
 
  Sept. 18-19: St. Theodore, Gonzales, Fr. Martin 
 
*pre-recorded sermon 
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