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Fr. Jacob Nampudakam SAC

On not finding the General Consultor at the Council meeting
at 9.00, I went in search of him to his room. Seeing the door
was left unlocked, I walked inside. What I saw will remain in
my mind for the rest of my life. There he was! Dead on his
bed.  

A quick look at him convinced me that he was gone forever. I
stood motionless looking at his eyes, still partially opened,
which seemed to tell me, “I am sorry, Fr. General, for leaving
you without completing my task, especially as General
Mission Secretary.” 

Fr. Jean Betrand Etoundi would have turned 45 years old on
June 6, 2018.  
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I have narrated the unanticipated death of my young confrere as an
example to say that there is an ultimate frontier of our human
existence that all must conquer: death. In the case of Fr. Jean, it
happened at the most unexpected moment.  

When Pope Francis repeatedly mentions the word “periphery,” he is
not only referring to the geographical boundaries of the world. He
means the arid and desolate territories- psychological and spiritual- of
sickness and suffering, old age, loneliness, and death.  

So painful to the very core of our heart is the desolate land of a
spiritual desert, where one is isolated and separated from Our Lord;
where he is no longer able to experience God’s nearness, or seeing
Him face to face. Today this covers an area larger than the Sahara;
and the drought continues to spread to the very part of the world which
claims to have centuries old Christian culture.  

Hence, our mission addressed to those who live in such existential and
spiritual peripheries is great, and deserves particular attention and
urgency. Often such a task from God is even more difficult that
opening a new mission in China or Burkina Faso.  

Conversion or change of heart only happens when one comes face to
face with his or her littleness and brokenness; for in unworthiness we
find humility, and only the humble of heart can find holiness.  

This means, then, breaking the illusion of immortality, which is
basically original sin. In so many ways, we can continue to live with a
feeling of greatness and omnipotence, both internally and externally.
So quickly do we forget the sublime goal of oneself!  

Wars, leading to the death of hundreds and thousands of innocent people, are the concrete examples of the illusions of
greatness, omnipotence and immortality created by the force of evil in some distorted minds and hearts! Likewise on a
personal level, it is a divided self, devoid of the Spirit of God, filled with hatred and prejudice and insecurity, that can block
genuine personal conversion, often leading to desperation and death. This is why the ministry for the terminally ill is a
mission of the periphery par excellence because it is the moment of truth when the human person in his original
nakedness comes face to face with his Creator. The time to settle the final balance sheet. 

Funeral of Fr. Jean 
Ss. Salvatore, Rome, Italy 

Jesus’ public ministry was one of compassion, of healing,
of giving the fullness of the life of God. “When he saw the
crowds, he had compassion on them, because they were
harassed and helpless, like sheep without a shepherd”
(Matthew 9: 36). Jesus fed the hungry, healed the sick,
brought the dead back to life, consoled those who were
grieving, associated with the social outcasts, touched the
hearts of sinners with infinite mercy and changed their
lives. What a beautiful ministry! In that process, he emptied
himself, made himself a servant, sacrificed himself fully like
a candle. Thus Jesus became the life and resurrection for
us. We became a redeemed humanity. A new creation! 
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If this was the way that our Master followed, there cannot be an alternative for us who are called to be his disciples. We
are called to touch the flesh of Christ. A heart filled with compassion is the hallmark of a disciple of Christ, of an apostle, of
a missionary! Whoever we may be and whatever office we may be holding in the Church or in the world, if we do not
follow this incarnational approach of the Son of God and live through his paschal mystery, we cannot be sure of living an
authentic Christian discipleship.   

St. Vincent Pallotti, like many other saints, wished to become all things to all his fellow human beings. He wished to be
food to satisfy the hungry, water to quench the thirst, cloth to cover the body. Mother Theresa’s daily meditation with her
sisters, in front of the Crucifix, with the caption “I thirst” is another expression of their desire to respond to the peripheries
of human existence and of spiritual desert. All of our Founders and Foundresses have had similar spiritual aspirations and
apostolic intentions. 

The Pallottines in Poland are engaged in a number of apostolic activities connected to the peripheries. Many of our priests
are engaged in the ministry in the prisons, hospitals, care of the poor and needy children, home for the elderly etc. They
all deserve our gratitude and prayers.  

This issue of the bulletin wishes to concentrate especially
on our work with hospice. The terminally ill persons,
especially those affected with cancer, face the ultimate test
in their lives; both as fragile humans and believers. It is the
moment when one discovers the true meaning of earthly
life, and the significance of faith in a God whose love is
infinite and whose mercy is boundless; it is the moment
when the authenticity and depth of human relationships are
put to test; it is the moment when one usually makes an
evaluation of the past and prepares the final account sheet.
Regardless of every human support and closeness, one is
left to cross that ultimate frontier all alone, assisted by his
Creator. Blessed are those who are found awake! 

Hence let me dedicate this issue of the bulletin to our
confreres in Poland who do wonderful service to the
terminally ill persons and their families.  I have heard from
my confreres who have worked in this ministry that it is one
of the most beautiful, spiritually edifying pastoral works
regardless of the physical, psychological and spiritual
strains they themselves have to go through.  

Let us pay our homage, in a special way, also to our
religious sisters all over the world, who give their lives
looking after the sick, elderly and terminally sick persons in
the homes for the aged, hospices and hospitals. Neither do
we forget the medical doctors and nurses who work day and
night, with little margin of error.  

Pope Francis also deserves particular gratitude from us all
when we talk about such peripheries of human existence. In
his message for the World Day of the Sick, celebrated Feb.
11, he had these words to those who are engaged in such
ministries. When one is sick, especially when one is  

Father E. Dtkiewicz SAC Hospice,  
Gdansk, Poland 

seriously ill, it naturally provokes a sense of crisis and gives rise to "questions that dig deep," the pope wrote. "Our first
response may at times be one of rebellion: Why has this happened to me? We can feel desperate, thinking that all is lost,
that things no longer have meaning."
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But even when one's faith in God is tested, he said, faith gives people the strength to trust in God's mercy and "to see how
illness can be the way to draw nearer to Jesus who walks at our side, weighed down by the cross." 

Pope Francis prayed that God would grant Catholics the same readiness to serve those in need that Mary showed at the
wedding in Cana, especially when those very people in need are sick.  "At times this service can be tiring and
burdensome," the pope said, "yet we are certain that the Lord will surely turn our human efforts into something divine. We
too can be hands, arms and hearts which help God to perform his miracles, so often hidden." (CNS News, 28 January
2016). 

Miss Julianna Calzonetti payed a visit to our hospice in Poland and recounts her experience in the following article.   

We conclude with this prayer of Saint Mother Theresa: 
“O Jesus, you who suffer, grant that today and every day I may be able to see you in

the person of your sick ones and that, by offering them my care, I may serve you.
Grant that, even if you are hidden under the unattractive disguise of anger, of crime,
or of madness, I may recognize you and say, “Jesus, you who suffer, how sweet it is

to serve you.” 
Give me, Lord, this vision of faith, and my work will never be monotonous. I will find

joy in harbouring the small whims and desires of all the poor who suffer. 
Dear sick one, you are still more beloved to me because you represent Christ. 

What a privilege I am granted in being able to take care of you! 
O God, since you are Jesus who suffers, deign to be for me also a Jesus who is

patient, who is indulgent with my faults, who looks only at my intentions, which are to
love you and to serve you in the person of each of these children of yours who suffer. 

Lord, increase my faith. 
Bless my efforts and my work, 

now and forever." 

“There’s also the periphery of death,” he told me. 
   

“Well, Father,” I replied, as the morning sun raised over Rome’s marvels after Mass, “I don’t think 
about that one.” And ever so quickly I lightened my steps to the Roman Forum, unaware in one 

week’s time I would willingly walk to the place of which he spoke.  

St. Vincent Pallotti tells us, “listen to every word of your spiritual director; for
it is God who speaks through them.”  As Our Lord is not one of logic, and
makes the littlest bird the greatest saint, many times I think, “where in
Heaven’s name are you taking me, Father!” Nevertheless, I let my director
place me where God wishes near the abundant waters, and the mission is
blessed in a hundredfold.  

Hence, I should not have been surprised that on my trip to Poland to visit the
Pallottine apostolic works, I would come to find that they started the
country’s first hospice center.  

“I would like to visit,” I told provincial Fr. Zenon Hanas.  
“Then you will take the train to Gdansk tomorrow at 6.30”  

Very naturally, as if illness and death had never caused me fear during the
24 years of my life, I set off to the northern harbor town. The Father E.
Dtkiewicz SAC Hospice began in 1983, in which it runs the Hospice Home  
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for Adults and Children, Home Hospice for Children, and an outpatient clinic. It provides aid for over 1,000 patients per
year.  

The town, charming and lovely, put me into a dream until I saw the sign signaling I was minutes away. As my pulse
raised, so too did the words of Pope Francis: 

“Ask Jesus what He wants of you and be brave.” 

“What would you like of me?” 

Love, just love.  

Through the doors I went, where the painting of our Holy Founder was watching over the lobby and its grand staircase
with such tenderness, as if to say, “don’t be afraid.”  

Giving Vincent a nod and not knowing a word of Polish, I widened my eyes toward the staff members, pointed to a
patient’s hospital bed, back to myself, and smiled. All began laughing- even the little old woman in her moving bed- and
a worker ran to get me an oversized volunteer shirt.  

I discovered in that moment love is the universal language; we need nothing more than a simple touch, or a loving
glance. This is humanity; without it, we lose all that God really wants and needs of us. 

Moving to the gardens, I approached Jadwiga, whose teal blue eyes sparkled against her matching robe. Such beauty
put me in a trance, and as I pushed her wheelchair, I wondered what our hearts were saying to each other.  

Sitting in her room, we watched a special on St. John Paul II until it was time to catch the train back to Warsaw. Our
goodbye was a symbol of our final together on earth, for she would soon be leaving it in a couple weeks.   

This did not bring sadness, but peace. A peace beyond capacity for words; a peace that was felt throughout the
Pallottine run hospice amidst the pain it housed.  

Pushing open the gate, what calmness entered the
depth of my soul. “How,” I wondered, “can one feel
this in the presence of death?” I stopped, asked
God, and continued my way around the corner of
the quiet Polish neighborhood.  

“Here’s the answer,” I whispered, as I watched first
time parents figuring out how to put their newborn in
the car seat.  
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“The Alpha and the Omega, the First and the
Last, the End and the Beginning” (Rev 22:13).

Julianne Calzonetti


