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EDITORIAL

Address from our President

17 November 2017 

From the Desk of Anju Castigador 
Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis, Inc. 
Quezon City, Philippines

 
Epistoliorum has finally seen the light of day!

Adding almost two years to our decade of existence, our organization has brought to fruition the hope of most of its 
members: to have a forum where we could formally express our views, opinions, and perspectives on issues which are 
relevant to us as former Dominicans living in the secular world.

It is hoped that through this medium, our Filii brothers, regardless of geographical location, will be kept abreast 
of the current news in the Church, the Dominican Order, the Dominican Province of the Philippines, the different 
Filii chapters in the Philippines and worldwide, and our individual members and their families. In addition to our 
existing social media accounts, Epistoliorum will help us achieve better and faster ways of sharing communication, 
implementing projects, achieving common goals, fostering unity and enhancing the brotherhood that we had forged 
during our religious formation.

I would like to thank everyone who helped make this dream a reality, especially our Filii brothers in North America, 
Frays Joel Gabriel, Peter Nunez, and Ted Fullona. 

Fraternally yours, 
Fray Anju Castigador 
FSDPI President

Inspirational Address

17 November 2017 

From the Desk of Eugenio Michael Plana 
Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis, Inc. 
Quezon City, Philippines 

Greetings of Brotherhood and Fraternal love to all my fellow brothers of Filii Sancti Dominici!

Many years have passed but the call still rings in our ears.  We can still remember when 
we heard and heeded the call. It was the sweetest music we ever sang and the deepest love we sheltered in our hearts 
– our vocation.  We all rose to meet the challenge, to answer the call, and to live the life that seeks the truth, hoping 
that with our fledgling faith we will grow in the Dominican sanctuary and He would fill us with His grace through the 
inspiration of our father St. Dominic, and with the intercession of our Blessed Mother Mary.

Today, though we fall short in pursuing our vocation in the Dominican Order, the spiritual landscape did not change as 
we unceasingly continue to tread in the path enlightened by the spirit that once has shone on us.  Although our paths 
now have crossed with that of another being sealing our fate in the secular life, the spirit enshrined in us will never 
waver and for the rest of our lives, we continue to honor Amang Santo Domingo, the Dominican Order of Preachers, 
and the Dominican Province of the Philippines.

Epistoliorum will become the new medium by which together we grow and nurture our objectives as Filii, and use it 
to preach our apostolic messages. While removed from the confines of the convent, we are now in a better position to 
evolve and arm ourselves with the tool to drive our mission with the launch of Epistoliorum.
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Brothers, emboldened by the launch of Epistoliorum, let us remain steadfast in our faith to our Lord and Master, 
Mother Mary Our Lady, and Father St. Dominic.  We may no longer be the Dominican seminarians and religious 
aspirants that we once were when we started our journey, nevertheless, we continue to traverse through our Filii 
mission with the same Dominican spirituality ingrained in us.  Lahing Dominiko, laging Dominiko!

Utterly exuberant, I congratulate everyone in the launching of Epistoliorum!  May God bless us all! 

Fraternally yours, 
Fray Mike Plana 
FSDPI Founder-President and Trustee

Greetings from North America

17 November 2017 

From the Desk of Joan Dinopol 
President, North America Chapter 
Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis, Inc. 

Fratres Carissimi,

On behalf of the North America Filii Chapter, I congratulate the editorial staff and advisory body of Epistoliorum for 
launching the maiden issue of our newsletter.

Epistoliorum was initiated to provide an avenue for Filii members to express solidarity, spontaniety, “and to present 
original works and literature that are distinctly Filii and therefore Dominican-inspired through electronic, print and 
social media.”

I, therefore, challenge every Filii member to bridge the gap between us although we may be oceans apart.  Stand up 
and be counted!  Let us keep the Dominican spirit burning in our hearts.  “ Ang lahing Dominiko ay laging Dominiko.”  
Let this be our battle-cry from this day forward.  We are in this together, my dear brothers in St. Dominic.

I wish us all success as we go about our daily challenges.  May God bless us all through the intercession of our 
beloved Mother Mary and our holy founder St. Dominic.

Thank you. 

Fraternally yours, 
Fray Joan Dinopol (Houston, Texas) 
Filii North America President
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Dear Reader,

Tremendous effort and dedication manifested in long hours of seemingly endless 
writing, editing and re-editing of articles have been embraced by the editorial staff.  

We took it with conviction and fortitude and probably honor as we stand by our words 
and rally for each other through hardships, trials and tribulations in driving our mandate 
forward.  At the onset, we forewarned ourselves of expectations when we committed to 
assume the responsibility behind the production and publication of Epistoliorum.  While 
we aimed at serving a product bereft of errors and flaws, we know deep inside that it is 
impossible.  There will always be ambivalent opinions, criticisms and even discourses to 
challenge thoughts and processes of which many will be brought to the surface, 
especially by those who have the propensity to discern and cast judgement.  To those 
who have keen eyes and discriminating tastes, whom we know there are many, we leave 

the prudence and reasoning up to you with the hope that you will help us pinpoint positively where errors can be 
rectified and flaws strengthened. 

As copywriter, co-editor and creative director of Epistoliorum, my demons are many.  I hate it when I’m in the queue 
for coffee and muffins at Tim Hortons and out of the blue bright ideas pop up.  I know for sure that I could not retain 
it no matter how close my driving distance to home is, where I can quickly scribble down bits and pieces of what 
remains in my brain.  There are moments when, grammatically speaking, action words and identifiers cascade in my 
brain but by the time I find time to log in to my Surface Book everything dissipates, leaving no trails for recovery.  
Sometime later they would bubble up in my head but no sooner than I have the time and means to entertain them than 
they pop out, like ballons, into oblivion.  How I wish I could allocate a certain segment of memory in my brain to some 
ideas so that like a computer, I can always recover and bring them to life even when they are technically dead.  Such 
is the predicament that will continue to confront a senior in me.  But out of the struggles and challenges of being on 
top of everything, memory included, my role in Epistoliorum will help me pursue my passion, predispose myself to 
contribute, and probably even protract the life of some brain cells to slow down the onset of dementia.   

To all my Filii brothers, most of whom are schooled philosophers, I sincerely believe in the many aspects of 
brotherhood, compassion being one of them.  I trust that you will not weaken my resolve to write by presenting 
me your tenable philosophical stances on the many issues you may find and choose to delve into, in lieu of artistic 
tolerance and creative appreciation.  If I may, I can lend you a set of eyes to help you magnify those which glamorize 
the presentation of truth much less legitimize designs and challenge the imposition of creative elements even if you 
might be myopic to bright colors and unable to perceive substance beneath the article.  “I ain’t heavy and I’m your 
brother”, so we say out loud, therefore shoulder to shoulder let us all strive to become indispensable partners in 
forbearance and fortitude to objectify the many things we espouse and preach to others via Epistoliorum. 

To my good friend, fray Jerry Botial of Philstar, I place myself entirely under your grammatical mantle, and mercy, 
and hope that you will spare me your demolition axe when you begin your natural tendency as reporter to dissect 
sentences and paragraphs and reduce them to nothingness.  Deep in my heart I know there is still room to elevate 
good to best in “friend”.  Raising the adjective to a superlative degree will inspire me more, and may you be my 
mentor and partner in promoting the essence of “Writing Without Bullshit” by Josh Bernoff. 

To all my friends and relatives outside of the Filii domain, may you be honest enough to tell me straight in the eye 
that the article I’ve written does not appeal to you and the messages I tried to convey fail to penetrate the threshold 
of your distinct taste and understanding.  It is only by being painfully outspoken that I can truly appreciate whatever 
friendship and kinship we have between us.  Thank you. Sincerely. 

To my wife, who tried to persevere as a buffer of the initial impact of being the first person to read my draft and digest 
coarse material in order to elicit feedback.  I appreciate your patience and I bite my tongue when you expressed your 
honest opinion and told me invariably that there were not too many words you could understand.  This compels me to 
retreat to my draft and work with Mr. Thesaurus for a better and more intelligible option and burn deadwood out of my 
articles.  You may not be my target demographic but your no-nonsense opinion pierces through my penetrable skin.  
Ouch!  I also realize that my writing style should be reconfigured.  I tend to coast east-west and swerve left and right 
losing sight of my reader.  I may be quiet while I drive you to work in the morning.  But I mind you, it is not road safety 
that renders me tight-lipped.  My mind is just too busy catching up the pendulum swing of dangling modifiers and too 
preoccupied parrying the onslaught of redundant words and keeping them at bay, at least in my mind.

Thus, preludes myriad of things that beset the fate of a writer.  When I alluded the birth of a newsletter in my memoirs 
(Memoirs of 6th Filii Biennial Reunion), I had no expectation as to the scope of work entailed in co-managing the 
publication of Epistoliorum.  A week after the successful reunion of Filii brothers in Canada, fray Peter Nuñez sparked 
the conversation and brought the three of us on even keel to discuss the feasibility of publishing a newsletter.  The 
conversation began subtly unassuming.  But three heads working together produce a deluge of great ideas that 
lead to the formulation of a concept fortified by the technical knowledge of fray Joel Gabriel who asserted his role 
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as the architect behind the technological challenges of building and maintaining an online publication.  As fray Joel 
explained computer jargons in many of the back-and-forths in our chat thread, and in an attempt to demystify what 
b2e coding can do, realization dawned on me.  The ensuing works are gargantuan and b2e became one single word 
that begins to haunt me even during my brief torpor, more so in my sleep as it surfaces in my dreams.

May I call out all members of the advisory body who place themselves behind our efforts and provide their 
unconditional support keeping our esprit de corps intact as we journey gung-ho through humps and meandering 
paths to reach our destined fate as writers.  We may trip and fall along the way but it is comforting to know that you 
are there to pick us up so we may continue the work we fervently undertake.  

In behalf of the editorial staff, members of the publication advisory body, and all our contributing writers, I present 
to you with pride, EPISTOLIORUM.  It may sound Latin because it is, but behind the name, there are many things we 
promise to convey to you and we will do so relentlessly and fearlessly in pursuit of truth and impartiality.

Personal gratification is a priceless reward, the main driver behind long hours of work in front of my laptop.  My 
friends would ask how the heck did I learn to write.  At the beginning,  it was exactly that, I just write.  It is only when 
I begin to consider my readers and learn to respect their precious time that I start enjoying writing and feel the 
connection with them.  Also, because I believe that my effort is directed to convey a message, not just giving myself 
a selfish motive of self-expression.  There’s only one advice I can give to those who want to write, and it’s not even a 
secret.  READ!  And read a lot. Just as walking precedes running, reading does precede writing.

Happy reading!

~  Fray Ted

 

Like pregnant women, we patiently awaited the arrival of our “firstborn”, Epistoliorum. 
Although the birth pangs seemed at times intolerable, our indescribable excitement 

has quashed all our pains. Frays Ted and Joel have suffered the most and thus deserved 
our  deepest gratitude and sincerest congratulations.

After its birth, its upbringing poses a challenge to all members of Filii who we believe 
are up to the task. Our brotherhood is composed of admirable men with varied and rich 
experience, outstanding education, innumerable skills and awesome talents. This is the 
reason behind our confidence.

We, the members of the Editorial Staff, with the resolute support of many of the leaders 
of Filii and the Advisory Board, and the effective participation of our initial writers and 

contributors, have shown that despite our limitations in time, talents and abilities, launching Epistoliorum is not an 
impossible task. May you be inspired by our collaborative efforts so you may help perpetuate this humble project. On 
behalf of the Editorial Staff, I hereby thank all of you who have supported us by your prayers, encouragement, articles 
and good wishes. We rely on your continued support and pray that your participation inspire others to do the same 
and more.

We believe it is of utmost importance to proclaim the guiding principle we have embraced for the continued success 
of Epistoliorum. Exhorted by our Teacher who said, “Judge not and you will not be judged.” (Luke 6:37), and schooled 
in the principles of Logic, we do not tolerate personal attacks in our publication. Ad hominem attacks of all sorts are to 
be banned from it. This principle is by no means original to us. It has been successfully employed by one of the most 
popular and most influential publishers of his time, Benjamin Franklin, one of the Founding Fathers of the United States 
of America.

In adopting this basic principle, we will be assured of Epistoliorum’s continued professionalism. We envision it to be 
an agent of unity, a source of pride, and an inspiration to future generation as it fulfills its role as our official means of 
communication with one another and with the world.

We entrust the future success of our endeavors to the Almighty God and to the patronage of our father Saint Dominic 
who courageously preached against the errors of his time and founded the Order which carries on his mission to the 
present day. May Epistoliorum remain a meaningful contribution to this mission albeit a modest one.

My brothers, enjoy your Epistoliorum.

God bless us all.

~ Fray Peter
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Almost a decade or so ago, I registered FSDPI’s web domain with this particular 
undertaking in mind.  Although looking back, it may not have been particularly clear 

to me how to go about it, nevertheless it helped that the domain is available at the exact 
opportune time when inspiration hits and the situation is ripe for such a dream to be 
fulfilled.  Today may just as well be such a time; and perhaps my changing residence and 
scenery may have opened the gates to such wonderful collaboration with like-minded 
individuals as Frays Ted and Peter, intent on building in concrete terms what Filii means 
and what it stands for us.  Perhaps it’s but proper to elevate the discussion via an official 
publication, because Filii is not merely one organization or juridical entity — Filii is a 
community.

I may have taken for granted belonging to such community when I was still based in 
Manila and convening with the larger group to plan and socialize is but an hour’s drive away.  I can only reminisce now 
that I am a day and a dream away — how I should have maximized the opportunity before I was plucked out to belong 
elsewhere.

A decade hence, I am proud to serve Filii in the only thing I know best; for in exchange, it affords me the rediscovery 
of the most relevant and poignant facets of my existence that is priceless and something that I will carry no matter 
how and where the wind blows. We are growing old as a community and brotherhood but hopefully not too tired to 
serve the needs of our unique brand of mission or just to belong. While it is a sad fact that the passing of the years 
brings with it some distance and gap in the hearts and minds of those who find shelter and joy in togetherness, 
I learned in the brief exchanges of thoughts and expression of belongingness, especially with our Filii brothers 
across the seas — that the secret to longevity, like all other preoccupations, is to bridge that very distance and gap 
— whatever it may be; however it may appear. It’s true that we see defects clearly at close range, but also discover 
distinct qualities if only we are ready to go the mile. It made me appreciate even more what we stand for; and 
whatever it is that holds us firmly together proves to be even bigger when distance–and eventually time–could never 
shrink it to obsolescence no matter the chasms crack or the leaves fall.

May this, our humble effort, unite us all under one brand that is distinctly Dominican in spirit but unabashedly Filii in 
character.

Fraternally,

~ Fray Joel

Epistoliorum Objectives:

Impregnated by many urging ideas and by a proverb that “pen is mightier than sword”, Epistoliorum was conceived 
and birthed, placed on a Filii cradle for nurturing where in no time it can grow into another form, assert itself, and 

assume its purpose in life – communicate.  

epis•to•liórum might strike you as unique, a jawbreaker and a real one, but behind that which saddles you from 
understanding is the richness of its meaning.  Epistoliorum will contain ideas, facts, essays, insights, milestones, 
imageries, statistics, social, technological, business and religious trends and other informative details for the 
consumption of its captive audience.  Epistoliorum will operate under the Filii flagship, apolitical, designed to cater 
to diverse moods and appeal to many discriminating levels of intellect. Epistoliorum will feed the minds of those who 
have been saturated with confusing, misleading and draconian dissertation.  It will ferret out the truth, dissect topic of 
interest and present details with fair, unbiased and impartial reporting.

Objectives:
• Communicate.  Epistoliorum will become the main driver of truth touching on the many facets of life, society, 

belief and will elevate even the mundane of daily existence and bring inspiration and hope.  Epistoliorum will 
be the enabler of Filii’s principles and ideals and crystallize the meaning and significance of love, charity and 
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sanctification in every possible means deliverable.  Epistoliorum will charge itself with conveying what’s relevant 
to Filii and to its readers and share the same in the light resplendent of truth and reality.

• Credibility. As a purveyor of truth, Epistoliorum will morph into a proverbial “veritas et fortitudo” where at no 
time should it depart from this guiding principle and at all times charge itself with the responsibility of seeking 
and amplifying the truth fearlessly and relentlessly.  Epistoliorum will rise and distinguish itself before the 
backdrop of fake news proliferation and gross consumption of unverified stories.

• Create Leads. Satisfied reader creates opportunity where he can participate unknowingly in the dissipation of 
information via Epistoliorum by sharing links to friends, office mates, acquaintances, etc. thereby increasing the 
reach, trajectory and influence of the publication. This dynamics may convert a reader into a paying customer 
for the placement of an ad or banner.

• Target Demographic/Psychographic.  Epistoliorum will zero in on a range of shared audience characteristics.  
It will leverage on the strength of its target demographic aged 35 and above, college graduate, male or female, 
single or married, working or economically stable or aiming toward some level of stability, with access to wifi, 
family-centric with human values and has purchasing power.

• Marketing.  Hoping to reach a wider audience, Epistoliorum will become an ideal channel for announcing new 
products and highlighting promotions.  Bringing to the surface creative stories of achievements and milestones, 
Epistoliorum will drive readership as anchor of sources for reliable information. Epistoliorum will exude with 
integrity and work on the premise that what it communicates it can sell with confidence.

• Engagement. The variety of contents and style of Epistoliorum reporting will establish interaction and 
connection with its readers which over time will render them loyal consumer.  Epistoliorum will attempt to stop 
its target demographic in their tracks and engage them with information derived from diverse geographical 
landscapes in the Philippines and abroad.  Epistoliorum will be friendly in its approach but authoritative in its 
embodiment of truth.

• Develop Relationship.  Epistoliorum aspires to develop relationship with its target readers by providing them 
with consistently wholesome, nourishing, morally ethical and truthful publication.  Epistoliorum will feed through 
the reader’s subconsciousness with its soothing, fun, flamboyant, unobtrusive writing style, where not only will 
they be entertained but they will also be informed and brought up to speed with relevant trends.

• Style.  Epistoliorum will adhere to its mantra, “veritas et fortitudo.”  This will be the driving force behind every 
article that will come to fruition.  Epistoliorum will manifest this in form and style that befriend, soothe, engage, 
inform, uplift, empower, educate and inspire its readers. The reader will seek that which satisfies, consoles, 
relates and echoes his psyche and resonates with him.  Aesthetically, Epistoliorum seeks to reach both male and 
female of its target demographics therefore it should strive to incorporate and employ design elements that are 
neutral to both sexes.

I would like to take this opportunity to acknowledge Lydio Pedregosa for his brilliant idea in conceiving Epistolorium 
as our newsletter name.

Here’s how and why we made Epistolorium our collective choice:

We polled a total of 13 names, wrote our individual unbiased opinion next to each entry, and deliberated on their 
merits.  It was a difficult decision but with due diligence we narrowed down 13 names and shortlisted them to 5.  
Consequently, we adjudicated on their merits and made epis•to•liórum the overwhelming choice.

Strong Latin words that translate as well such as “Ex Clausura” and “The Filius” were among the fierce oppositions. 
Other English entries like Filii Post, Filii Times, Filii News, etc. also each made a strong bid.  Our contention is to adopt 
a powerful word, either Latin or English, that can stand alone on its own merits and strength and project an image that 
will embody Filii culture, values, mission and spirituality, and build our unique brand around it.  “EPISTOLIORUM” is 
the closest word that fits these objectives.

Epistoliorum evokes a wealth of history and meaning both secular and mystical. On one hand, it is a coined Latin word 
from compound terms Epistolae Filiorum, as explained by Fray Lydio Pedregosa, which stands for Filii’s letters, mails, 
missives, messages, communication, notes, news, correspondences, etc. On the other, it also translates as Epistle 
which represents a liturgical lection from a book of the New Testament in the form of a letter from the apostle, read in 
a church service.

Epistoliorum does not require a helping word or the grammatical expletive to complete itself. It can carry its meaning 
by itself and can mimic behind the reach of its persona as a medium of communication.  It may be in Latin but its 
singular form and convention could penetrate the consciousness of the reader and can intriguingly remain there.  Its 
unique sounding intonation will resonate with style, elegance, and gracefulness.
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Epistoliorum untangles itself from the complexity of a multi-word name and detaches itself from the redundant 
use of Filii or from the aid of any grammatical expletives. Epistoliorum will grab attention, curiosity, interest, and 
engagement and will eventually establish a branding entity.

Epistoliorum will form a microcosm of substance, originality, and distinction as we drive our objectives with 
unequivocal commitment to dissect issues and events fearlessly and relentlessly and seek to convey the truth.

~ Ted Fullona

Logo Design Rationale

The design of our logo includes characteristics that we want to incorporate into its persona. Epistoliorum carries 
simplicity, friendliness, playfulness, high-spiritedness and exuberance.

• The choice of type and fonts depict simplicity and friendliness. The curves and contours of the individual letters 
suggest ease and readability therefore approachable and friendly.  The smoothness in the shapes of letters leads 
reading eyes to the next, dramatizing playful action and cohesiveness.

• The creative use of drop shadow in the body of Epistoliorum distinguishes it from the background and pushes 
the logo forward and towards the readers, embracing them in a friendly manner, thus breeding engagement.

• The use of green background as dominant color harmonizes with the template and structure of the newsletter 
and creates the basis of contrast against the name. Green suggests freshness, life and dynamism which juxtapose 
with new ideas, creativity and originality.

• The choice and orientation of the font being regular and upright as opposed to italic suggests high-spiritedness. 
It possesses ability and strength to resist pressure, would never bend, bursting with pride and steadfastness.

• The inclusion of a starburst suggests reach, influence, trajectory, power and exuberance. Epistoliorum will drive 
these characteristics in its mission to objectify the truth with fairness and impartiality.

• The design is adapted to appeal to our target demographics and should embody aspects of communication 
based on truth and credibility.

• The by-line showcases this organ as an official publication of FSDPI (Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis

~Ted Fullona

St. Dominic, Light of the Church
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O Light of the Church, Doctor of Truth, 
Rose of Patience, Ivory of Chastity. 

You freely poured forth the waters of wisdom. 
Preacher of grace, unite us with the blessed. 

–“Lumen Ecclesiae” (from the Dominican Book of Prayers)

Early Life

Domingo de Guzmán was born at Caleruega in Castile of Spain, possibly a year or two later than 1170, the 
traditional date. His father was lord of the manor in the village, and his mother was also from the local nobility. He 

studied at Palencia and then joined the Canons Regular (a religious community attached to the cathedral of a diocese) 
of Osma about 1196, and he became sub-prior, or assistant to the superior, a few years later. In 1203, Diego, bishop of 
Osma, was sent on a royal mission abroad and took Dominic with him.

This journey first made Dominic aware of the threat posed to the Church in the south of France by the Albigensian 
heretics, or Cathari, who were reviving and developing the Manichaean teaching that two supreme beings, Good 
and Evil, dominate spirit and matter respectively, so that whatever concerns the body—such as eating, drinking, 
procreation, and the possession of worldly goods—is essentially evil, and the ideal is the renunciation of these things 
and even of life itself. Thus, there arose among them a caste of the “perfect,” who led a life of great austerity, while 
ordinary people were regarded as reprobates. A regularized Albigensian hierarchy had come into existence, and 
local feudal lords, especially the count of Toulouse, supported the Albigenses. Pope Innocent III had launched a 
mission to preach against the heresy.

On a second journey Dominic and the bishop visited the Pope, who refused their request to preach to the pagans, so 
they returned to France. In 1206 the Papal legates and preachers, depressed at the failure of their mission, consulted 
the bishop and Dominic, who reasoned that the heretics would be regained only by an austerity equal to their own; the 
preachers must tramp the roads barefoot and in poverty. This was the birth of Dominic’s “evangelical preaching.” An 
important part of his campaign was the establishment of a convent of nuns at Prouille, formed in 1206 from a group of 
women converted from the heresy.

In 1208 the Papal Legate, Peter de Castelnau, was murdered by an emissary of the Count of Toulouse. The Pope called 
upon the Christian princes to take up arms. The leader on the papal side was Simon de Montfort, a subject of the king 
of France. The Albigensian leader was Raymond VI, count of Toulouse, an opponent of the king of France and brother-
in-law of King John of England, lord of neighboring Aquitaine. Dominic’s work, though confined to the Prouille area, 
continued, and six others eventually joined him. Meanwhile, the civil war dragged on until Simon’s victory at Muret in 
1213. The Catholic party entered Toulouse, and Dominic and his friends were welcomed by the bishop, Foulques, and 
established as “diocesan preachers” in 1215.

Foundation of the Dominicans
From Foulques’s charter in that year, Dominic’s design for an order devoted to preaching developed rapidly. A 
characteristic concern was for the theological formation of his men, whom he therefore took to lectures given at 
Toulouse by an Englishman, Alexander Stavensby. Still in 1215, he went to Rome with Foulques (bound for the 
Fourth Lateran Council) to lay his plans before the pope, who, however, recommended adoption of the rule of one 
of the existing Orders. It was, perhaps, at this time that Dominic met Francis of Assisi (though the meeting may not 
have taken place until 1221), and the friendship of the two saints is a strong tradition in both the Franciscan and the 
Dominican orders. In the summer of 1216 Dominic was back at Toulouse conferring with his companions, now 16 in 
number. This meeting has been called the capitulum fundationis (“chapter, or meeting, of foundation”). The rule of St. 
Augustine was adopted, as well as a set of consuetudines (“customs”), partly based on those of the canons regular, 
concerning the divine office, monastic life, and religious poverty; these are still the core of Dominican legislation. In 
July, Innocent III died, and it was from his successor, Honorius III, that Dominic, once more in Rome, finally received on 
Dec. 22, 1216, formal sanction of his order.

The Order was now an established body within the church, and Dominic returned to Toulouse. On Aug. 15, 1217, he 
sent his men to Paris and to Spain, leaving two each at Toulouse and Prouille, while he and 
another went to Bologna and Rome. He placed his two principal houses near the universities 
of Paris and Bologna and decided that each of his houses should form a school of theology. 
This at once determined the capital role that the Dominicans would play in university 
studies. In setting up his houses in the larger cities, especially in those that were teaching 
centers, he involved his Order in the destiny of the medieval urban movement.

Dominic was gifted in being able to conceive his ideal, to form his men to that ideal, 
and then to trust them completely. His leadership had great clarity of vision (even to the 
geographical distribution of his forces and precise details of legislation), firmness of 
command, and certainty of execution. At the same time it was said of him that his gentleness 
was such that anyone who came to speak to him, even for reproof, went away happier.

The rest of Dominic’s life was spent either in Rome, where he was given the Church of San 
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Sisto, or traveling. In 1218–19 he made a great tour (3,380 miles entirely on foot) from Rome to Toulouse and Spain and 
back, via Paris and Milan, and in 1220 a tour of Lombardy. Everywhere his communities were growing, and he planned 
many new foundations covering the key points of France and northern Italy. In Rome the pope gave him the delicate 
task of reforming various groups of nuns, whom he finally gathered at San Sisto in 1221, when the men moved to Santa 
Sabina, which is still the residence of the Master of the Order.

At Pentecost in 1220 the first general chapter of the Order was held at Bologna, and a system of democratic 
representative government was devised. At the second general chapter, held on Pentecost in 1221, also at Bologna, the 
Order was divided geographically into provinces. After a visit to Venice in 1221, Dominic died at Bologna.

The Order of Preachers is world-wide and noted especially for its intellectual achievements; it has become the 
mouthpiece of scholastic theology and philosophy today. There are Dominican establishments adjacent to almost 
all the chief seats of learning, and the founder has sometimes been called “the first minister of public instruction in 
Europe.” The Dominicans are cloistered, but there is also a Third Order for active workers in the world, religious and 
lay. In contrast to most other Orders within the Church, the Dominican Order, in its 800-year history has never needed 
to be reformed. The Order of Preachers has been given the nickname Domini canes or “The hounds of the Lord”, 
a popular symbol of the Order of Preachers is a dog with a burning torch clutched in its mouth running, setting the 
world ablaze for Christ.

~ Joel Gabriel

What’s In A Name?

“A rose by any other name would smell as sweet,” so did the Great Bard opine about this primordial question.  Anyone 
hearing for the first time FSDPI’s formal corporate name would almost instantaneously inquire, “What in heaven’s good 
name do those words mean?”  As with most words, the etymology of which are rooted in the Latin language of old — 
Latin incidentally is still considered second tongue within the hallowed walls of the Dominican scholastic institution or 
“Studium” — FSDPI, or more affectionately the “Filii”, translates as: “the sons of Saint Dominic in the Philippines”.  It is 
an organization of men, brothers in faith, who have undergone and received formal religious training in the Dominican 
life and Spirituality under the Dominican Province of the Philippines.  We form a community of men who have willed to 
continue to profess, live and share, in the world of the laity, the apostolic vision and mission of our blessed father St. 
Dominic de Guzman under whose patronage the “Filii” is entrusted under.

We may not have been chosen from among those who answered the call to work in 
the Lord’s vineyard, nevertheless we commit ourselves to the Dominican apostolate 
in accordance with our way of life.  We have envisioned ourselves to be a strong 
partner of the Dominican Province of the Philippines, where the institution resides, 
in communion with the Dominicans in general and Holy Mother Church, in their 
apostolic ministry of evangelization, by living an authentic fraternal communion, 
animated by the particular Dominican charism and by our personal witnessing of 
Christ the Preacher in the midst of the world and its concerns.

From earliest recollection, and perhaps unknown to some, the roots of the Filii 
did not merely start from a beginning; it began way earlier with a ragtag group in 
search of a beginning.  It all started rather unofficially from the well-loved moniker reminiscent of pre-90’s Filipino 
People Power age that was “EDSA”, which curiously stood for “Ex-Dominican Seminarians Association”.  It then 
evolved into some sort of professional alumni club toasting at the end of the day to the tune of “Gaudeamus Igitur”, 
following the tradition of carpe diem with its exhortation to enjoy life.  The name by then was updated to “xOP”, 
which on one hand, refers simply to “Ex-Order of Preachers”, a more inclusive term considering some who left the 
Order have persevered into the priesthood.  On the other hand, and for some who strongly ascribe to the adage 
“in vino veritas”, “xOP” also stood for “Extra Old Pale”, depending on one’s taste for that “heavenly” drink, or more 
realistically when outside moderation, the drink that brings you to heaven, depending on one’s own predisposition to 
the otherwise eau de vie.

On a somber note, the seeds of Filii could be traced to that night of June 17th in 2004 when most of its alumni gathered 



Page 12 

to mourn the passing of Fr. Romeo Asuzano, O.P., who in one way or another has touched the lives of not a few among 
Filii’s members as classmate, friend, teacher, confessor, confidante or by just simply sharing the same Dominican zeal.  
Fr. Romy may have provided us that needed impetus to formally gather and be counted as one body. It was never an 
easy task for it took almost two years to formalize the structure of the group, gather its members across borders and 
elect its leaders.  It came to fruition on April 22, 2006 when finally the organization was formally launched as the Filii 
broke bread together, just as Christ had done with His followers just before the Great Commission.

FSDPI — the Filii, in my opinion, has been a great undertaking, considering that not all who left the confines of the 
seminary or convent left happily or with a peaceful heart. For the most part, we have learned that a number of them 
left with a grudge and never looked back. But through the warmth of friendship; the honest invitation to help build a 
dream to bring together members from all around; the self-sacrifice of our founder members; in 2009 with the 
first-ever 3rd year anniversary homecoming, we managed to pull through a daunting task: we’ve healed memories by 
bringing members back to Santo Domingo and the Coristado or whatever remained of it for them in their 
subconscious. Many felt a tug at the heart hearing the messages of our founder members and elders, how we reached 
far and wide in search of belongingness in the spirit of brotherhood and the love of a life we once lived; for 
underneath the character we may have tried to reinvent in a material world, the indelible mark remains: that of being 
a Dominican.

FSDPI — the Filii, in my opinion, has been a great undertaking, considering 
that not all who left the confines of the seminary or convent left happily or with 
a peaceful heart. For the most part, we have learned that a number of them left 
with a grudge and never looked back. But through the warmth of friendship; 
the honest invitation to help build a dream to bring together members from all 
around; the self-sacrifice of our founder members; in 2009 with the first-ever 
3rd year anniversary homecoming, we managed to pull through a daunting 
task: we’ve healed memories by bringing members back to Santo Domingo 
and the Coristado or whatever remained of it for them in their subconscious. 
Many felt a tug at the heart hearing the messages of our founder members and 
elders, how we reached far and wide in search of belongingness in the spirit 

of brotherhood and the love of a life we once lived; for underneath the character we may have tried to reinvent in a 
material world, the indelible mark remains: that of being a Dominican.

Ang lahing Dominiko, laging Dominiko.*

~ Joel Gabriel

CITYSCAPES

Memoirs of 6th Filii Biennial Reunion, September 2017, 
Canada

In attendance from top, left to right: Fr. Rey Adalid (Philippines), Vic Palmaira (Toronto), Celso 
Paguntalan (West Palm Beach, Florida), Joel Gabriel (New Jersey), Apol John Reyes (Guelph, Ontario), 

Noe Castanos (Thornhill, Toronto), Earl Marasigan (Houston, Texas), Ruben Rellama (Alaska), Mike 
Plana (Phillippines), Peter Nunez (Orlando, Florida), Albert Rebancos (Rosemead, California), Alex 

Capitulo (Long Beach, California), and Ted Fullona (Mississauga,Ontario).
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Use of Terms and Naming Convention
This memoir is intended for audiences that may extend beyond the readership of Filii and the Dominican Order of 
Preachers.  For clarity and better understanding, I would like to explain some terms and calling conventions that 
are esoteric and therefore not intelligible to outsiders.  

Fray has been popularly used to address a Dominican brother and priest, both ex and active.  Fray literally stands 
for friar, more specifically used by a religious order like the Dominican Order of Preachers or by any mendicant 
orders like Agustinian, Franciscan, Carmelites, etc.  Its usage is to command respect, much like addressing an 
attorney where we affix atty before the lawyer’s name.  

Filii is a latin word which translates as “sons” in the English language, declined in Latin in possessive case.  
Hence, Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis Inc. (FSDPI), Sons of St. Dominic Philippines Inc., an organization of 
ex-Dominican brothers and priests in the Philippines.  The domicile description serves to identify Filii Philippines 
from other Dominican provinces all over the world of which there are many.  The domicile description, however, is 
not restrictive to the country of residence in which a Filii member is currently and permanently living. 

Filii and FSDPI acronyms are being used interchangeably and their meaning are one and the same which refers 
to an organization of ex-Dominican brothers and priests, founded in 2006 by frays Mike Plana and Honorable Jason 
Amante, to name a few.  While in Latin, Filii is a noun plural in form.  In this article it is also used in a singular 
form and in possessive case, sometimes without the addition of apostrophe s.  We used FSDPI acronym more 
aptly to refer to a legal entitys of which it was duly and legitimately registered with the Philippines’ Securities and 
Exchange Commission.

The use of “house” in this reunion refers to the venue that was rented by the Filii in North America to host a 
week-long reunion located in 3 Tovey Terrace in Brampton.

The use of “airport” refers to Toronto Pearson International Airport which differentiates itself from many other 
satellite airports and airstrips all over Ontario.

Background and Venue

The month of September heralds the advent of autumn in Canada and for Canadians it means anticipating the onset 
of leaf fall.  As temperature begins to drop gradually to a comfortable level and the end of everything estival and 

serotinal becomes impending, somewhere in Philippines, California, Texas, Florida, New Jersey and even in the most 
unlikely place like Alaska, bags are packed, passports readied, and airline tickets confirmed.  Excitement floats the 
air as North America Filii start to descend to their respective airports of origin to catch their flights inbound to Toronto 
Pearson International Airport to attend the Filii 6th biennial reunion in Canada.

This introduction is well on its way except that in every story there’s always a twist or two. The temperature has 
unseasonably spiked to 32 degrees Celsius when fray Mike arrived in Toronto, much to his surprise as he came 
prepared in anticipation of cold weather, having brought with him thermal undershirts, sweater and jacket.  Another 
inexplicable twist, fray Joan Dinopol who flew from Texas to Newark, texted to inform me that his passport was left 
behind inadvertently in Texas so he could not further his travel plan to Toronto.  And if the passport excuse is yet a 
passe, fray Albert also announced that he’s travelling alone as his wife Glo couldn’t make their trip due to delayed 
delivery of her passport.  In the midst of all this, fray Joel was totally passport-worry-free as he was making strides 
driving in his relatively new white Toyota Camry from New Jersey to Niagara for a good 7 hours or so.

Meanwhile, somewhere in Brampton, Ontario (a sprawling 
suburb populated by 593K, 60% of which is asian mostly 
composed of Indians and Pakistanis), at 3 Tovey Terrace, exactly 
18 clicks away from the airport, lies our chosen home for a week.  
The rental home is perfect for Filii to bond, have fun, and is in 
the center of our planned itineraries.  The house has six 
bedrooms and four-and-a-half washrooms, finished basement 
with ample space for band jamming, large kitchen and adjoining 
living room where we can celebrate our daily mass, and a 
separate formal dining area and receiving room.
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Friday, September 22nd - The First Arrival 

Fray Mike was the first to touch down in Toronto.  As our ubiquitous 
founder and leader, he paved the way for oliterally and 

proverbially.  I was supposed to pick up fray Mike on the eve of 
September 21st but his flight was 9 hours behind schedule.  PAL 
was forced to fly back to Japan to drop off a passenger who had a 
medical emergency.  Despite protracted travel hours, fray Mike was 
upbeat, his travel story was far from boring.  As life’s drama unfolds, 
fray Mike volunteered to help out a dad who encountered 
challenges in caring for his three young kids just by himself.  The 
dad was overwhelmed by his three kids who at times were 
understandably playful, hyper and unruly.  Such was a story of a 
family where mom left her kids and husband for another man, 
opened up an opportunity for kindness and charity on the part of 
fray Mike who unflinchingly lent a hand in making sure not a single 
kid could venture out of sight away from the family.  So fray Mike 
decided to baby sit one of the kids while in transit at the airport, 
even at the cost of a laughable and awkward situation where people 
thought fray Mike and the dad are partners.  Welcome to the LGBT 
world, fray Mike, where two men with small kids are conveniently 
deduced as couple.

Our Brampton house was not available until Sunday afternoon, 
September 24th, so we offered fray Mike a humble accommodation 
in our home.  Fray Mike came with two large suitcases full of 
pasalubong much to Mayette’s delight as most of the items he 
brought are not available in Canada.  Fray Mike’s challenge now 
was to refill those two suitcases with Canadian goods.  My mission 
therefore in the next couple of days was to take him to different shopping malls.  On fray Mike’s first day, I took him to 
Sporting Life store in the high-end Sherway Garden mall where he picked up some sporting apparels.  Severe jet lag 
hit fray Mike early.  We decided to go home so he could take snooze and get some rest.  In the evening we extended 
fray Mike a little welcome gesture with a teppanyaki dinner with my kumpare Orlin in attendance, who afterwards 
drove us to Diamond for an evening of cultural entertainment.  We could have stayed longer in Diamond but the 
presentation was not at par with expectation, besides fray Mike was struggling with keeping his eyes open as the 
effect of jet lag was too much to bear. 

The next day (Saturday, September 23rd), I drove fray Mike to Bass Pro outdoor store in Vaughan as he wanted to buy 
some trekking, camping and winter items.  Fray Mike is a prolific shopper and knows exactly what to get.  It didn’t take 
him long to fill his shopping cart to the brim.  From Vaughan we drove to Handaan, a Pilipino restaurant in Mississauga, 
for lunch as fray Mike was craving for sinigang.  Fray Mike’s shopping mission was accomplished in less than two 
days.  In the evening we took fray Mike to Mississauga’s Port Credit where we had dinner with my sister-in-law, Nally 
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Magallanes, at the Crooked Cue resto, after which we strolled by the river and marina to let ingested food digest away.

On Sunday afternoon, September 24th, we moved to our venue in Brampton.  It took me three trips to transport 
supplies, musical equipment, extra mattresses, etc., with the help of fray Mike and my son.  By night time the Filii home 
was ready for occupation.  Cooking items laid on top of granite counter, groceries good for a week filled kitchen 
shelves and cupboards. 

Mayette conceded the kitchen to fray Mike as the latter insisted on cooking his own menu.  Fray Mike did not 
disappoint as he served us with three delightful dishes, his very own private concoctions where ingredients and 
cooking procedure are guarded by his strict code of secrecy.  We just ate indulgently, and eat we did to our hearts 
content.

We set up the basement with band equipment as band members eventually came around 6:00 pm to gel and rehearse.  

For the first time, I was introduced to one of our local filii, fray Apol John Reyes (batch mate of Fr. JS Besa, OP), who live 
in Guelph, Ontario.  Many times in our lives we attribute to an idiomatic expression “small world” when we discover a 
person having a common connection.  Such was the case for fray Apol as he actually is an active member of a band of 
which my former band mate and kumpadre, Dennis Camacho also belongs as lead guitarist.  What a small world 
indeed.  Fray Apol is a versatile and seasoned musician who can sing, play keyboard, acoustic guitar and bass.  His 
professional background as musician includes playing in Indonesia and Hongkong where he performed either in the 
band or solo with his acoustic guitar.

The house was getting readied.  In the living room,       Videoke system was installed and audio calibrated.  In the 

kitchen area, a big bottle of Tanduay Gold rum imported from Philippines loomed large side by side with bottles of 
Jackson Triggs’ Shiraz and cabernet sauvignons.  Newly washed wine glasses lined neatly up in the overhead glass 
shelf ready to be used. Vertical retractable welcome sign and banner prominently positioned at the entrance of the 
house.  Welcome packages duly labeled with Filii’s names containing shirts (courtesy of fray Mike who have them 
printed in the Philippines), sweatshirts and car decals neatly stacked, the house is indeed ready for the arrivals of Filii.
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Monday, September 25th - Niagara Falls Rendezvous   

Fray Mike, Mayette and I left Brampton in the morning after breakfast, headed to Niagara Falls where we planned to 
meet up with fray Joel who at that time stayed at one of the hotels in Buffalo, just a river cross away from the Canada 

side of Niagara Falls.  Monday was the only time for fray Mike to see the wonders of the Niagara Falls as he will be 
leaving Canada on Thursday evening.  We eventually met with fray Joel at the entrance of the popular Fallsview 
Casino.  From there we took a lift down to the Niagara Falls Welcome Center and tourist area where plenty of shots 
were captured and souvenir items bought. Buffet lunch followed at the Fallsview Grand Buffet overseeing the falls.  As 
we convoyed on our way back to Brampton, we drove by the tourist area of Niagara-on-the-Lake to sightsee the vast 
vineyards along the way.  Niagara-on-the-lake is home to many wine estates and known as the winery center of 
Ontario. 
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Tuesday, September 26th - More Filii Arriving

Tuesday,September 26th - More Filii Arriving

Arrival of Fr. Rey (Philippines), Fray Alex and Fati (Long Beach, California), Fray Albert (Rosemead, California) and 
Fray Ruben (Alaska).  This means I got my work cut out for me as I will be busy fetching each one of them as they 

show up through the arrival door one after another at different times in different airport terminals.  Fray Ruben was 
the last one to arrive at 7:30 pm.  I had not seen fray Ruben since 1975 and the image I had recollected of him was 
blurry so I asked fray Albert to come with me to the airport to identify fray Ruben as they are cousins.  Tuesday night 
was the first night to record 11 filii attendees including fray Noe Castanos, one of our local Filii hailed originally from 
Calinog, Iloilo and currently living in Thornhill, Toronto, and fray Celso who dropped by for a couple of hours and 
returned to the hotel where he stayed on business assignment during his first two days in Toronto.  I can now sense a 
strong brotherhood in the air as the house is finally full of Filii.

Frays Alex, Mike and Mayette contributed to preparing our dinner as other filii congregate around the kitchen area 
to share many stories of individual accounts pertaining their personal journey both inside and outside the Dominican 
convent.  Fray Ruben’s personal stories predominate the conversation as he single-handedly depleted the content 
of the imported Tanduay Gold rum.  He did this intentionally to rub off a tease onto fray Joan in his absence as it 
as him who requested fray Mike to bring a bottle of Tanduay rum.  As the evening progresses, another bottle of 
cabernet sauvignon joined the Tanduay bottle in the garbage bin, thoroughly empty, their spirit consumed and fueled 
an enlivened conversation interspersed with videoke singing and intermittent outburst of laughter.  As the night 
deepens, the filii said their goodnights as they quietly retreated to their rooms for an evening respite from the rigor of 
intercontinental and coast-to-coast travel and jet lag.
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Wednesday, September 27th - Tour of Downtown Toronto  

We started the day with the morning mass officiated by Fr. Adalid.  Fray Joel, North America’s official musician, 
provided the lineup of liturgical songs and musical accompaniment using his own keyboard which he brought 

all the way from New Jersey. Fray Albert took an enviable assignment as sacristan and as Fr. Adalid’s principal 
caretaker.  It was a very tight and solemn celebration of the Holy Eucharist, as we surrounded the altar interactively.  
The picture was somewhat reminiscent of our time when we were still postulants under the care of Fr. Adalid, relatively 
back in 1973 and later years.  A group shot was taken right after the mass, everyone wearing our white reunion 
t-shirts, Fr. Adalid in the center of filii formation, a sight symbolic of a big close-knit family and a manifestation of 
unwavering Dominican spirit ingrained in each one.  “Lahing Dominiko, laging Dominiko.”  Breakfast ensued 
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thereafter then a trip to the Downtown Toronto where everybody hopped in a 12-seater van driven by myself.  The van 
did not change gear until after the prayer of safety had been invoked by Fr. Adalid.  All aboard and accounted for, our 
first group trip commenced in earnest, anticipation and excitement.

In Toronto by the lake, I dropped everyone off the famous Queens Quay esplanade, where I later joined them after 
securing a parking spot.  Group photoshoots was the focal point as we take turns shooting with our cellphones and 
dslr.  The fresh water of the Ontario lake, wooden boardwalk, pirate adorned yachts, cruise ships and the looming 
presence of the famous CN Tower provided backdrops for all our group and individual shots.  The sun’s glare was 
biting down as the weather forecast still recorded an unseasonably high temperature which registered in the 
neighborhood of 30 to 31 degrees Celsius.  The group decided to take shelter in one of bar restaurants by the lake, 
where we were all seated in one big table to enjoy a variety of orders for lunch.  Energized and rested, we then 
returned to our van to take a quick tour of the core downtown Toronto, after which we headed back to the Mississauga 
area where we stopped at Walmart and Costco stores to buy more grocery items to supplement our food provision for 
a week.

Back in the house, fray Alex, fray Celso and Mayette take turns in prepping and cooking for our dinner, while others 
are also involved in the tidying up of the house, dishwashing and garbage collection. Like a cog in a wheel, each one 
does a specific role that embodies teamwork as it is key to the success of our reunion.  Soon dinner was announced, 
everybody flocks to the dining area and assumes his seating spot.  Just as plates are filled with ambrosial food, so 
did are wine glasses with either shiraz or cabernet sauvignons, except for Fr. Adalid as he preferred to sip Morgan 
David’s Concorde red wine.  Great conversations picked up again, everybody shared his own stories, jokes, and many 
interesting experiences without reservation as the frays are emboldened, soothed by the spirit of cabernet sauvignon.  
It wouldn’t be a true spirit of brotherhood and sharing if what proverbially happened in Vegas stays there forever.  
In our case, nothing has been spared, everything that came to mind was discreetly and sacredly shared.  Those who 
missed the occasion are always subject of filii’s conversation in good faith, and fray Joan was no exception.
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Fray Celso finally gave up his company sponsored hotel accommodation and moved in with us for the rest of the 
week. The group has been waiting to hear a predominantly tenor voice range, only which fray Celso can demonstrate 
as he flips through pages of videoke song book and sings with utmost confidence.  As the night progresses, the music 
selection has mellowed down to a night club and ballad genre, melody and vocal perfectly executed as each song 
fades out to a rousing applause.  At wee hours in the morning, the house finally quieted down as the Filii switched off 
the Videoke system and retired back in their rooms. 

Thursday, September 28th - Apple Picking

In the morning, mass was celebrated as usual, misa cantada style as everybody getting a good hang of all liturgical 
songs under the leadership of fray Joel.  Breakfast ensued, courtesy of fray Celso who assumed the cooking just as 

much as he assumed most of the singing the night before.  My task book reminder had fray Earl arriving from Houston 
at 11:30 am.  As I was getting ready to leave, fray Earl called to advise that his flight was delayed by four hours and 
he won’t be arriving until late in the afternoon.  Fray Earl’s delayed flight prompted us to change our apple picking 
timing and moved it earlier to 10:00 am.  It is noteworthy that the weather was beginning to correct and reflect the 
average temperature for the month.  Just as fray Mike was beginning to enjoy the weather comfortably with his filii 
sweatshirt on, he is definitely leaving in the evening at 10:30 pm back to Pinas, so we decided to take a group shot 
with him with our Filii banner taken right in front of the house and van.
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Fifteen minutes away was Downey’s Apple Market and Farm and we got there in no time around mid-afternoon. The 
farm is a popular playground for kids and school trip destination where pumpkins in varying sizes and in vast number 
adorned the place and covered the ground rendering a wide orange background that attract throng of people for 
photoshoot, a telling sign that Halloween is just around the corner.  We drove to the apple farm where we encountered 
grade school kids on apple picking trips just like ours.  Like small kids, we stormed the farm in excitement, 
understandably so as this experience was first ever for some of us. We picked a burrow that was sandwiched between 
two different flavors, red mcintosh and golden apple.

Everybody went into frenzy, jumping up to reach bigger and matured apples, and biting off pieces to taste and sample 
what suits the best kind to pick.  Some took the ladder to gain height advantage and got to the best ones beyond 
reach of average pickers.  It didn’t take long to fill up three bags for which we paid a measly $66 which also includes 
entrance fees for all of us. 
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Our harvest of golden apples outnumbered red ones far more than we could count.  The apple picking photos, of 
which many we took, unveiled the inner kid within us as we let loose ourselves enjoying nature and the sheer fun of 
being in the company of one another right in the thicket of an apple farm.  The experience was awesome but more 
than just apple picking we showed how tight we are as we flanked Fr. Adalid for several photoshoots, choreographed 
by Mayette, our designated event planner.  The apples are plenty and so are the memories we take with us and will 
treasure immensely as we leave the farm.

Airport Terminal 1 was my next assignment as time was closing in on Fray Earl’s arrival.  Hungry and tired, fray Earl 
finally came out of the arrival door.  It didn’t take me long to whisk him away from the airport and drive him back to 
the Filii house where everybody was waiting.  The last Filii scheduled to arrive at 9:10 pm from Orlando, Florida was 
fray Peter. 

We decided to hold a Filii meeting before fray Peter arrives as fray Mike was departing around the same time that fray 
Peter was arriving.  This slight time overlap makes my chauffeuring job easier as I and fray Earl who insisted to come 
with me to see fray Mike off the aiport, didn’t have to leave the airport after dropping, assisting and seeing fray Mike 
off the departure gate.  From Terminal 3 we drove to Terminal 1 parking area where fray Peter was supposed to come 
through.  Fray Pete’s flight schedule was 10 minutes early so we expected him to show up by the door anytime soon. 
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As we anxiously train our eyes at every arriving 
passenger, fray Peter called asking where we were as he 
was already out of the arrival door.  We just inexplicably 
missed him entirely.  As fray Peter was describing over 
the phone where he was exactly standing, we could 
actually overhear him as he was only about 3 meters 
away from us.  Whatever it was that made us miss fray 
Peter did not matter a tad as we were so pleased to see 
him.  I finally got to see a friend and school mate since 
1969, whom I have not seen since 1973, a good 44 long 
years.  They certainly wouldn’t call this a reunion for 
nothing.

Back in the house at around 10:00 pm, everybody was 
finally accounted for.  No more airport pickup in the next 
couple of days.  I could now focus on how best we can 
collaborate and enjoy each other and every activity left 
for us to do.  Joyous celebration followed as everybody 
hovered around father Adalid in the kitchen area, each 
one clasping a glass of red wine.  There were plenty of pulutan on the table, matched only by the abundance of stories 
and anecdotes for all to share.  As the stories get slowly depleted, Videoke singing began to heat up, lasting through 
the morning hours.  Emboldened by the spirit of red wine and camaraderie, every filii alternately rose from his seat, 
seized his moment and opportunity to perform and entertain as he moved towards the mic to sing.  As usual, fray 
Celso topped the number of songs played and sang as his voice range covers a wider gamut.

Friday, September 29th - Niagara Falls and Music Night

Everybody got up unusually early today as we prepared to leave for Niagara Falls.  The gang skipped the 
homemade breakfast to avoid unnecessary delay.  The objective was to get to Niagara Falls as early as possible 

and leave as soon as we can to allow us sufficient time to prepare for the evening fete where band members and other 
guests are coming for a musical entertainment.  

We made headway as we left the house, fray Pete recited a prayer invoking divine aid for a safe trip before we inch 
away in full capacity aboard the filii van.  We stopped at Tim Horton’s first to have an eat-and-go style breakfast 
where everybody ordered a back bacon and egg either on croissant or English muffin.  Coffee served in a big carton 
container, we took turns filling up our coffee mugs.  Tim Hortons’ famous coffee is still the choice of many in Canada 
and we fully understand why.

The weather was overcast when we left Brampton and light rain scattered down as we cruise westbound to Niagara 
along the QEW highway but excitement prevailed nonetheless. The filii were greeted by the natural wonder of 
Niagara Falls as we scamper to secure the best spot for our group shot ahead of other spectators. Several shutters 
were clicked as we change poses from formal to wacky ones, video recording the thundering sound of powerful 
descent of water at 168,000 cubic metres flowing through the falls every minute.  Fr. Adalid has finally crossed one 
of the items out his bucket list as he announced earlier that Niagara Falls topped the list of the remaining places he 
wanted to visit while he is still physically able to do so.  His wish granted, authenticated by many colorful imageries 
where he conspicuously and stylishly posed in the foreground of every frames behind the backdrop of one of the 
seven wonders of the world.  And this holds true for others as well as each one took many momentous images of the 
magnificent Niagara Falls. The weather has dramatically improved as the sun came out of the clouds to provide us the 
warmth we needed to combat the cold mist and fine splashes blown from the falls.  Fleetingly I thought about fray Joan 
and sister Glo and grudgingly begrudged at the missed opportunity they could have enjoyed with us.
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It was around noon when we decided to congregate at the falls’ welcome center & gift shoppe.  The many memento 
offerings in the form of t-shirts, caps, key chains, postcards, confections, maple syrups, etc. attracted some purchases 
from those who wanted to keep souvenirs for himself and as give-away to others.  Content but hungry, we took the 
escalator to the 2nd floor where we booked seats for our lunch at the Elements restaurant overlooking the falls.  After 
the waitress took all the orders, fray Peter excitedly announced that he would pay for everyone as he received a text 
message from Alice, his lovely wife, on expense approval.  Thank you, fray Pete for your generosity.  We enjoyed the 
food tremendously and what better way to consume our lunch than doing it while enjoying each other’s company 
complemented no less by the panoramic view of the Niagara Falls.



Page 28 

We departed Niagara Falls around 2:00 pm and headed back eastbound to Mississauga.  It was unusually quiet in 
the van as everybody was digesting their food while falling asleep.  In the first fifteen minutes, I struggled mightily 
to keep my eyes open.  Father Adalid who sat in front beside me, who for the most part kept me alert with his stories, 
went totally silent. He was dozing off too.  Thankfully, we arrived safely in Mississauga’s Ocean grocery store where 
we took trays of take-out food for tonight’s event.  Back in the house at around 5:30, Mayette arranged the dining table 
with array of food and some potluck dish and home-made food brought in by guests.  Fray Celso also complemented 
the assortment of food with his pork pulutan dish.

By eight pm the house was full as band members and other guests have arrived.  As guitars begin to weep and drum 
beats start to harmonize, everybody descend to the basement to interact with musicians and listen to them as they 
play their lineup.  Fray Celso sang “He ain’t heavy, he’s my brother” while Fati belted out a few OPMs by Sampaguita’s 
Bonggahan and Aegis Basang Basa sa Ulan, among others.  But fray Peter, with a guitar strapped around his shoulder, 
stole the highlight of the night with his live imitation of KISS Paul Stanley’s famous tongue wagging, while striking 
many original rock & roll stances.  I wonder how much cabernet sauvignons have influenced fray Peter as he let 
loose of himself in the thick of the moment, less faux pas as he carried himself admirably well.  Fray Peter deserved a 
standing ovation for a de rigueur performance that everybody loved but no one dared to challenge.  I personally bow 
in admiration as he exhibited his dance moves further, partnering with Mayette as they hit the dance floor to the beat 
of a swing. 
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Aside from singing, fray Celso also demonstrated his many talents, not the least of which was his ball-room dance skill 
where he unleashed a series of steps and schooled the audience with his cha-cha rendition.  Musical performance, 
singing and dancing are form of public entertainment that Filii are not gun-shy about.  And this has been proven many 
times in many past events the Filii had, both in Philippines and abroad, even without the influence of a beverage.

The Filii reunion is also instrumental in rounding up my former bandmates and friends whom I have not seen for a 
while.  I thought about the idea of a band jamming as an added dimension that may contribute to the success of our 
reunion.  I know for sure that a band setup would appeal to filii as music is integral to our formation and part of our 
daily routine while in the convent.  Personally it turned out to be a double reunion for me as I got the chance to re-
unite with my former bandmates and friends and fellow filii brothers in the same roof.  Sincere thanks go to pareng 
Orlin Anupol, pareng Dennis Camacho, pareng Jong Quilatan, pareng Joseph Anupol, Alan Garcia, Erwin Aro, Jun 
Elopre, and Harold Gutierrez.  I am blessed with friends who come readily to share their talents and hard work and 
demonstrate their solidarity and friendship.

Food in large variety was plentiful, as always.  Everyone was treated to a buffet style dinner immediately after we 
decided to stop the band performance as the night was getting late.  Beverages are also plentiful.  I’ve added another 
bottle of whiskey and brandy to our selection of red wines to offer more choices for hard-liquor drinkers.
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The party spilled over to the main living room where videoke became the principal source of entertainment. This 
time other guests have joined in and participated in taking turns with the mic.  Videoke singing is always fun.  More 
than singing it reveals other elements in a person and defines one’s character.  There are aggressive singer, confident 
singer, cocky singer, shy singer, etc.  But overall everybody was having fun as they showed propensity and courage to 
accept their own individual vulnerability and weakness when it comes to singing, and that was all that matters in the 
end.

Towards one’ish, I left the crowd surreptitiously to get some sleep.  Fray Albert is departing back to California early in 
the morning so I needed to get up early to drive him off to the airport.

Saturday, September 30th - The 35th Wedding Anniversary

In anticipation, today is special for me and Mayette as our afternoon mass will also celebrate our 35th wedding 
anniversary.  Fray Joel has suggested and prepared an appropriate song for our anniversary entitled, “You and I.”   

Fr. Adalid also picked a prayer that we are going to recite together during renewal of our marriage vows.

In mid afternoon I drove the gang to Dixie Outlet Mall and we stayed there for about an hour hunting for some deals. 
Only a handful of us ended up with plastic bags in their hands so decisively we left.  We returned to the house around 
4:00 pm and started sprucing up the place for our much anticipated celebration which will start around 5 ish.

Another local filii, fray Vic Palmaira who is hailed from Calinog, Iloilo but currently working and living in Toronto, 
joined us in the afternoon.  Fray Vic was too kind to bring along plenty of decorative household items, display fixtures 
and decors, all Umbra branded.  He expressed his intention to give everything away to be shared among filii brothers 
as his gift.  What a gesture of brotherly love and an embodiment of Dominican community spirit where everything is 
shared equally among brothers, at least in theory.

Altar and chairs were readied, candles lit, copies of liturgical 
songs distributed on top of empty folding chairs.  Fray Ruben 
assumed the sacristan role as fray Albert has gone back 
home in the morning.  Fray Joel and I rehearsed “You and I” 
for the last time to ensure pitch and timing are banged on.  
Our family and friends began to arrive around 5:00 pm and 
onwards.  It was about 6:00 pm when the place was filled 
to capacity.  My son Thomas and daughter Alysa occupied 
the left wing of chairs in front row while Mayette and I 
took the other wing.  Everybody assumed their seats as Fr. 
Adalid started to dress up, wearing chasuble on top of his 
Dominican habit with the help of fray Ruben.  

The Holy Mass began in earnest as fray Joel intoned the 
entrance song.  I read the first reading, my wife followed with 
the responsorial psalms and my son completed the 2nd reading, a total family contribution.  All along, fray Alex was 
busy moving side by side and in front to ensure every ensuing moment is captured in his videocam.  Proudly Mayette 
and I recited in unison our prayer and invocation for the renewal of our vows, punctuated by Fr. Adalid’s blessings.  
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Everybody came forward and took turn to receive the Holy Communion and sparingly take a sip at the consecrated 
wine.  Shortly before the mass was ended and as fray Joel played the intro, Mayette and I stood up facing the 
congregation and began singing “You and I.”  Somewhere in the middle of our singing, Mayette cried uncontrollably, 
overcome with emotion, almost dragging me with her as my voice started to break a bit.  But I held on, tears dripping 
on my cheeks as I wrapped my arms around Mayette to console her and finish “You and I.”  It was indeed a very 
emotional moment, although the whole liturgical celebration touched our hearts with mystical and spiritual impact.

Everybody rose to a concluding applause after father Adalid declared the end of the 
mass and fray Joel cued in our proprietary recessional hymn “Amang Santo Domingo” 
in marching beat.  “The mass is ended, go in peace…”, continuously ring in my ear.  
The spiritual significance of the Holy Mass, simultaneous with the celebration of our 
35th year anniversary, will ripple through endlessly in our lives.  For how special was 
it that we were given such unique opportunity to be part of Filii covenant which led us 
closer to fulfilling our individual calling as married couple.

The celebration continued on to the table full of food as everybody circled around to 
scoop up anything and everything that please their appetite and suit their taste buds.  
The atmosphere was truly festive and buoyant.  Guests and filii alike engaged one 
another in seemingly endless conversation as they enjoyed their food and drinks at 
conveniently pleasurable pace.  Beverages are flowing, not at the force recorded by 
Niagara falls, but forceful enough to manifest glee and cheer on drinkers’ faces. 

Sincere thanks to frays Celso and Peter who, on behalf of filii, creatively deadpanned an excuse when they bought a 
cake and card past me.  Likewise to the Anupol, Zalamea, Zamora and Magallanes families for dropping everything 
they were supposed to do so they could be at our anniversary.

It wouldn’t be a perfect evening without the usual videoke singing segment.  Guests and filii trooped to the family 
room, picked their song number and alternately grab the mic as they sing their own repertoire.  I called the night off 
with many great memories cascading through my head.  There may be more celebration of holy masses and wedding 
anniversaries in the future, but today we celebrated the ones that will enshrine dearly in our hearts for as long as we 
live.
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Sunday, October 1st - The Final Day

After coffee and breakfast, everybody surrounded the kitchen table to proceed with the raffling off of gift items 
donated by fray Vic.  I came up with the idea of choosing an item, then draw a name from the pool of paper rolls 

containing names of participating filii from the plastic container.  The person picked will own the item that was for 
grab at that very moment.  This process will prevent conflict from individuals wanting the same item as some looked 
more attractive than others.  Everybody sent the place in total bedlam as the person picked hardly desired the item 
currently on grab prompting him to negotiate a swapping deal with the owner of the item he desired, almost always 
resulted in futility.
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The day has arrived when bidding farewells are impending.  Majority of Filiis are returning to their respective homes, 
to their wives and kids and significant others.  The airport cycle will complete today, from airport thou art to airport 
thou shall return -- the cycle of my personal service, that is.  The first departing batch comprised of Orlando bound 
passengers, fray Celso and fray Peter, leaving at different times and terminals.  I had a moment with fray Peter before 
I left him in a waiting area where he would hang out until his flight in the afternoon comes up.  Meeting of the minds 
occurred as fray Pete and I discussed the feasibility of a future project, details of which will be confirmed later in 
collaboration with fray Joel. 

The remaining Filii, frays Alex and Earl are not leaving until later in the afternoon, while fray Ruben and Fr. Adalid 
have a couple of days between them before their scheduled flights on October 2 and 3 respectively.  Fray Ruben and 
Fr. Adalid will move to our Mississauga home until they depart back to Philippines.  

Fray Alex’s relatives in Brampton, Jun and Vilma, have extended a lunch invitation to all remaining filiis to a dim sum 
eatery in Brampton.  Everybody enjoyed what seemed to be an endless varieties of small servings.  Cart after cart 
of different dishes being pushed to our table until we eventually declined.  Content and full, we asked the waiter for 
more tea to replenish our pots as we digest the food while enjoying congenially shared conversations.   After lunch, 
fray Ruben and Fr. Adalid were picked up for a house blessing gig in Mississauga by Fr. Adalid’s friends. I finally 
dropped fray Alex, Fati and fray Earl off at the airport’s terminal 1 where they all catch their flights back to LA and 
Houston, respectively.

Before we bid goodbye to one another, we leave our personal imprints scribbled on vinyl welcome signage.  The 
signage signifies the beginning and the end of our one week reunion,where it begins with a welcome and ends with 
goodbye messages.

While a week of fun is good for the spirit, there were undeniably lots of work that drained my energy.  I definitely look 
forward to a much needed hiatus from all the airport back and forths, long driving trips, and general physical tasks.  
My wife, Mayette, also deserves a pat on the back for her significant contribution to the overall success of the event, 
at times assuming the role of event planner and photo choreographer which made us all look good.  For the moment 
I hold my breath as I remain to be of further service to ensure Fray Ruben and Fr. Adalid have a pleasant extended 
vacation in Mississauga.
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In musing, I would summarize our total experience as one to remember and cherish for always.  The filii brotherhood 
is strong, empowering and uplifting.  It is up to individual member, quasi or active, to profess his own personal 
involvement to FSDPI to perpetuate filii brotherhood.  Our connection to Filii came in many levels.  The number of 
years we spent in the Dominican convent is not the only barometer that gauges our individual connectedness as filii 
brothers.  The commonality of spiritual and religious teachings we derived from the Dominican Order came in varying 
degrees and each one has received it in his own unique and peculiar way.  Whether we left as postulant, novice, 
professed, deacon or ordained priest, there is one common denominator that unites and holds us together as one and 
in level where everybody shares a comfortable niche in the spirit of St. Dominic.  Our mantra of brotherhood, “Lahing 
Dominiko, laging Dominiko”, delineates the many things we shared and experienced during our time in the Dominican 
Order.  And no better explanation can be had to elucidate this than just be yourself as a filii, faithful to the teachings of 
the Church and living our Christian values, strengthened and inspired by our father St. Dominic.

As a postscript to my memoir, my parting thoughts are many.  But I just want to encapsulate them into a few words.  On 
behalf of my wife and son, without whose help I would not have done the reunion the way it turned out to be, I thank 
you all for trusting me as your host and prior.  Your presence meant a lot to me and I look forward to seeing everyone 
in our 7th biennial reunion in Houston in June 2019.  Keep well.  I love you all! 

~ Ted Fullona

From Canada, au revoir!
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Spiritual Journey to the Shrine of Our Lady of Manaoag

Manila, Philippines, October 11, 2017. FSDPI (Filii Sancti 
Dominici Philippinensis Inc.) in May 2017, launched its 

first pilgrimage project to the Basilica of Our Lady of Manaoag 
where the image of Blessed Virgin Mary as Queen of the Most 
Holy Rosary is enshrined. The project is managed by the FSDPI 
committee on Apostolate with the full support of its president, 
fray Anju Castigador, and Filii co-founder, fray Mike Plana.  The 
objective of the pilgrimage is to revitalize the rosary devotion to 
the Blessed Virgin Mary. The pilgrimage is also a means to support 
the ministry of the Dominican Order to the faithful. The project was 
conceptualized as an FSDPI apostolate with secondary intention of 
sourcing benefits to sustain the pilgrimage as well as the religious 
activities and mission of the organization.

“Our viewpoint of the pilgrimage emanates from our common desire 
of spreading the devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary,” explained Fr. 
Boggs Mara, OP, a staunch supporter of the project, “The praying 
of the Holy Rosary will hopefully usher millennials in devotion to 
Our Lady of Manaoag through the program initiated by both the 
Dominican Order of Preachers and the Filii.”

The pilgrimage project is supported with a brochure which contains 
and explains the objective of the pilgrimage, the brief history 
of the shrine of Our Lady of Manaoag, and a brief background of the Dominican Order and FSDPI. Flyers about the 
project were distributed during the pilgrimage trip, which include instruction on how to pray the twenty mysteries of 
the Rosary. “Through this initiative, the Filii sponsored pilgrimage is assured to spread the love and devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin Mary by praying the Rosary” said Fray Yoyong Dalde, the project leader and promoter.

During the project’s initial planning, where details and objectives of the pilgrimage were discussed, all members 
present had positive inputs with zero objection. The pilgrimage launched its maiden trip on May 21, 2017, busing 35 
pilgrims. Fray Jimmy Cura, a respected member and adviser of Filii, and his family, were among the first pilgrims 
who took the trip. Fray Jayno Jabonillo, one of the members of the pilgrimage committee was also present in the first 
trip, who acted as the spiritual guide.  Fray Jayno’s role was to lead the praying of the Holy Rosary aboard the bus, 
after giving travel and safety reminders. Like any other beginning, something must pass the birth pangs and the Filii 
apostolate was not exempted. Important learnings and key takeaways were taken into consideration to ensure the 
success of subsequent trips.

The second pilgrimage to the basilica of Manaoag was on 
May 27, 2017 where 32 pilgrims were accommodated. Like 
the first journey, similar information was introduced with 
the new inclusion of a video presentation which showed the 
history of the Shrine of Our Lady of Manaoag. A question 
and answer trivia contest was also played aboard the bus 
to keep the pilgrims entertained, where at stake was a 
blessed new rosary as a prize to the lucky winner. The 
third pilgrimage trip to the shrine of Our Lady of Manaoag 
was after the summer school break on June 25, 2017 with a 
scaled down participation of 13 pilgrims.

The Manaoag pilgrimage could be traced back to the time 
when news spread of the Virgin Mary’s first apparition in 
the sleepy town in 1610. Through the centuries, a series of 
miracles have been witnessed and documented, fortifying 

the town of Manaoag as the Shrine of the Miraculous Virgin Mary with the Lady of the Rosary as its patron. On 
February 17, 2015, Pope Francis officially declared Manaoag Shrine as a minor basilica, making it the 1,678th such 
basilica in the Christian world.

For centuries, Catholic believers came to Manaoag in droves to pray, offer their adoration and express their sincerest 
devotion to the miraculous Virgin. Devotees recite the Holy Rosary either quietly alone or audibly in harmony within 
the community followed by novena to the Blessed Virgin.

About FSDPI

FSDPI, with headquarters in Quezon City, Philippines, also affectionately called “Filii”, translates as: “the sons of Saint 
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Dominic in the Philippines”. It is an organization of men, brothers in faith, who have undergone and received formal 
religious training in the Dominican life and Spirituality under the Dominican Province of the Philippines.

A pilgrimage is a spiritual journey to holy or sacred places, such as shrines and other locations that bear importance 
to the person’s belief or faith. It is an expression of devotion, connecting deeply to the rich history of a place, thus 
achieving a specific spiritual benefit.

An apostolate by etymology is derived from the latin apostulus or Greek apostolatos which means apostle or 
messenger. Basing from its Greek origins, apostolate could be understood as being sent forth.

For further information on future pilgrimage trips, please contact: Yoyong Dalde or Jayno Jabonillo:

PLDT : (+63) 2 785-6848

Smart: (+63) 939 448-5422 and (+63) 920 616-4294

Globe: (+63) 2 905 514-6173.

Email: info@fsdpi.org

~ Lerio Dalde

Radyo Manaoag: Preaching The Good News On The Air

Preaching the Good news has been and still is the reason 
for being of the Order of Preachers, also known as 

the Dominicans. Since its founding by Santo Domingo de 
Guzman in the early 13th century, it did this mission mainly 
on the pulpit.

That mode of preaching by the Dominicans in the Philippines 
had to change with the introduction of Radyo Manaoag in 
June 29, 2008 by Fr. Gallardo “Butch” Bombase, Jr. O.P. It is 
now called Manaoag Dominican Radio at 102.5 FM. One can 
find the complete history of Radyo Manaoag on its website, 
radyomanaoag.com  For our purposes here, it is sufficient to 
quote from the Founder’s Message this:

“It is our dream that this radio becomes an instrument where 
we Evangelize, Catechize, Sanctify and Serve that the voice of God be heard through His Word and Life”… the songs 
we play, the prayers we recite, may they heal you and give all of us the graces of God.”

Fr. Butch was unstoppable in his desire to utilize the radio as a new medium of preaching. He was able to get the help 
of some of his enthusiastic friends including one of the Filii’s founders, Fray Mike Plana who donated the medium 
power radio station. Fray Alex Capitulo also sent a Dominator FM Antenna which enabled it to reach a wider audience. 
The Filii will be donating a medium power transmitter to UST-Legaspi where Fr. Butch is presently based; that is in 
addition to a BARIX station Link which Filii sent last year.  Needless to say, this project is expanding and Filii is fully on 
board to support it in any means possible.

This preaching ministry by the use of radio has indeed widened its audience. This FM broadcast stations are now 
available in most of the schools and convents of the Order of Preachers of the Philippine Province. Let us continue to 
give support to this endeavor both financially and in our prayers and by listening to its daily broadcast ourselves. The 
Good News, good reflections and good music await us.

We would like to also acknowledge the involvement of Fr. Larry Faraon, Fr. Sonny Ramirez, OP from Radio Veritas days 
from whom Fr. Butch got his inspiration. Long live Radyo Manaoag! 

********** 

Editors’ Note: The Dominican Province of the Philippines has seven (7) Radio Stations that are used for evangelization 
and sharing the Good News:

1. Radyo Dominiko ng Calayan 99.9 FM

2. Radyo Dominiko ng Manaoag 102.5 FM

3. Letran College Calamba 103.9 FM Knight Radio

4. Letran College Abucay 87.9 FM Arriba Campus Radio

5. Angelicum College Quezon City 87.5 FM
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6. UST-Aquinas University, Legazpi 107.5 Good News Radio 

7. University of Santo Tomas’ Tiger Radio (internet-based).

Your help and assistance to Radyo Dominiko, whether in prayers or in kind, will definitely go a long way in this 
endeavor of reaching out to the faithful.

 

*with information contributed by Fray Alex Capitulo (Long Beach, CA) of Filii North America.

~ Alex Capitulo

Dateline Iloiloensis: From the Heart’s Abundance

“Ex abundantia cordis emanent EPISTOLIORUM.” 
From the abundance of the heart emanate the “Letters of the Sons” of St. Dominic.

From the bottom of our hearts, we the Filii of Iloilo welcome the maiden bow of  EPISTOLIORUM. We congratulate 
the Editorial Staff for hatching one brilliant idea, matching it with a fitting  title via a name-branding contest and 

finally dispatching it to see the light of day in its first issue.

Kudos to everyone to whom credit is due and may this Mongol-etched project prosper and fully serve its purposes as 
delineated in its rationale!

***

If blood were thicker than water, what would be thicker than blood?  Frater Filius Fray Rolando Medel, our resident 
philosophy professor, hit the nail right on its head.  After drawing first blood from the abundance of his heart, I 
squeezed out the perfect answer from him: BROTHERHOOD AMONG FILII.

“As blood is thicker than water, marital bond defies it” Fray Papang added, “but fraternal affiliation fortified by 
friendship surpasses both kinship or blood relationship and marital tie.  Kinship, which is usually preferred over all 
other relationships, is prevailed upon by marriage where a man or woman leaves his/her family to prioritize sealing 
a covenant with a stranger who becomes his/her spouse.” More elaboration on this topic as hopefully Fray Medel will 
tackle in his Medelianism treatise in the succeeding issues.

***

My first contribution to this project is to share with you a socio-philosophical essay written by a Dominican student-
friar titled “Letter on the Sand”.  Set in the coco grove-covered, lovely Balulan beach in Manapla, Negros Occidental,  
the Letter was addressed to a certain Rene, who had left the Coristado for one reason or another and could be anyone 
of us Filii.

Happy, deep reading!

~ Lydio Pedregosa
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Fr. Jestoni Porras celebrates thanksgiving Mass

Quezon City, Philippines, October 4, 2017.  
Fray Mike Plana, one of the founders and 

a most sought-after advisor of FSDPI (Filii 
Sancti Dominici Philippinensis Inc.) hosted a 
dinner party to honor one of Filii’s own sons, 
the newly ordained priest, Rev. Fr. Jestoni 
Porras.  Fr. Jestoni was ordained priest 
on October 18, 2017, by His Excellency 
Bishop Paul Terrio of St. Paul in the diocese 
of Alberta, Canada, where he continued 
his priesthood studies after leaving the 
Dominican Order of Preachers.  The event 
was held at the Plana’s residence in Loyola 
Grand Villas, Quezon City, Philippines, attended by Filii brothers, Dominican priests, friends and families of Filii. 
Among those in attendance were Fr. Arpee Urquico, from the diocese of Alberta, Fr. Rey Adalid, the revered “ama” of 
Filii who recently joined Filii North America’s biennial reunion in Canada, and fray Jimmy Cura, the most respected 
Filii advisor.  Fr. Jestoni’s vocation to the priesthood is well founded on the following biblical quote:

“You did not choose me, but I chose you and appointed you that you should go and bear 
fruit and that your fruit should abide, so that whatever you ask the Father in my name, he 
may give it to you” -John15:16 

The joint thanksgiving-welcome-sendoff party started with 
cocktails served at around 6:00 pm.  Fr. Jestoni roused the guests 
with his thanksgiving address speech and concluded by blessing 
the food.  He thanked the Plana family for their generosity.  “Mas 
grande pa ang handa ni Fray Mike kesa sa thanksgiving party ko 
sa Tulunan (Fray Mike’s party offered in my behalf trumped up 
the one I had back in Tulunan)” admits Fr. Jestoni, referring to the 
long table full of many varieties of food.  Fr. Jestoni was born in 
Tulunan, North Cotabato, where he returned to celebrate his first 
thanksgiving mass following his ordination to the priesthood in 
Canada. 

The occasion also served as the usual venue to a jovial Filii 
fellowship where members from as far as Bicol and other outlying 
areas in the greater metro Manila came to celebrate.  A two-
member band, Paul Sotto and his songstress provided live music 
and accompaniment for those who rose to sing live up front, ala 
videoke style.  The band accommodated at least one to two songs 

per Filii members, most notably of which was the unofficial Filii theme song, “He ain’t heavy, he’s my brother”, sung by 
all Filii members present.
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The celebration finally eased to a conclusion, but not before the Filii brothers sat together to table the regular meeting 
agenda scribed by fray Neff Tamondong.

~ Jojo Estrada

IN SEASON

All Saints Day in the Philippines

Afternoon overcast sky and isolated showers did not deter the Fuliga family. 
They’ve been doing this since Juanito, the head of the family, was aged 

two. Back then Juanito was still too wobbly to walk, getting by narrow pathways 
in between congested tombs. Accompanied by his parents, he was led to a 
concrete enclosure repainted in white where the remains of his grandparents 
lie at rest. Juanito was too young to even remember the details of his first trek 
to the Dumalag town cemetery. Thirty-five years ago today, different steps trod 
the same path. Flip-flops and sandals now belong to his wife and two children, 
aged eight and four. The tomb now contains the ashes in two separate wooden 
urns belonging to his parents. On the facing slab writes, “In Loving Memory 
of Tiburcio and Soledad Fuliga”, Juanito’s parents, and underneath inscribes 
his grandparents’ names, Fausto and Milagros, years of death written next to 
their names separated by dashes. Candles and floral arrangement adorn the 
grave,typifies Filipinos undying respect and reverence for the dead.

“Mahal ilatag mo na ang ang mantel sa lamesa,” (“Dear, you may spread the 
tablecloth on the table,”) said Juanito to his wife, Jasmin, as he was getting the 
folding table upright, “gagawa ako ng bubong natin at baka umulan na naman” (“I will setup a makeshift roof over 
us just in case it rains”) declared Juanito, unwinding the roll of four-by-four meter blue tarpaulin with four edges 
tied with nylon strings. While the kids were busy playing their toys, sitting crossed legs on the bamboo bench that 
Juanito built two days ago, Jasmin helped her husband hoisting the tarpaulin on top of the bamboo joist supported by 
two pillars. Nylon strings bound individually to each peg in four quadrants, the makeshift tarpaulin roof was finally 
erected. Jasmin planted three candles upstanding on top of the grave and illuminated them one after another. Smoke 
bellowed and the unmistakable smell from the burning candles hovered the air as everybody lit their candles up.

“Ilabas mo na ang mga baon natin, mahal,” (” Please setup our snack, dear”) Juanito commanded his wife, “ako na 
ang gagawa ng kape” (“I will be the one to brew the coffee”) 
he said. Obligingly, Jasmin unpacked a rattan basket, took out 
two plastic containers brimmed with homemade kakanin (native 
delicacies), one with palitaw (sticky rice floats) and the other with 
suman (glutinous rice rolled in coconut leaves). Juanito unlidded 
the thermos, poured brewed coffee into four styro cups and 
stirred them as evaporated milk and brown sugar were added. 
“Tara na mga anak. Magdasal muna tayo bago kumain” (“Come 
on, kids, we will all pray before eating”) Juanito urging his two 
kids. Everybody gathered around the table, made the sign of 
the cross and Barbara, the oldest daughter, recited the grace. 
The prayer segued the culminating portion of “undas”, where 
everyone grabbed a recyclable plate, filled it with kakanin and ate 
away enjoying their undas treats. Somewhere nearby, folk music 
emanating from a boombox dominated a hodgepodge of giggling 

kids, intermittent outburst of laughter from a group playing a henyo game, and intrepid pitchless singing from a beer 
drinking crowd. Undoubtedly, the atmosphere was festive, celebratory and joyous.

As darkness enveloped the cemetery, Juanito gathered his family by the national road right outside the cemetery’s 
primodial arch entrance, waiting for a tricyle to take them home. For one last time Juanito looked back, training his 
eyes at the blurring image of the projecting tombstone some thirty meters away, belonging to his family. “Next year 
agahan natin para mahaba ang panahon natin mag-undas (Next year let’s do it early so we can stay much longer)” he 
murmurred audibly to himself.

~ Ted Fullona
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Halloween, Philippine Version

“Inay, tapos na po ba?” (“Mom, is it done?”) anxiously asked a seven-year old 
Mikay, her voice overwhelmed by the whirring of a sewing machine. “Mag-antay 
ka naman. Ang kulet kulet mo!” (“Can you wait? You’re so annoying!”) shot back 
her mom, Nisa, irritated from the urging of her daughter. “Excited na po kasi ako, 
eh. Nandun na silang lahat sa baba,” (“I’m just excited, they’re all downstairs,”) 
replied Mikay, referring to her peers waiting downstairs. A few more stitches and 
a red Halloween costume retrofitted with flowers finally done. “O hayan, isuot mo 
na at nang makalakad na kayo ni kuya mo” (“Ok, wear this so you can go with 
your brother”) said Nisa, helping Mikay to her costume. “Yeheey, tapos na rin!” 
(“Yahoo, it’s done at last!”) shouted Mikay in jubilation. “Huwag mong kalimutan 
yang pumpkin basket at palakol mo anak. At mag-ingat sa mga sasakyan” (“Don’t 
forget your pumpkin basket and axe, my dear.  And watch out for vehicles”) Nisa 
reminded her daughter. “Opo Inay!” (“Yes Mom!”) Mikay shouted back as she 
and her older brother scampered off to join their friends.

In the corner of Gov. Pascual and Goldendale Avenues, in Malabon, traffic 
screeched to a halt as gaggle of kids wearing spooky costumes knocked on 
private car windows, spoofed at motorists declaring ‘trick or treat’, oblivious 
to the danger of being squished over by moving vehicles. Some kids jumped at public jeepneys, one frailty hand 
dangling from the overhead handle while the other spreading wide open towards the passengers, relentlessly asking, 
begging, even demanding. Some passengers looked away ignoring the poor kids. But beyond the callous ones, 
others showed kindness, reached down to their pockets and purses and produced some change. Other kids swarmed 
pedestrians, chased and ganged them up for treats (or money) before they could cross the street, where in the other 
side different group of ghouls, goblins and kobolds await preying on their victims.

Two hours later, back in their house, Mikay excitedly emptied her pumpkin basket 
full of treats and some cash. “Inay, meron na akong pambili ng bagong damit sa 
Pasko.” (“Mom, now I have money to buy a new dress for Christmas.”) she said waving 
twenties and fifties in her hand. There goes the story of Mikay, one of the many that 
came to life on the eve of Halloween in the Philippines. There are certainly many 
more identical stories but Mikay’s is sufficient to capture our imagination. Despite the 
children’s creative choice and effort in selecting and fabricating their costumes and 
the time they’ve spent painting their faces and bodies to make them scary trick-or-
treaters, the event pointed ostensibly to the material aspect of Halloween. At such 
young age, Mikay consciously valued more her stash of money over her treats of 
candies.

~ Ted Fullona

Perspectives on Halloween & All Saints Day

In Canada, Halloween is observed every year on the night 
of October 31st. The fete was brought to Canada sometime 

in 1800s by Irish and Scottish immigrants. It was thought to 
have originated mainly as a Celtic celebration marking the 
division of the light and dark halves of the year when the 
boundary between the living and the dead was believed 
to be at its thinnest, bringing up customs, such as wearing 
disguises to ward off ghosts and offering food to appease 
malevolent spirits, hence the emergence of trick-or-treat.  
The first recorded use of disguise on Halloween was in 
Vancouver, British Columbia, in 1898, while the term “trick 
or treat” was first heard in Lethbridge, Alberta in 1927.

Celebration of Halloween became increasingly popular 
for both kids and adults in 1990s, making it the most 
commercially successful holiday after Christmas. However, 
people prefer Halloween than Christmas due to several 
reasons. Halloween is more subversive, one of the reasons why many find it more enjoyable because there is less 

Little Mikay showing off her axe of death and 
pumpkin basket. She’s ready to prowl the street 

trick-or-treating on the eve of Halloween.

Typical loots of trick-or-treaters in the  
Philippines

Kids trick-or-treating on the street. 
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expectation, short preparation, no set of rules to follow, no set meals to be made or enforced family gatherings to host. 
It is more fun during Halloween because it allows us to get in touch with our inner child, have fun and dress up like it 
is nobody’s business. People don’t worry about celebrating Halloween, nobody frets about being lonely, heartbroken, 
alienated or bereft. As long as there’s candy and some trick-or-treating for the kids, Halloween will be a success. It is 
this lack of idealistic goals and expectations that actually enable us to enjoy Halloween a whole lot more.

In North America, kids do their trick-or-treating in their respective neighborhood. Households lavishly decorate 
the front entrance of their homes. Some households go the distance transforming their front yard into a graveyard or 
burial ground where blood-splattered casket marked by a broken cross by its side is dug halfway down showing only 
the glass window where an eerie mummified looking head sticks out. Flickering lights interspersing different colors, 
hair-raising hounds seemingly emanating six feet below the ground, multiple ghostly-robed standees… these are 
only a few of the common sights you will encounter during Halloween in Canada.

Canadian households invested amply on Halloween treats. They purchase and dump wide varieties of candies and 
chocolates into their primordial witch jars or pumpkin baskets, sit cozily by the door fully dressed in their choice of 
unthinkably creative costume, and personally oversee the handing out of treats where at the spoof of “trick-or-treat” 
gobbets are given away. This picture pretty much sums up what we can expect during the night of October 31st in 
Canada.

Halloween in the Philippines takes a different twist. As a recent adaptation from the western culture, the Filipinos, 
specifically kids, apply their own version of trick-or-treating. The great disparate between kids in Canada and those 
in the Philippines lies on the extent of behavior, demeanor and venue in which trick-or-treating is conducted. When 
I left the country in 1988, there was not a single kid wearing scary costume prowling the streets trick-or-treating for 
candies or anything of value. And value is one driver that propels young Filipinos to disguise and hunt for treats, cash 
preferred than kind. In Canada or the USA, households do not dole out money at all. Their version is totally premised 
on wholesome fun, funny and spooky tricks, mitigated pranks, overblown pompous costumes and lavish decorations.

Mariah Kyle Garsula recaps her perspective of Halloween in Manila, “Celebration of 
Halloween season here in the Philippines is different from other countries. Although we 
can see a lot of influences from the western cultures such as pumpkins, kids trick-or-
treating, and Halloween parties with people wearing scary costumes. This is also the 
season where all scary stories are being revisited and featured on TV or in the cinemas. 
But in almost all parts of the country Filipinos focus more on a traditional aspect of the 
celebration where family bond together to commemorate the loss of their loved ones 
which is also called ‘Undas’. Part of Undas preparation is cleaning and repainting of 
graves where lost loved ones are entombed. And most importantly after that, families 
spend their day together in the cemetery offering flowers, candles, prayers and spend 
time remembering their lost loved ones. Some people raise the level of celebration 
with loud music, videoke singing, games/cards while feasting on homemade native 
delicacies.”

On another perspective, Nonong Razon of Makati provides his personal account on 
Halloween, “In general, I consider Halloween a non-event here. Sure, department 
stores sell Halloween items but in our neighborhood for example, wala lang (non-
factor). You go to the gasoline station, street kids knock at your window saying trick 
or treat expecting you to give them coins, and they’re doing this while motorists are 
waiting for the green light. Some upper-class subdivisions would most probably 
celebrate it, likewise hotels, but by and large, Halloween is just a name for most.”

Two interesting perspectives on Halloween. Overall they paint a picture devoid 
of religious overtones, as were the case in Canada. Halloween in the Philippines, 
however, showed a stark reality of desire for materialistic gains perpetuated by young 
kids whose families economically border the subsistence line. Young kids are privy to 
the hardship in the family where at such young age Mikay would rather receive money 
than candies to appease her desire for material things that are not easily provided by 
her parents. Appreciating the value of money is definitely a good thing but not at the circumstance presented in the 
case of Mikay. Kids of her age should not worry about money. They should go trick-or-treating on Halloween for the 
sake of having fun and go home happy with their minds set on consuming their Halloween treats.

The All Saints Day celebration in the Philippines, on the other hand, remains a time-honored event that showed 
generation after generation of sustained respect and reverence for the dead. The details may slightly vary from one 
region to another but overall the religious implication and regard for the departed loved ones are exhibited in every 
scenario in the cemetery on the first day of November. Just as “undas” is entrenched as one of the perennial and most 
celebrated feasts in the Philippines, it is not the case in Canada and may even be non-existent in comparison. While 
Filipinos in Canada continue to pay respect and reverence for their loved ones who have departed, it is in no way 
comparable in magnitude to Philippine’s version of “undas”.

~ Ted Fullona

Nonong Razon, Makati City, 
Philippines

Mariah Kyle Garsula, Navotas City, 
Philippines
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FRAY IN FOCUS

Fray Jaime “Jimmy” A. Cura (Batch 1957)
Looking Back: To reminisce one’s vocation story is like reliving it all over again.

The words of our senior high school retreat master, the late Father Honorio Munoz, O.P., 
seem to still ring true and compelling even after 61 years since he uttered them to me. At 
the time, the good Father was trying to help dispel any doubts that I was being called to 
be a Dominican.  As retreat master, Father Munoz left a deep impression on me. A former 
rector of the Colegio de San Juan de Letran, he had gone to school at Oxford University in 
England. He was the only Dominican in Letran who spoke English with a hint of a British 
accent, in contrast to the funny Spanish accent of most of the Dominicans I had met ‘til then. 
As he spoke during our retreat, I thought he was a good embodiment of what it meant to be 
a member of an Order of Preachers.

“God knows your family’s needs,” Father Munoz told me. “If He calls you away to serve 
elsewhere, trust that He will take care of your family.  Between you and God, who can take better care of your family?”

These were the words I was to repeat to my lawyer-uncles who had tagged me to succeed them in the law profession 
and inherit their thriving law practice. Their own sons did not seem cut out to be lawyers and they thought I had it in 
me to become a successful one.

 

How the Seed Was Planted
My mother had been widowed in 1952. I was only 11 years old then, 
followed by three younger brothers. Daddy had unexpectedly died 
in an unfortunate accident during one of the strongest typhoons 
in Philippine history. He left four sons who were all enrolled at the 
Colegio de San Juan de Letran at the time.

As the eldest, I was expected to help my mom take care of my younger 
brothers. Her lawyer siblings drummed this into my consciousness. 
They encouraged me to study well and maintain the full scholarship 
that I enjoyed as grade school valedictorian. They said I would make 
a good lawyer and they would be happy to have me succeed them in 
their law office.

Mommy herself was a trained school teacher, a proud graduate of the Philippine Normal School. When the Dominican 
Fathers decided to hire women to teach the pre-school and early primary years at the centuries-old, all-male Colegio, 
they offered the position to my mother. It was a convenient arrangement for my newly-widowed mom. She was 
assured of an income and the chance to be with her sons everyday that we went to school in Letran.  Mommy Cura 
thus became the first ever woman teacher of the Colegio.

Every morning, she would attend Holy Mass at the college chapel, watching her four sons serve as acolytes at 
simultaneous masses being offered at several altars in the old chapel. At the end of each day, even when she could not 
immediately go home with us after school because she had to tutor wealthy students in order to augment her income 
as teacher, she trained me, as the eldest, to lead my brothers in praying the Holy Rosary as soon as we got home. We 
prayed hard for the Lord to keep her safe and healthy and our family united.
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So, it became a bit of a family crisis when, at the end of our high school graduating class retreat, I talked to Mommy 
about joining the Dominicans. I told her I had been so impressed by the preaching of Father Munoz. I also told her 
that Father Augusto Antonio, O.P., the moderator of the Student Catholic Action where I was an active catechist in two 
public schools in Binondo and Tondo, had also talked to me about going to the Dominican seminary in Hong Kong to 
continue my studies there and become a Dominican some day.

When Mommy told my uncles about this, they were livid with anger and disappointment. I was selfish, they said. I was 
only thinking about myself. How could I desert my obligation and responsibility to my mother and my brothers?  I 
had to agree with their logic. And I felt such confusion within myself. Until I sought the advice of Father Munoz and he 
spoke to me those powerful words. The logic of his reasoning was unassailable. In my young mind and heart, it erased 
all doubts and hesitation. I was prepared to risk my uncles’ ire.

Fortunately, my Daddy’s mother – my Lola Gare (short for Margarita) – took my side and assured Mommy that 
everything would be alright in God’s hands. Lola Gare was the epitome of the prayerful woman. She was soft-spoken, 
mild-mannered and gentle in all her ways.  She was the most spiritual and prayerful person I ever met.

When I was allowed to go on short vacations to our hometown in Pura, Tarlac, I was able to see and experience for 
myself my Lola’s unobtrusive but powerful influence in her home and her neighborhood.  She was respected by 
everyone for her genuine spirituality. She walked in the early morning without fail to attend the daily Mass at the 
parish church. She was the acknowledged caretaker of the image of St. Antoninus of Florence, the patron saint of the 
parish of Pura, Tarlac. (At the time, we were not even aware that the town patron saint was a Dominican.)

Everyday, she led her entire brood in praying the Angelus and the Holy Rosary. I don’t remember ever hearing her 
cuss or raise her voice in anger or say anything mean about anyone, even during conflict situations in the family. In 
fact, she had a way of easing the tension by the pious exclamations that came from her lips with such spontaneity and 
sincerity.

In my view, it was my Lola Gare’s piety and spiritual life and my mother’s complete confidence in God’s providence 
that prepared the soil into which the seed of my vocation was eventually planted.

 

The Years of Formation
That breakthrough paved the way for my admission into the Order. It signaled 
the beginning of eight years of intense, complete, and thorough formation. I 
went through an education and training that molded my character and forged 
principles and values that would indelibly become a part of me for life. It 
touched and transformed the very core of my being.  Through carefully planned 
stages, the Order prepared and formed me and my batchmates  into becoming 
preachers of the faith as envisioned by Saint Dominic de Guzman in the 13th 
century and sustained faithfully through the centuries thereafter.

From 1956 to 1959, we went through first, the one-year postulancy at the Holy 
Cross Parish in San Juan del Monte, Rizal, then the one-year novitiate and the first three years of simple vows in St. 
Albert’s Priory, or Rosaryhill, in Hong Kong.  During this period, we learned the basics of Latin and conversational 
Spanish, the history of the Order of Preachers and the lives of Dominican saints and martyrs, the discipline of living, 
working and praying in community, observing the religious vows of poverty, chastity and obedience, praying the 
Divine Office in community, learning the practice of semi-contemplative asceticism, and, particularly, of study as an 
essential part of the Dominican way of life. Formal studies in scholastic philosophy also began.

In 1959, Rosaryhill was shut down and all the brethren from different Asian nations were sent to the Philippines to 
continue our formation at the new Dominican Novitiate and House of Studies in Sto. Domingo Convent in Quezon City, 
with formal studies in philosophy and theology at the UST Central Seminary.  Thus, I received a baccalaureate and 
licentiate in Philosophy in 1959 and 1960, and made the solemn profession of my religious vows. Then I completed a 
baccalaureate in Sacred Theology in 1963.  I was ordained priest on December 8, 1964 at the Manila Cathedral, but 
still had some years of theological studies to complete.

In the meantime, as an ordained priest, I began receiving preaching assignments. When Father Jaime Boquiren, O.P. 
became prior of Sto. Domingo, he undertook to transform Sto. Domingo Church into an active preaching center. A core 
team of preachers was organized to take care of all preaching activities in the church. I was the youngest member of 
the five-man preaching team.  I thus became involved in running the Cursillos of Christianity and the Ultreya Center in 
Sto. Domingo, preaching a series of Masses every Sunday, hearing confessions and counseling, and preaching retreats 
for special groups in schools, parishes, and other institutions. I was also given teaching assignments in Stella Maris 
College, Siena College, and Maryknoll (now Miriam) College.  I did all that while pursuing my theological studies and 
preparing for the licentiate and lectorate in Sacred Theology.

Eventually, the conflicting demands, responsibilities,, and schedules for pastoral work and formal studies came to a 
head.  Worse, the tension between two authorities – the Prior of the Community and the Regent of Studies – whom I 
was both obligated to obey heated up considerably.  In my view, I was the unfortunate casualty of the conflict. I ended 
up not finishing the lectorate and feeling burned out, drained, and really quite unhappy. But I must admit I really 



Page 44 

enjoyed both pastoral work and academic work in schools.

In an effort to ease the tension, the then provincial Father Jesus Gayo, O.P. told me to prepare to go to Rome to take 
up biblical studies there and in Jerusalem.  Before that, however, he assigned me to a one-year transitional stint at 
Aquinas College in Legazpi City to assist then Father Rector Ramon Salinas, O.P., in rebuilding the community. When 
I returned to Manila after one school year, the provincial advised me to change my program of studies. Instead of 
biblical studies, he suggested that I take up studies in mass communication as the province’s way of adhering to a new 
edict of Vatican II on the use of mass communication for evangelization.

I thus ended up going to the United States instead of Rome and Jerusalem. Some knowledgeable people had advised 
me to go to Boston University which offered advanced studies in Public Communication. So, I was in Boston, USA, 
from 1969-1972. After completing a master’s program in public communication, I also took up an advanced graduate 
degree in educational administration at the urging of the Vicar Provincial, Father Aniceto Castanon, O.P., because of 
the turmoil then raging at UST and various schools in Manila as a result of student activism. Luckily also, I was able to 
land a scholarship at Boston College for a Ph.D. program in Higher Education Management.

My study sabbatical in the USA lasted for three years. Through that period, however, I realized that the wounds that 
were inflicted by the conflict between the two legal authorities who both laid claims to my fealty had seriously 
compromised and damaged my basic vow of obedience.  I had become a rebel, an angry, disillusioned, and cynical 
religious. I found that I could not, in all sincerity, give assurance of my readiness to obey official authority in the Order 
nor in the Church. After much thought and consultation, I decided that I was unfit to continue being a religious and 
practicing as a priest. In 1973, I begged to be allowed to return to the life of a layman.

 

Back to Being a Layman
It took a long time for the approval of my request for laicization. In the meantime, God’s providence was never wanting 
in my search for an honest and honorable means of earning my keep and providing for the needs of my family. I still 
can’t explain how my career path opened up to new opportunities at crucial stages of my life as a layman. All I know is 
that I invariably received timely invitations from certain people who had known of my background as a former priest 
and religious.

In more than four decades from 1973 to the present, I have served as either senior executive or president and CEO 
or chairman or director of companies and institutions in both private and public sectors. In such capacities, I have 

worked with and served the following sectors:  human resource 
development, educational management, engineering consultancy, 
housing and urban planning and development, insurance and 
financial services, real estate marketing and sales, management and 
organizational development, publishing, broadcasting, watercraft 
manufacturing, events organizing, and public relations and 
marketing.

While doing all that, I have managed to be involved in civic and 
volunteer work in such institutions as Rotary International where I 
have served as club president and district governor; the Bishops-
Businessmen’s Conference for Human Development, as executive 
committee member and chairman of the urban poor affairs 
committee; the National Coalition for Transparency and National 
Peace Conference, in both as chairman, and various others.

I also continue to be active in professional associations, such as, the Chamber of Real Estate and Builders’ 
Associations, Inc. (CREBA), as four-term national president; the ASEAN Association for Planning and Housing, as past 
president and founding secretary-general; and the Philippine Institute of Real 
Estate Service Practitioners (PhilRES) Inc., as its executive director.

As I reflect on the path through which Divine Providence has led me, I sometimes 
ask myself what credentials have I brought with me to merit those jobs and 
engagements?

From feedback that I have received from time to time from people who know me 
up close and personal, it is not so much my academic training or work experience 
in specific areas. It has to do with character, values, and principles and the 
readiness and facility to articulate such values and principles in a manner that is 
timely and relevant to the human situation at hand.

If that is true, then I cannot but go back to where all these were forged at a crucial 
time in my life – in fact, in the prime of my life, when I first responded to what I 
thought was a call to become a Dominican and serve God and His people. It is to 
the process of becoming a Dominican and the years of training that it entailed that 
I attribute much of what I am and have been all these years. Even in the midst of 

Fray Jimmy and wife Luz
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worldly concerns and situations, old habits die hard, including those of prayer, study, and contemplata aliis tradere. 

The Filii: What it means to me
A few years ago, Father Rey Adalid, O.P., who was my 
Dominican batchmate, invited me to address a group 
that I now know as the Filii Sancti Dominici. I did not 
meet them again for a while. But at the beginning 
of 2017, they were able to track me through social 
media. Could I join them to meet the new provincial, 
Father Napoleon Sipalay, Jr. O.P., they asked. I found 
myself responding readily.

Since that wonderful evening at the Bahay Dominiko, 
I think I have managed to keep in step with them as 
they communicate with one another on social media 
and organize reunions and similar gatherings for old 
times’ sake.

But for someone two generations removed from most 
of the Filii, there are questions that come to mind.

If, indeed, there is a persistent nostalgic feeling and a deep yearning to share some kind of embedded Dominicanism 
that refuses to wilt and die even when we have long discarded the trappings of convent life, do we Filii all know what 
this is?

How does the Dominican vocation manifest itself through the Filii? Under the present circumstances, is such a thing 
even possible in the first place?

Where all these will lead, remains to be seen.

~ Jimmy Cura

LIFESTYLE

Online Security and Identity Theft

…when the good things in life aren’t really free.
There is an ongoing misconception that the internet is a relatively safe place, and that our online presence is 
meant to mask our identity or offer a different persona than who we are.  With internet fast allowing for seamless 
inter-connectivity among governments, businesses and individuals, there are probably more information about us 
circulating in the web than what we keep in our wallets.

This is a dilemma that sprang ever since mankind managed to develop technology around information.  On one 
hand is a problem of diminishing that level of trust befitting the information when more data is inter-connected with 

Filii brothers during the thanksgiving-send-off party for Fr. Jestoni Porras.
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different systems; and on the other is the problem of identity theft much as we’d like to believe we are insignificant in 
the continuously evolving world we live in.

For one, we cannot deny that technology is enveloping us, even to the minute layer as our own most information; 
and there is no way to unsubscribe from it.    Think of passbooks, ATM cards, e-passports, census papers, driver’s 
licenses or company ID – anywhere the ubiquitous barcode or QR Code is placed and anything that our signature, PIN, 
fingerprint or iris image may unlock.

But are we doing enough to protect our information? Or are there human factors or behaviors that may sub-
consciously betray what I refer to as the web of trust; not only our own, but that of other people, from the many 
information about them that may be derived from us?  We have often heard the adage, “the best things in life are free.” 
But are they really?  Or at what cost?  Among the factors that may erode the web of trust and eventually lead to social 
engineering are:

• Free Lunch/Dinner.
Have you ever noticed how many unsolicited calls come after getting invited to a free lunch or dinner, usually 
in a five-star hotel, ostensibly to sit-in for a short video presentation of a resort or hotel timeshare, with “no 
commitments”?  Of course, they normally ask you for the specifics: full name, address, contact number, work 
details, income, family members.  In case you have not noticed, the promoters of these free lunches are not 
the resorts themselves but third-party marketers who are more than willing to sell your information to other 
businesses.  Sometimes, no matter how hungry you are, it pays (pardon the pun) to buy your own lunch/dinner.

• Free Wi-fi.
This has become ubiquitous especially in coffee shops, airport terminals, malls and hotels.  It often extends 
to people’s homes whenever somebody drops by for a visit, where kidding aside, the next phrase that now 
comes after “Hello, how are you?” is “What’s the wi-fi password?”  There is strong temptation not to pass on this 
very welcome offer to quench our ever-growing thirst for connectivity.  Keep in mind that these free wi-fi are 
essentially open and unsecured networks where data could easily be hijacked by a tech-savvy operator, and 
information stolen under our very noses.  Never underestimate the capability of the darknet criminals; some 
even broadcast a fake wi-fi service signal to trick you into connecting to their system where they see everything 
including your keystrokes and whatever appears on your screen. If you must use any of these free wi-fi, use 
a virtual private network (VPN) service — again it may be worth to invest — that encrypts the traffic passing 
through the network.  That way, your data will basically be useless in the hands of unauthorized people.  With that 
said, never ever do your banking chores while connected to such free wi-fi without the cloak that a VPN offers, or 
you may end up cash-strapped to pay for that cup of coffee.

• Free Data. 
We must ask: whom is the free data for?  It’s either for you or for the deceitful lurking around.  Facebook has been 
such a blessing in providing a free platform for self-expression and nurturing our interpersonal relationships 
that may explain its popularity and success.  With that said, never allow yourself to be the weakest link in the web 
of trust among your peers and friends.  Criminals may never intend to steal from you in the first place, but that 
successful entrepreneur in your friends’ list may just be a likely victim, with you as unsuspecting conduit.  Among 
the best practices employed to keep your online data safe are: a) Don’t publish all your names — your middle 
name is often used for authentication, since it usually is the one that sets you apart from other similar names.  b) 
Don’t publish your full birthdate — month and day are often enough for everyone to remember to greet you on 
your special day; adding the year makes it a personally-identifiable artifact.  c) Never publish your address — 
either in your profile or as a reply to a status update asking about a party you are hosting. d) Avoid checking-in to 
a location at the very same time as your travel, riding on the “at the moment” trend; it would be better to do the 

check-in hours after you left the place to prevent unscrupulous individuals 
tailing you or staging a chance encounter. e) Hide your friends’ list — social 
media should not be a popularity contest as to the most number of friends 
in the same manner as the old Friendster may have been for the hippy 
folks.  Facebook allows like-minded individuals to see mutual connections; 
beyond that merely courts disaster.

Identity theft may not be a prevalent theme in less developed economies, 
but that does not totally remove them from the equation as a possible source of information that may be sold 
elsewhere.  It is a serious crime that can have damaging and far-reaching effects, and may be difficult to recover from 
without distressing the victims both financially, emotionally, and much worse, put a negative dent on an individual’s 
reputation that may last a lifetime.

I agree that most valuable things in life don’t cost any money, or to be more precise, are worth more than anything 
money can buy – and that gives you even more reason to protect them. 

Web of Trust – a concept in cryptography to establish the authenticity of a binding relationship between a public 
information and its owner.  In social networks, this can also refer to the “circle of influence” where networks can grow 
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in size but may also compromise persons’ anonymity especially when connections are derived for social engineering. 

Social Engineering — in the context of information security, it is a pretext to an attack that relies heavily on human 
interaction and often involves tricking people into breaking normal security procedures.

~ Joel Gabriel

Money Talk

Money Lessons…on the shoulder of giants

INTRODUCTION
“The love of money is the root of all kinds of evil.  Some have wandered away from the faith and have impaled 
themselves with a lot of pain because they made money their goal.”  –1 Timothy 6:10

After reading the quote above, you won’t probably continue reading this article…But wait a minute, the quote above 
doesn’t say “money is the root of all kinds of evil…”  It says, “the love of money is…”  So, let’s talk about money, for 
money is important, at least since its invention up to our present time and probably until the foreseeable future.

To begin, there are a few people who are already rich and are focused on their business or on their leisure that the 
last thing they want to do is talk about money. There are also many who are struggling to keep both ends meet and so 
would hardly find the time to talk about it.  Perhaps, some of them may already have given up in their struggle so that 
talking about money is out of the question.

Also, there are many more people who have some money and are content with what they have; this section wouldn’t be 
of interest to them. If you belong to this group, bless your heart. You have found the solution to the problem of money.  
You may stop reading now. But for some reason, if your interest has been aroused, please continue.

To the rich and fortunate few, “Congratulations!” You have been blessed tremendously.  You may likewise stop reading 
now, especially if you’re happy and living a good life.  However, if despite your immense fortune, you still feel that 
something is amiss, go on reading, for you may find something of value.

It is to the second group – the poor –  that this section hopes to be of most service.   You are most dear to this author’s 
heart.  It is his hope that this talk about money would be of benefit to all but mostly to you.  When he was learning the 
ropes of the trade of financial counseling, he often heard his mentor telling his clients they needed two things to be 
wealthy, “time and discipline.”

From the outset, let the author point out that it would be the height of plagiarism if he attributes only to himself 
everything that he’s going to talk about here.  As John Salisbury said, “We are like dwarfs sitting on the shoulders of 
giants.  We see more, and things that are more distant than they did, not because our sight is superior or because we 
are taller than they, but because they raise us up, and by their great stature add to ours.”

In the next issues, we will delve more deeply into the meaning of time and discipline in the context of getting wealthy.  
Meanwhile, stop thinking poor or feeling miserable or feeling broke. Instead, be thankful.  Why?  We will talk about 
this, too and many more.

We would like to make this conversational, so please don’t hesitate to add your comments below. We do learn from 
everyone.  Personally, the author learns best from conversing with others. The idea of this wonderful newsletter 
actually began over a cup of coffee one morning in Toronto, not too long ago. We wish we could talk about money  and 
other things over a fresh cup of coffee someday.  See you on the next issue.
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TICKLE, TICKLE

The Great Dividing Range: my new definition of “old”

~ Joel Gabriel

Newborn: Between 1 day and 4 weeks …

Infant: Between 1 month and 12 months …

Toddler: Between 1 and 2 years…

Pre-school: Between 2 and 4 years…

Baby: Between 5 and 9 years (when they’re at their cutest and 
loveliest)…

Pre-adolescent: Between 10 and 12 years…

Adolescent: Between 13 and 17 years…

Youth: Between 18 and 45 years…

Adult: Between 46 and 54 years…

Stressed Adult: Between 55 and 60 years…

Semi-Retired: Between 61 and 64 years…

Retired: 65 years…

Second childhood: Between 66 and 75 years…

Grand-Ole: Between 76 and 79 years…

Storyteller: Between 80 and 95 years…

History: Between 96 and 99 years…

Record-Breaker: 100 years…

Bonus: Over 100 years.

Great men do not die, they just fade away!
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INSPIRATIONAL NOOK

The Word

The Word: a light on our path

“Blessed rather are those who hear the word of God and obey it.” –Luke 
11:28 | NIV

Do not merely listen to the word, and so deceive yourselves. Do what it 
says. –James 1:22 | NIV

Your word is a lamp for my feet, a light on my path. –Psalm 119:105 | NIV

We need the Word of God to guide us in this life, especially as we journey 
towards the home of Our Father. Whether we like it or not, we need this 
guidance. It is not just the Word as we find it in the Bible or in tradition 
but the Word Itself: the Incarnate Lord Himself as we find Him lying on 
the manger and hanging on the Cross or as a “prisoner of love” in our 
Tabernacles. We need to listen to the Word uttered by preachers and which we read in the Bible; we need to receive 
the Word in the Sacraments, especially in the Eucharist. We should be strengthened by doing so and enabled to 
courageously face temptations that menacingly surround us and the various challenges of life as we struggle to keep 
soul and body alive. How wonderful it would be if we are always aware of this, His loving presence in our life. We 
would always be recipients not only of His guidance but of His power, His love, His mercy.

On the other hand we would be so weak without Him that we would not even utter the word Father, much less ask for 
His forgiveness and mercy. But if we are with Him, who can be against us, whom shall we fear? Blessed Jordan Saxony 
wrote: “There are some whose aim is beauty, who do cultivate their consciences, who do seek perfection and who do 
work hard at their preaching, who are zealous in study, whose hearts catch fire in their prayers and meditations, who 
keep the Lord always before them, looking to him as the one who will reward and judge their souls.”

~ Fr. Rey Adalid, OP

PANANAW

 Train of Thoughts

I remembered a couple autumns ago when I was still living in Virginia, I received rather unexpectedly, one very good 
and priceless advice from a person I didn’t even know. I haven’t considered it a lesson learned though, for it only 

enhanced my own opinion of the matter, something which I have always believed. I call it “train advice”, for I heard it 
on — where else — but the train. That’s one thing I like about my morning commute even if it’s not a straightforward 
one.  It involves either leaving the car at the Park-and-Ride and/or catching the bus to the subway en route to the city.  
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It allows for some shuteye, scenery and a dash of sought-after lessons that only a train ride with an absolute stranger 
allows.  What more if it’s a combination of all three?  OK, I think I need to explain.

That morning I caught a train ride at the Pentagon subway station and was amazed that I was able to secure a seat 
considering it was rush hour.  That was a portent of good things to come.  I sat next to a neatly-dressed gentleman 
fiddling on his e-reader.  While the pre-winter scenery buzzed by after we came out of the tunnel on approach to 
Arlington Cemetery, I estimated it to still be at least a 12-minute ride, due to the some track delays, so I decided it’s a 
good time for some shuteye.  While resting my eyes, I sensed one of the standing passengers approach the gentleman 
seated next to me and overheard them greeting one another.  It turned out that the person standing was a project 
consultant of the firm where the mild-mannered gentleman was a manager of.  Without them knowing it, I practically 
understood all aspects of their conversation even to the remotest of details like test silos, QA harness, MTBF etc, all 
the while pretending to be asleep. Probably to sweeten his image, towards the end of the conversation, the project 
consultant told the gentleman seated next to me that he’s looking towards getting his MBA degree from George 
Washington University as soon as he figures out the cost structure.  The reply he received was utterly simple yet wise: 
“Stick it out with the big companies; you’ll get more than any further education you’ll get in school, and you actually 
get paid doing it.”

Approaching close to two decades in the corporate world, I gave 
up on ever getting an IT diploma — note that I didn’t say education, 
for I ultimately got it and more — but I admit I don’t have a school-
headlined paper to show for it.  Nonetheless, I do have a degree…
only thing is, it’s Philosophy, which is too far out from my chosen 
profession but which I never felt ashamed, technically-challenged or 
embellishment-naked because of.  Don’t get me wrong: education is 
important, but mastering something?  I guess in the real world, there 
are always 2 possibilities, either: (1) you advance your education to 
eventually get the job you desire, or (2) strive to get the best skill in 
the job you desire.  So I guess the bigger deal is how to actually land a 
desirable job.  There are costs involved: money for tuition in one, sheer 
gut and determination on the other, but the latter literally pays: once 
or twice a month at least.  Actually those migrating to other countries 
know it best: in advanced economies, you get rated highly based on your job experience — something that you didn’t 
pay for– but instead, that for which you got paid doing; it doesn’t matter how you were educated, for if you lack the 
educational qualification, then they certify you as a professional commensurate to the years-in-service.

In my experience, I directly managed somebody with a Masters degree and I realized one very important thing: 
we both started on the same starting point, but I probably knew more ahead of time simply because I was more 
fascinated about the prospect of a technical job than he was.  I figured, if I loved what I do, then it won’t feel like work 
but sheer enjoyment that pays.  The other guy probably thought he’ll end up being a manager in the least amount of 
time merely on the basis of the Masters diploma.  That would be so unfair if true. Job Qualification is something that 
nobody could fake — education is meant to be the equalizer, never the exception.

Years ago, I felt fulfilled realizing that I did one thing right: that is, being picky or choosy about the first paid 
employment to accept, because it would drive the rest of my professional life.  I even became a “tubby” because of 
it, as in, twenty-something unemployed bum (TUB-by, hello?)  I went on vacation mode for at least a year to figure 
how best to use my Philosophy degree to my distinct advantage.  It was a given that with an educational degree like 
that, there seemed to be only 3 possibilities: either I become 1) a college humanities professor — something that 
my confessor and thesis adviser liked, 2) a priest — something that my deeply-religious aunt would have loved, 3) 
a lawyer — something the devil will sign himself.  None of those appealed to me at that time so I created my own-
most possibility.  It still made sense because in examining the Information Technology field (which fascinated me a 
lot) and Philosophy, I found a common ground: Logic.  And so I searched far and wide to find a good place to begin 
an IT career, and the rest as they say is history.  But not quite.  I guess I had my own share of disappointments early 
on.  I developed a stubborn resolve about working for Citibank, N.A. if only because their logo was a nice shade of 
blue and they had the “N.A”. initials in their name that do not stand for “North America” (okay, that’s another story 
so I’ll keep it a mystery for now).  That stubbornness got me not one but two rejection letters.  Precisely due to my 
educational background that they thought I’m not qualified for the role.  Then I got a call from a minuscule software 
laboratory who was training candidates to fix the millennium bug.  I agreed to signup, but since it was a training 
conduct, that meant we would only receive a pittance for the next 3 months, not even enough to cover the daily bus 
rides home, so I had to walk one-way and skip lunches in between.  They wouldn’t say who the end-client was that we 
were training for, as it would only be made known to the top 5 candidates who would pass the training and final exam.  
I was one of those lucky candidates and got introduced to the project on the day the training manager accompanied 
us to the “handover”.  You may have guessed it: that’s how I finally got to work for Citibank, N.A. in their Asia-Pacific IT 
Support Center.  “When God closes a door, he opens a window…” so I thought. Yeah, even God never promised that 
life would be easy.

I believe that first job shaped it all: how I ended up in the tech world, how I got to be an SME for production support, 
but the most significant was that I assimilated early on the Western way of thinking and operating a business artfully 
based on a scientific predictable model.  So more than a decade hence, I thought there was wisdom in sticking with 

A subway train of the Washington D.C. Metro waiting for 
passengers at a station.
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the big companies, choose not to matriculate for a Masters degree, and merely earn merits on-the-job.  Where did it 
get me?   Hmmm…I never fully realized until recently that save for working for myself at one point, I really did work 
solely for those big companies that happened to have a country presence; got pirated 4 times, designated as an 
expat twice, reached 16,168.75% in pay hike — way far from that minuscule start-up allowance; spicy dinners, dreary 
winters, blue and white Christmases, and oh…being called ‘Sir’ how ever much I despise it.  So I managed to let out 
a smile while pretending to be asleep on the train…train of thoughts that is, for after all, everything turned out to be 
absolutely fine.

I’ll never look at train commutes the same way again.  Two things are possible: either you get bored waiting to 
get to the office on time, or actually add up to the joy of learning even if merely eavesdropping on other people’s 
conversations.  As for me, I’ll take the train anytime.

~ Joel Gabriel

AFTERNOON RESPITE
My “Father” Figure

I thought he looked like Santa Claus, with his pot belly and rosy cheeks.  He always mumbled so I couldn’t understand 
him.  Not many people liked him or agreed with him. Perhaps because whenever he was asked a question, he always 

had a negative response. He used to call me the “ambassador from Timbuktu.”

It was the year 1979 when I first met him. He was then the Rector of Aquinas University of Legazpi, now University of 
Santo Tomas-Legazpi. He has influenced my life henceforth. He became my mentor and my father figure. In so many 
aspects of my adult life, he was always there for me. In my endeavor to be a good religious person, he was always 
there for guidance.

He called me his “bastard son,” in a kind and reassuring manner.  When he struggled against cancer, I tried to be near 
him as much as I could.  When he sought for special care for his cancer here in the United States, I accompanied him 
to the best doctors and researched the best diagnostics we could find in Southern California.

We continued to communicate and prayed together whenever we had a chance, notwithstanding the immense 
physical distance that developed between us as circumstances in our lives changed. I remember vividly while we 
were in the Dominican Order, almost all of us have that one person who profoundly influenced our lives. They have 
guided us, will always be a part of us and stay with us.

As for me, he is my father figure, the Rev. Fr. Manuel T. Pinon, O.P.

~ Alex Capitulo
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Letter On The Sand

Dear Rene,

We surely miss you this summer.  We miss the lovely concertos that you alone among us could play on the piano.  
Here at BALULAN we have instead the murmur of the surf, the off-key tune of the birds, the rhapsody of coconut 

leaves…

Your absence, Rene, spells for us a world of awakenings.  Our eyes are opened to many things about you – things that 
we, sad to say, were blind to when you were with us.  Indeed, this is a common tragedy.  How many times do we take 
things for granted?  How many times we just pass people by?  And yet when they’re gone, somehow we feel the void 
they have left behind.  We feel the emptiness that their presence alone could fill.  Only then do we realize what they 
really mean to us.  And how we even long to recapture the mere shadow of their memory!

No, Rene, it is not that we rejoice at your absence.  But, strange as it seems, your absence unfolds new presences for 
us,  Now we know a deeper presence to one another and to the throbbing universe around us.  Now we see the hidden 
richness of seemingly insignificant things.  Now we can even learn a lesson from the SAND.

“A lesson from the sand?” you may ask in surprise.  Has the summer sun dried up our brains that we have to become 
silly and foolishly sentimental?  Of course not!  Mind you, Rene, the sea water is cool and the sea breeze, refreshing 
down here.

Here at Balulan we have pitched our tents along the beach.  That’s why the little grains of sand have come to be our 
intimate company.  From moment to moment we see myriads of them stretching out for miles and miles, challenging 
the vast extent of the sea.  We watch them glitter under the sun, like countless galaxies strewn on earth by some known 
heavenly hands.  In the early morning they cool our bare feet, at the height of day they warm our tanned, naked 
bodies,  during the night they share our treasured secrets and dreams.

Have you ever looked at the sand at close range, Rene?  Have 
you ever tried to listen to what, in its mute being, the sand 
longs to utter?  Yes, Rene, there is more to a handful of sand 
than meets the eye at first glance.  Yes, there is more to a 
handful sand than just a formless mass of similarly shaped, 
similarly sized, tiny specks of the material cosmos.

True, a little grain of sand, may be undistinguishable from 
all the rest.  Yet each little sand is unique.  Each is itself and 
no other sand else.  Each is totally an INDIVIDUAL.  And as 
such, each is irreplaceable in the whole created universe.  
Now don’t you ever wonder how incomplete this earth would 
be without those tiny individual sands that make up the 
beautiful, sandy beaches?

The plight of the sand, Rene, is not alien to MAN himself.  Needless to say, each man is an individual.  But oftentimes, 
too, men appear to us nothing more than heaps of faceless bodies like the little grains of sand on the seashore.  The 
masses, so that’s what we call the greater part of men.  The individual man becomes for us a nameless piece in the 
crowd.  To be aware of this, one doesn’t have to be there at the big city where such harsh anonymity has already taken 
deep roots.  Here at Balulan one has but to wait for the weekends.

During the weekdays, Rene, we have the open beach all to ourselves.  Except for a number of new-found friends who 
are either natives of the place or members of the landowner’s family, hardly anyone else is around.  So most of the time 
Balulan take on an almost cloister-like atmosphere.  Here we still say our community prayers and celebrate the Mass 
together, the evening shadows provide a soulful backdrop for our daily meditations.

But a totally different aura takes over when the weekend comes.  Balulan sheds off its quiet and solitude.  A festive 
mood starts to fill the air as people from nearby towns, cities, haciendas and other part of the sugarlandia pour in.  
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Soon the beach is strewn with human bodies. Soon people who know not, who care not about one another frolic in the 
water, run, play, lie, roll over the sand.  Everyone is so intent to get the most of what fun and pleasure the fleeting day 
could offer as to forget every other man’s existence.  And while the sun goes higher and higher, the beach becomes 
more and more like a desert of human sand.

Yes, Rene, like the sand, man is an individual. And because he is an individual, man is a member of the human species, 
a part of a whole called society, a dot in the universe played upon by diverse cosmic and man-made forces.  Hence, 
just as a tiny grain of sand is lost in the vastness of the seashore, so man as an individual tends to get lost in the 
masses.  Because no part is greater than the whole, because no member is greater than the entire body, the social 
whole gobbles up the individual man.

Unlike the sand, though, man is not just an individual.  Man is above all a PERSON.  And man as a person is a whole in 
himself.  Here lies the world of difference between a grain of sand and a single human being, between an aggregate 
of bodies and a human community.  Here lies the reason why man should stand out even in the complex of society.

Man is such a unique being, Rene, that at once he enjoys individuality as well as personality.  This privilege springs 
from man’s very nature.  For he alone, of all the creatures in this world, is a composite of a material body and a spiritual 
soul,  In him alone do matter and spirit fuse into a vital and essentially inseparable whole.  Remember what the great 
philosopher whom we know very well once wrote?  Individuality, he said, is rooted in matter.  Personality, on the other 
hand, is rooted in the spirit  This is why in man, in whom matter and spirit are so closely bound up with each other our 
bodily eyes fail to grasp the distinction between individuality and personality. It would take the deeply penetrating 
eyes of our mind to see the inner reality.

Individuality, Rene, is enmeshed with the limitations of matter in which it is rooted.  Matter is bound to divide, to 
isolate.  A little grain of sand, because it is composed of a definite mass of material substances, is shut up in itself.  It 
is constrained within its own bodily dimensions.  So it is no other grain of sand else but itself.  Sands may pile up into 
a gigantic pyramid, and yet each sand is in itself totally separate and independent from all the rest.  For the sands, 
physical nearness does not mean togetherness, much less community or communion.

Shall we say, then, that individuality in man is an imperfection?  No, Rene, it is not.  Individuality is but a limitation of 
the human condition.  It is rather a tangible sign of the inherent polarity in man.  It bears witness to the fact that man 
is, as it were, a glove held between two poles.  These poles are the material pole and the spiritual pole.  Individuality 
is the material pole that heavily bears down on man, limits his being in space and time, and closes him from the rest of 
mankind.

Personality, on its part, soars with the spirit in which it has its roots.  The spirit uplifts man from the realm of mere 
bodies, from the kingdom of the sands.  It sets him over the animals and the plants.  So man as a person is not an 
object or a thing.  He is a self-existent subject who possesses and enjoys inward consciousness, thinking and freedom.  
As such, man is not just a part of the universe.  He is a universe himself – a microcosmos, so to speak.

But human person is not a little world closed on itself.  For whatever matter seals up, the spirit reaches out.  
Individuality fixes the limits of man’s being, personality lays man open to self-expansion and development.  
Individuality closes man on himself, personality opens him up to other beings through dialogue, knowledge, and love.  
Individuality seeks to grasp for itself, personality tends to give and share, to give of itself and communicate with 
others.  Personality, in short, is the spiritual pole in man which is the wellspring of his innate openness, generosity and 
goodness.

Man as a person, Rene, is not a lonely sand.  He is 
more like a beach open to all – open to the waves 
of the sea, to the sun and the sky, to dew and rain 
from heaven, to man himself.  Man is open to the vast 
universe around him through his sense of wonder, 
beauty and meaning, through his all-encompassing 
knowledge.  Man as a person, too, is open to other 
persons.  He is called to communion with his fellow 
human beings through sharing the goods and 
benefits of this world, through mutual cooperation 
in building up the earthly city, through dialogue, 
understanding and love.  This is why man is to find 
fulfilment only when he enters into relationship with 
other men within a particular society.

Above all, Rene, man as a human person is open to GOD.  For it is from God, the Divine Spirit, that he receives as a gift 
his own spiritual soul which is the root and source of his being a person.  Atheistic existentialists, thus, destroys the 
very openness of the human person which they assert when they shut man totally from God.  It is precisely on this that 
man’s ultimate value and dignity rests, namely, that the human person, because of his spiritual soul, directly comes 
from God, is the image of God, and is called to everlasting communion with God.

Now, Rene, you may say this.  It is one and the same being that we find in this world who is both a person and an 
individual.  Man is a single entity.  In him individuality and personality are simply inseparable.  So what’s the use of 
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pointing out any difference between them after all?

Again, this would bring us back to the sand.  For here we are not concerned with vain, abstract thinking.  The 
individual grain of sand and the existent human person are concrete realities.  To see no difference at all between the 
two is tragic blindness. To confuse individuality with personality could prove fatal to our everyday moral and social 
life.

Things, Rene, are meant to be used, worked or played upon.  And sands are mere things. So at will we may grab a 
handful of sand from the seashore, toss it up into the air, and enjoy watching the tiny ripples the little grains make as 
they fall on the water.  We may trample the sands underfoot, run or lie and roll over them.  We may fashion them into 
sandcastles of different forms according to our whims and fantasies and, when tired of the sandcastles, let the waves 
wash the sand away.

But, Rene, we just cannot treat people in such ways.  We ought not.  For men are not mere individuals, not mere things.  
They are persons.  And as persons, they are no means to an end, no ornaments for our pride, no toys for our games, no 
sands for our fancy castles.  They are end in themselves, meant to be respected and loved for their own sake.  Human 
persons are intelligent and free beings, capable of acting and thinking for their own selves, of determining and 
choosing their goals and way of life.

Now, imagine what an atrocity it would be if we, confusing individuality with personality, treat human persons as we 
do treat the sands.  In fact, we witness from day to day the choking violence done to man’s very being as a person.  
We see how often men manipulate other men for their vested interests and selfish gains.  We experience how men of 
unbridled power impose their ideas and schemes on their fellows, order them to their caprice, mold them into what 
they wanted them to be.

The ills of today’s societies, Rene, can be traced back to the very nature of man.  This does not mean that man in 
himself is bad, for, on the contrary, man in himself is good.  This simply does to say that no disorder ever happens to 
human SOCIETY which does not first happen inside man.

Men should have long founded a utopia on earth, had they been pure persons.  But such was not the case.  For all 
times, man is an individual just as he is a person.  Deep inside him is a polar tension between individuality and 
personality.  In man, however, there is a hierarchy of things which holds such natural tension under its jurisdiction.  
Man, to be fully human, must have his spiritual soul reign supreme over all his other powers.  Man, to be truly fulfilled, 
must soar up with the aspirations of the spirit and not bog down with the weight of matter.  Individuality must give way 
to the deepening of personality.  The inner disorder comes about when individuality is mistaken for personality and 
human efforts tends towards the enhancement of the individual rather than of the person.

The inner chaos in man cannot fall to produce tremendous repercussions in society.  From the enhanced self-
complacency and closeness of many individuals, social conflicts and discords ensue.  An aggregate of sands is, in a 
sense, better than a mass of human individuals turned selfish, close-minded, individualistic.  The sands would at least 
coexist, but individualistic men would continually compete and envy, hurt and fight and kill one another.

The modern world, Rene, has never been wanting of well-meaning men who want to liberate man from the anonymity 
of the masses, uphold his rights and dignity, and let him stand out and be himself in society.  But, more often than 
not, their loudmouthed and overdone activism comes to nothing at all.  For in trying to uplift man, what they uphold 
and assert is not the human person but the individual.  What they are after is not a democracy of persons but that 
of individuals which is actually a masked anarchy.  Their confused vision of the human person is evidence in their 
errant actions and attitudes.  For example, they frown at self-discipline and the openness and respect for others which 
are characteristics of and due to persons.  They make much fuss about their own rights, or the rights of the masses, 
but simply ignore their duty to recognize too the rights of others, especially of those against whom they level their 
lampoons and attacks.

If indeed, a truly human society is to be established it must be founded on the human person, not on the individual.  To 
do otherwise is to fashion either a sandcastle or a sandstone out of human beings.

Suppose we mistake individuality for personality, then we build an anarchic society wherein false liberalism is taken 
for human freedom, wherein the only law is the jungle rule of the survival of the fittest.  Chaos and disorder are the 
natural state of affairs.  Such a society would tend to disrupt itself from within, like sandcastles that easily come to ruin 
because the individual sands that make it up are too independent, closed and separate from one another to hold close 
together.

Suppose we take human persons for mere individuals, then we forge them into a fascist or communist society.  In such 
society human beings, under the totalitarian power of a dictator 
or a party, are treated like sands molded into a sandstone.  A 
sandstone is a solid mass of sands held together by some natural 
cement.  A fascist society is a solid mass of individuals held 
together by over-excessive national or racial pride and ambition.  
A communist society is a solid mass of individuals held together 
by the party’s cause and ideology.  No greater mass 
slaughterhouses of human persons than these can the world ever 
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dream of!

Rene, here at Balulan, we have come to know the hidden value of the sand.  Sands are white and beautiful, and we have 
learned a lesson from them.  Sands may now have new meanings for us, yet one thing remains.  Sands are sands.  And 
as such, sands are mere individuals.  People, too are individuals but, beyond that, they are persons.  So between sands 
and human beings, there is a world of difference.  So individuality and personality are two different aspects of one 
reality whose name is man.

If, therefore, we have to build a new and better society, let this be clear in our mind, lest… WE BUILD ON SAND.

 Your brother in St. Dominic,

Gilbert

~ Lydio Pedregosa

POETIC LICENSE

For My Dad

~ Peter Nuñez

Let me tell you ’bout my favorite dish, 
Oh yes, it’s just a catfish. 

But my Dad cooked it in a special way, 
I can still taste it to this day.

 My Dad was short but very funny; 
 He always called my Mom, “Honey.” 
 He always said Mom’s smitten by his charm. 
 She left all – parents and brothers and farm.

I know for sure, Mom never ever cooked. 
But she is so smart, she married a cook. 
Everyday, Dad cooked our every meal; 
He loved us so much, it was no big deal.

 Dad has passed in the spring of ’99; 
 at the  age of seventy nine. 
 He wanted to live for a century, 
 But his cancer cells went on a spree.

I miss my Dad and my favorite dish. 
I miss the way he cooked that fish. 
I wish I could meet him once again. 
I know my wish will just a wish remain. 

 Until we will meet  again in heaven. 
 Amen, amen, amen.
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TRAVEL LOG

Antigua, Guatemala:  Rising Above Its Ruins

Never in my childhood dreams or wishes that I have thought of going places especially to other parts of the globe 
than simply find a good job in the Philippines. The only thing I knew when I decided to leave the Dominican 

Order was a solid plan to go back to school and take up Chemical Engineering in addition to the A.B. Philosophy 
degree I received from the Dominican Center of Studies in May 1980. I considered the technical degree as an 
assurance of financial sustainability to myself and to my family on a long term basis with philosophy as my back up. 
Certainly, the training and self-discipline I earned from my Dominican formation of 5 years play an important role in 
my career and personal life until now.

Being the Supplier Quality Engineer of our company, it gives me an 
opportunity to travel domestically and internationally to conduct food 
safety and quality audit at our suppliers’ manufacturing sites as part 
of our Supplier Quality Program. During these travels, planned or 
unplanned as time permits, I would visit churches and cathedrals in 
addition to exploring typical tourist attractions that one city or country 
has to offer. I feel like, as if I have become an itinerant auditor coupled 
with “church visitations”. The religious landmarks attract me the most 
as it is embedded in my personal liking as one of my top priorities.

On October 23-25, 2017, I had the opportunity to travel to Central 
America, particularly in Guatemala City. Coincidently, one of the 
suppliers I am auditing is only about 25 minutes driving distance to 
Antigua. As a gesture of their hospitality, we drove to the ‘old city’ 
immediately after the audit was completed. Whether it was divine 

intervention or predestination, I embraced it with both arms outstretched and jubilation internally.
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Antigua Guatemala, as its name suggests, means ancient Guatemala. It is an old city and the first capital of Guatemala. 
As I set my foot on the ground, I can say with full certainty that this small city is truly a “ciudad vieja.” All its 
intersecting streets within are made up of river stones laid in almost equidistant. From a distance, these stones appear 
to be in straight rows, well-engineered by human hands.

In order to maximize our time, we hired a “standby tour guide” to help us navigate and provide relevant information 
about Antigua. For an hour, we drove around the old city intermittently stopping by important landmarks with special 
interest on old churches. It is obvious that the Spanish colonialism transcends through its baroque architecture and the 
colonial churches. Unfortunately, natural calamity destroyed the city when Volcan de Agua erupted in 1541. For more 
than 200 years, Antigua served as the seat of military government of the Spanish colony of Guatemala. The old city, as I 
have noticed, was laid in a square pattern. The streets intersect as they run from North to South and East to West.
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There were several earthquakes from the 16th to 18th century that struck the city and destroyed many churches and 
public edifices. This devastation made the ‘conquestadores’ and the colonial government abandon the city. I was told 
that the native Guatemalans, the majority of them, stayed and started rebuilding their community from the destructive 
earthquakes. I was informed that the city had a total of 37 catholic churches. I was in great awe when I heard the 
number. Nevertheless, the catholic missionaries of the Franciscans, Dominicans, Jesuits and other congregations who 
moved into this old city justify the solid catholic faith and devotions of the Guatemalan natives. Hence, there is this 
number of many churches that existed in the city.

Facing the plaza is the restored Antigua Guatemala Cathedral. The earthquake in 1773 mostly damaged the building 
but was continuously rebuilt.

The restored San Francisco Church which is run by the Franciscan priests until now stands a few blocks away. The 
ruins of Franciscan monks monastery lay next to the church. I had the opportunity to walk through the top of this ruin.

Waling pas the San Francisco Church 
preerved runi Ruins of the Franciscan  Monk’s Monastery

Infront of the Guatemala Cathedral.
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In 1608, the Jesuits founded a school and a temple which both were damaged by earthquakes.

The Dominicans had managed hospitals from 1636-1685 that served both the indigenous people of Guatemala and the 
Spaniards.

Part of San Francisco Church that was restored.

Partly-restored San Francisco Church.

San Francisco Church. With St Dominic Statue in the Cathedral Museum.
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Seeing the remnants of the ruins is heart-breaking. However, on the other side of all this, what has been restored 
and preserved, tells me how strong and resilient the natives of Antigua are. Their forefathers had endured through 
natural disasters but held on to their strong catholic faith and hope that their culture will be preserved till the next 
generations.

With my tight schedule, I am aware that “there are so many stories to be learned but so 
little time” about this historical city, but I have go back to my hotel for an early flight the 
next morning. Today, as it is known, Antigua Guatemala, with its well-preserved Spanish 
Baroque architecture and many partly restored churches and preserved ruins of colonial 
churches, has been designated as a UNESCO World Heritage Site. With that designation 
alone, for more than 400 years, this little city, the Ciudad Vieja, withstood the test of time, 
proud of its culture and heritage as it continues to rise above its ruins.

~ Celso Paguntalan

One of the ruins.

The fountain at the center of the plaza.The Governor Buiding.

The Park.



Page 61

Alone in Galveston

In 2012, I drove my tiny Tiburon from Florida to Galveston, Texas, stayed there for a week by myself and drove back 
to Florida. Why I did that was a long story.  It was possibly the longest time I’ve spent all alone here in America or 
elsewhere.

I’ve spent over 36 hours on the road back and forth.  Halfway in both directions, I had to spend the night in a hotel.  
The two-bedroom condominium unit I had rented was facing the Gulf of Mexico.  It was a beautiful view, mostly a sad 
one for me because I had nobody to share it with.

At dusk, the waters looked steely cold and did not fail to remind me of the devastation it did to that island in 1900, 
when  6,000 – 8,000 people lost their lives to the Galveston Hurricane. It is the deadliest natural disaster in the U.S. 
history.  I saw some of the renovated Victorian houses that survived that tragic event.

Crossing the bay into Galveston

Birds fly close to the water.
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After that hurricane, a group of engineers built a “10-mile long, 17 foot high seawall to protect the city from floods 
and hurricane storm surge. Mr. Robert of the “Robert’s Rules of Order” fame, was one of the engineers.  (Source:  
Wikipedia.)

On my last night, I went to a club and listened to a live music while enjoying a mug of beer.  I had to remain sober so I 
could drive safely home the next day.

Victorian Houses

The seawall.

Listening to live music in a bar at Galveston, Texas, USA.
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While in one of the gas stops, a store clerk asked me if I was traveling alone to whom I replied yes. You must be on a 
business trip, he quickly concluded. I said no. While looking at my wedding ring, he said, “You must be seeing your 
mistress,” he added. “I am happily married,” I replied, smiling. My confident smile must have wiped away all his 
doubts.

When I came home, my wife and kids must have missed me so much.  I got the tightest hug from my wife who had 
tears in her eyes.  As for me, I was happy to be back home and alive. I harbored a strong resolve never to travel again 
without my beloved wife.

~ Peter Nuñez

SELFIE EXCLUDED

Learning to Fly”

 to

 

~ Peter Nuñez

“In order for us to grow,
we have to be ready to leave
 our comfort zone.”
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READY? CLICK!

Understanding Image Resolution

When my wife argued that her smartphone shots are better than my Nikon D500 DSLR, I conceded to her quietly, and 
peacefully.  She would further claim that the resolution of her smartphone photos are better and brighter, and that her 
smartphone could capture a relatively bright photo even without the benefit of a flash.  For the sake of an argument, 
and harmony, I hope my wife was right. But she’s not and this article will prove why that is the case.

I conceded because no matter how much I could explain she would never understand.  To her, everything that looks 
relatively good on her smartphone device is a measure of image quality.  Another thing that is hard to explain is 
resolution.  Smartphone users who have no background using DSLR and have no knowledge of graphics would never 
discern the vast difference between a smartphone camera and DSLR.  She thought that because the photo she took 
looks good when previewed on her smartphone screen translates automatically to a better resolution.

Cellphone images are deceptive and misleading.  Try uploading an image taken by a cellphone camera to a computer 
and display it side by side with the same image shot using a DSLR.  This reveal would explain worlds of difference and 
a stark realization that a smartphone camera will always capture an inferior image.

Pixel count measures the resolution of an image in terms of the number of picture elements (pixel) in an image.  For 
example, a 250 x 250 pixel dimension would give you a perfect square, which means that there are 250 pixels across 
and 250 pixels down.  When the 250 x 250 resolution is resampled in PPI (pixel per inch) at 300 ppi, the physical 
size of the image equates to 83% of an inch square.  If the 250 x 250 pixels image is extrapolated to a resolution of 
100 ppi, the impression will be coarser as there are only 100 pixels in an inch, but the physical size of an image will 
proportionately scale up to 2 and 1/16 of inches square if the resampling process is not constrained.  The higher the 
number of pixels in an image, the bigger the size of the file, and the crisper the look of a picture.

Scaling up a 250 x 250 pixel image in a program will not increase the original number of good pixels in an image.  
This method will enlarge the filesize but the same pixels originally contained in an image will not multiply smartly 
to provide a crisper image, and we’re talking about a bitmapped image in this example. Although there are utility 
programs you can purchase that will extrapolate an image to a number of pixels in an inch and visually improve the 
quality of the image when upscaled, there are still blurry artifacts in the picture created by the process of duplicating 
and multiplying pixels, and to the discerning eye, image fidelity is undermined.

Image resolution is device independent.  What you may see in your Samsung Galaxy 7 Edge, for example, will not be 
the same on your Samsung Galaxy Tablet because the latter measures higher number of pixels in its screen relative to 
its size.  However, in both instances the resolution of the image does not change and will remain unchanged regardless 
of the device you use to preview it.

In comparing apples to apples, an 8-megapixel smartphone camera, for instance, will not outperform the 8-megapixel 
DSLR.  Simply because the sensor that picks up and processes the image in the DSLR is way bigger than the one being 
used in a smartphone.  That means that more light can enter the aperture of the DSLR, 
therefore, can pick up more pixels and process a high fidelity image than a smartphone 
camera.

The size of sensor that a camera has ultimately determines how much light it uses to create 
an image. Image sensors (the digital equivalent of the film in a conventional camera) 
consist of millions of light-sensitive spots called photosites which are used to record 
information about what is seen through the lens. Therefore, it stands to reason that a bigger 
sensor can gain more information than a smaller one and produce better images.

Typical example of a DSLR senor.
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If you had a compact camera with a typically small image sensor, its photosites 
would be dwarfed by those of a DSLR with the same number of megapixels, but a 
much bigger sensor. The large DSLR photosites would be capable of turning out 
photos with better dynamic range, less noise and improved low light performance 
than its smaller-sensored sibling.

Measuring a resolution can be ascertained by using a graphics program like 
Adobe Photoshop.

 

Quality comes with a price
I got my first DSLR in 1996.  Back then the amount of pixels that its sensor can capture and process was benchmarked 
at 4 megapixels (4 million pixels).  Point and click and smartphone cameras are still non-existent.  That Nikon camera 
was priced at $9,500 excluding the lens which was pegged at $2,200.  Today, your $9,500 will buy you a Nikon D5, top 
of the line professional gear from Nikon, at 20.8 megapixels in a full-frame format.  Priced at $6,500 (body only), you 
still have some money left for a couple of original Nikkor lenses.  And this comparison spans eleven years in between.  
What a disparity technology offers.  And a good one as far as consumer’s benefit is concerned.

  

The quality you may derive from the DSLR is assured, hinged largely on the skill and expertise of a person who shoots.  
Therefore there is no justice in comparing resolution between a smartphone and DSLR images as we are not really 
comparing apples to apples but apples to oranges.

*Nikon is a trademark of Nikon Corporation 
*Samsung is a trademark of Samsung Electronics

 Ted Fullona

A DSLR exposing a sensor.

The above image is at 0.833 x 0.833 inches 
at 300 ppi.

Identical image of at 100 ppi. In this 
example pixel count per inch is the 
determining factort of resolution.

Nikon D500 DSLR, capable of 20.8 megapixes. Samsung Smartphone screen display.
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On This Thanksgiving Day

~  Peter Nuñez

Bring On Tomorrow

Attending night prayers at the seminary almost always meant hearing that ancient but rather beautiful melody of “Day 
is done“. Many years later even as we close this maiden issue, I hear similar thought-provoking lyrics, albeit, this time 
on a more worldly tune. Most would tag Barry Manilow ancient though, considering he started way back from the 70’s, 
however the words from his music are timeless, and I seek acquiescence to be able to use it here as a parting thought:

 

We thank the Almighty everyday, 
For all the blessings that come our way. 

For the sun that keeps us tan and warm, 
For His angels who shield us from harm.

For Earth, our home in the Universe, 
Which to us all like a mother cares; 
With her valleys, streams, mountains and seas, 
With her fowls and fish and plants and trees.

For our dearest families and friends, 
For the joys and love each other brings, 
For the gracious foods on our tables, 
For the cows and horses on our stables.

For all these blessings and many more, 
Forever we are all thankful for. 
All the paper in the universes, 
Will not suffice to write our praises.

This year, we thank God especially, 
For each member of the Filii. 
With Epistoliorum on the way, 
May he make us closer every day. 
We thank the Almighty everyday,
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We hope you read us again in next month’s issue.  So, bring on tomorrow.

~ Joel Gabriel

What you say matters

The maiden issue of Epistoliorum is finally served.  Like most ambrosial meals, it is only fitting to serve desserts 
after they are consumed, and it holds true for our first offering of Epistoliorum.  Experience always yields results 

and in the case of our readers who patiently, and hopefully leisurely, consume contents of this publication we would 
like to hear caveats.  Sharing with us your personal experience — your reaction, feedback, and perception — will 
enable us to take appropriate action, improve areas where we did poorly and adopt a measure to obliterate an 
aftertaste in your mouth, as may the case be.

Contents wise, our Editorial Calendar was pretty much complied with.  There were a few leads that we wanted to 
incorporate in the maiden issue but circumstances played unfavorably against them.  They will be added to our next 
issue.

We thought that more topical articles, such as current events, will add significant value and tip the scale towards an 
equitable reporting. A sufficient and balanced selection of informative news category and artistically-laden pieces 
will definitely draw interest and will set us steadily on an even keel as we cruise to our next issue. Inasmuch as 
we encourage participation and envisage a solid involvement from our Filii brothers, the level of engagement we 
received was satisfactory.  We hope that going forward, they will trump up their efforts in areas of their strength and 
embrace our collective position as one, in driving Epistoliorum to another height.

Sleep baby, sleep — lose yesterday’s blues 
When you’re ready for morning, have I got news: 

Our ship’s in the harbor, the street’s turning gold, 
Whatever you’re dreaming, it’s no longer on hold…

Dream baby, dream — while you were asleep, 
I had mountains to climb and a promise to keep 
Now home is the hunter and holding the prize, 
I’m waiting tell you when you open your eyes…

Bring on tomorrow for me and for you; 
We hung on through dark hours, dawn’s overdue. 
Bring on tomorrow and show me the sun, 
We’ll live it together cause you are the one.

 
– Barry Manilow, from 15 Minutes (fame, can you take it?)
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We agreed on soliciting for more articles from different regions in the Philippines and North America.  Our aim is 
to spread a well-balanced content across identified geographical locations where our readers reside.  Varieties will 
attract readers and wealth of choices will definitely stop them in their tracks.

The following are few of the items that will find their way into our next issue:

• A true to life story featuring the ups and downs of an aspiring showbiz talent and how she managed to reach 
the plateau of her dreams.

• There will be more business materials and advice in the money-talk category and technical tips that will aid 
you in dealing with your daily mundane existence in the world of technology.

• Hands-on approach will be tackled in the Photography section.  For DSLR users, we will show you different 
shooting modes and techniques using aperture priority, shutter priority, programmed (automatic) and manual.

• Travels are exciting!  On the next issue, Epistoliorum will take you to places you have not been before and 
we’ll mentally encapsulate your experience into a make-believe world, augmented by many alluring photos.

• We will continue to provide you with materials that we think will be of interest to many.  Likewise, give you an 
avenue so you can share your experience and provide feedback through the commentary space provided 
after each article, or you can email us to let us know exactly what you think of Epistoliorum’s maiden issue.  
The success of this publication depends on your honest opinion and feedback.  Bad or good, we want to hear it 
from you.

Our next issue will be a gradual maturation.  Your feedback will definitely propel us to a deeper sense of growth, not 
only in the choice of topics but likewise in our approach in subordinating our personal style in favor of the audience.  
We want to engage and connect with you and forge a relationship that will be built on mutual regard.  Thank you for 
your input and we’ll see you next issue.

~ Ted Fullona
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“Fray Anju” is the youngest of six children of the Spouses Juan Castigador and Paz 
Concepcion of Calinog, Iloilo. After his high school graduation from Mary Immaculate 
Academy of the OP-Molo in 1976, he joined the Dominican Order and was sent to Aquinas 
University in Legaspi City for his postulancy. On May 12 of the following year, he received 
the Dominican habit in Iloilo City where he received his novitiate formation. On May 13, 
1978, he took his simple profession in Santo Domingo Church where he stayed as a student-
brother. After his college graduation from the Dominican House of Studies and upon the 
expiration of his vows, he left the religious life and studied law at the Ateneo de Manila 
University.  His professional exposure includes working at the Office of the Solicitor General, 
being General Counsel of the Philippine Stock Exchange, Inc., managing partner at the 

Alpaño Angeles & Castigador Law Offices, Customs collector, Vice President Legal Group of Philsteel Holdings 
Corp., and currently Chairman of the Board of Pacific-Atlantic Business Management Consulting, Inc. In January 
2017, he assumed the presidency of Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis, Inc. Anju is happily married to Dr. Ma. 
Corazon Mendoza-Castigador with whom he has two children.

Anju Castigador

“Fray Mike” upon graduating from Sacred Heart Academy, Zarraga, Iloilo, entered the 
Dominican Postulancy in Manaoag, Pangasinan in 1976. He then joined his batch at the 
Dominican Novitiate in Villa Lizares, Jaro, Iloilo City. Outside the seminary, he majored in A.B. 
Political Science at the University of San Agustin, Iloilo City. He worked as Special Assistant 
to the then Minister of Budget. Married to Jessica, they have four kids: Miguel Augusto, now 
a budding businessman, twin sons Michael Augustine and Michael Dominic, both university 
students at the Ateneo de Manila, and Regina Jessica, attending Miriam College Grade 
School. Mike’s special attachment to nature made him an agri-aqua farmer in Negros. He 
and his wife built a manufacturing business in natural care and cosmetics industry based 
in Quezon City. Fray Mike is also in pharmaceuticals and international trading, as well as 

in distribution of chemical ingredients which include partnerships with principals from Europe, Philippines and 
Asean markets. His family serve in the Lectors Ministry of Santa Maria Della Strada parish in Quezon City. Fray 
Mike is also the chair of the Parish Ubas (Anti Drug) Committee. With track record in agri-business, he is also 
active in supporting the farmers group and upholding their cause as NGO. In 2006, Mike co-founded FSDPI. To 
date, the Filii organization boasts over 300 members, with provincial chapters in Iloilo, Bicol, Davao, Cebu, and 
Northern Luzon in Philippines, and North America secretariats based in Houston, Texas and Toronto, Canada.

Eugenio Michael Plana

“Fray Joan” entered the Dominican Order as an aspirant in 1977. He became a novice, 
received the Dominican habit in 1978, and did simple profession in 1979. After 3 years, he 
made his solemn vows, and graduated from Studium Generale in 1982 with a degree in 
A.B. Philosophy. He proceeded to the University of Santo Tomas and earned his Bachelor’s 
degree in Sacred Theology. He finished two years of Licentiate in Sacred Theology and 
Higher Religious Studies (Candidate) in 1985. Joan left the Dominican Order in 1987 and 
moved to New York City to work with the PCGG from 1988 to 1992. He studied Nursing at the 
New York University (NYU) and earned the degree of Bachelor of Science in Nursing in 1995. 
Fray Joan worked as an RN at St. Joseph Medical Center and the Englewood Medical Center 
in NJ. He moved to Houston, TX in 2006 and is currently employed with the VA Medical 

Center. He is happily married to Carmelita Aragon.

Joan “Joe” Dinopol

“Fray Jimmy” is a schooled educator, professional manager, and public communicator. He 
has served at the helm of various government institutions and private corporations. A former 
national president of the influential Chamber of Real Estate and Builders’ Associations, Inc. 
and the ASEAN Association for Planning and Housing, he is currently vice-chairman of the 
RGV Group of Companies and consultant to various real estate development companies. He 
has also served as trustee and vice-president of the Tourism Congress of the Philippines. 
Jimmy is also an active Rotarian of 38 years. He served as president of the Rotary Club of 
Rizal West in 1984-85 and, later, as Governor of Rotary International District 3830 in 2005-06. 
He is a Paul Harris Fellow and multiple donor of The Rotary Foundation. Jimmy is a frequent 
speaker and resource person in meetings, conferences, and seminars in or outside the 

Philippines. He has written many articles on Rotary topics and contemporary concerns. Jimmy has been married 
to Luz V. Cura for more than 40 years. They are blessed with three children – PJ, James, and Claudine. PJ is married 
to Frency Lacsamana, but still childless. James remains single. Claudine is married to Matthew Guerrero, by 
whom she has a son named Manolo Jaime Cura Guerrero, or Manu, for short.

Jimmy A. Cura

About the Authors
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“Fray Yoyong” entered the Dominican seminary in 1976 and graduated with the degree 
of Bachelor of Arts in Philosophy. He later joined the Augustinian Order where he got his 
Theology degree. He is a holder of two Master of Arts degrees, one in Psychology (UST) 
and another in Education (UE). He likewise graduated Bachelor of Laws in UE, his third 
undergraduate degree. He has a Ph.D. in Philosophy for Children from Montclair State 
College, now Montclair State University. He has authored and co-authored various books 
in Logic, English, Ethics, and Philosophy. Among his roles were as a high school principal, 
College Dean, and pioneering director of the University of Perpetual Help, DALTA System in 
Calamba, Laguna. He is the founder and president of SAISAT College (Institute of Science, 
Arts, and Technology, serving as a consultant of the Commission on Higher Education and an 

assessor of ISO Global on basic and tertiary education.

Lerio Dalde

“Fray Alex” from Capas, Tarlac joined the Dominican Postulancy right after his high 
school graduation in 1973. He stayed first in Letran Manila then proceeded to Aquinas 
University in Legazpi (now UST). He continued his formative year at the Manaoag convent 
then progressed to the Novitiate at Villa Lizares in Jaro, Iloilo City. In 1976 he joined other 
brothers in Letran where he studied AB Psychology and Economics. In 1979 he was assigned 
to Aquinas University under his rector and mentor, Fr. Manuel Pinon, OP. Alex resumed 
his university studies in Aquinas University and eventually graduated BSE in English and 
Pilipino. After his graduation, he taught at the Science Oriented High School of Aquinas 
University. He then followed his mentor to Sto. Domingo Convent when the latter completed 
his term in Aquinas. While in Sto. Domingo, Alex taught Computer Science in Letran Manila, 

and Angelicum School, Quezon City. In 1989, Alex made a decision to leave the Dominican religious life and 
emigrated to the United States. He is currently based in Long Beach, California.

Alex Capitulo

Rev. Fr. Rey Adalid, O.P. has been a Dominican priest for more than 50 years. He was 
instrumental in molding the lives of several candidates to the Dominican Order as he was 
the Director of Vocations and Postulancy inclusive from 1972-1982. To date, his influence has 
borne fruit to a great number of active priests and brothers, either in the Order of Preachers 
or in different dioceses. For 10 years Fr. Rey was assigned in Navotas City where he was 
responsible for building the San Lorenzo Ruiz Parish church and community. Armed with 
the reputation as church builder, Fr. Rey was then assigned to the newly established Holy 
Redeemer Parish in Masambong, Quezon City where he was tasked by the Archdiocese of 
Manila to build its Parish church and community as well. After finishing his task within 3 
years, he was assigned by the CBCP, with consent of the Father Provincial, to be the Spiritual 

Director of the Pontifical Colegio Filipino in Rome (residence of Filipino Diocesan Priests studying in Rome) from 
1998-2007. He is currently assigned at the University of Santo Tomas in Espana Avenue, Manila, where he has 
returned to his work of molding the minds of the youth. In his spare time, Fr. Rey continues to work passionately 
in his preaching apostolate. Lately he fulfilled one item in his bucket list with the visit to the 8th wonder of the 
world – Niagara Falls, while attending the Filii-North America reunion held in Toronto, Canada. Revered as “ama” 
(symbolic father figure) by the Filii, Fr. Rey lends his time as “unofficial” advisor and spiritual guide of the Filii as 
an organization. He calls it more as co-wayfarer of the Filii.

Fr. Rey Adalid, OP

“Fray Lyd” joined the Dominican Apostolic School in 1969, then housed at the former 
Lizares Mansion and now Angelicum School of Iloilo, right after completing a one-year 
special Latin course at the regional St. Joseph Junior Seminary in Greenfields, Jaro, Iloilo 
City. He donned the habit of the Order of Preachers in 1970 as a novice at the Sto. Domingo 
Convent in Quezon City. He finished the three-year Bachelor of Philosophy course and a 
year of Sacred Theology at the UST Faculty of Ecclesiastical Studies in Manila. In April 1975, 
before his solemn profession as a full-fledged Dominican religious, Lyd took his ‘flight to 
freedom’ and bade adieu to his cloistered days. Ex clausura, he went home to Iloilo and 
graduated A.B. Pre-Law, major in Social Science, from the West Visayas State College and 
Master of Public Administration from the University of San Agustin. He also completed the 

Leadership and Management Development Program from the Ateneo Center of Continuing Education. Career-
wise, he worked in the government civil service for 27 solid years in various capacities as farmer organizer, 
community development worker, public information/relations officer and eventually bank manager. In 2006, 
he availed himself of an early retirement incentive program from the Land Bank of the Philippines, where he 
last served as head of the regional Cooperative Development Assistance Center. After LBP, he had a streak 
of engagements with 7 private banks, hopscotching from department manager to AVP, VP and at one-time 
President/CEO positions. Presently, Lyd is a freelance consultant and part-time professor-trainer on a wide array 
of fields such as banking, financial management, marketing and sales, corporate social responsibility and good 
governance, community relations, and cooperative development. He is happily married to his “ex-girlfriend”, the 
former Miss Annie Villeta y Cabrera.

Lydio Pedregosa
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“Fray Celso” is a native of Calinog, Iloilo, Philippines. He joined the Dominicans in May 1976 
belonging to the first batch of Postulants (a total of 13) who proceeded to completing A.B. 
Philosophy prior to vesting with the Dominican habit and acceptance to the Novitiate. He was 
the only “survivor” in that program who completed the Philosophy course as Class 1980 of 
the Philippine Dominican Center of Studies. He left the Dominican Order in November 1980. 
Thereafter, Celso in 1981 studied Chemical Engineering at the University of San Agustin, 
Iloilo, graduated Class 1985. Celso is married and they have two children. He was based in 
New Jersey from 1991–2011 before moving to West Palm Beach, Florida where he is currently 
employed at American Sugar Refining Group (ASR-Group) as Supplier Quality Engineer.Celso Paguntalan

“Fray Jojo” entered the Dominican Seminary in Villa Lizares, Jaro, Iloilo City in 1971 right 
after his graduation from Camiling Catholic School in Camiling, Tarlac. Jojo later discerned 
to leave the confines of the Dominican Convent and studied Agricultural Economics & Farm 
Management from Dela Salle, Araneta. He was commissioned to the military’s Call of Active 
Duty (CAD) of the Philippine Army and was also an honorary member of PNP Academy 
Matatag Class 1981. After his tour of duty from his Military service, Jojo re-channeled his 
efforts and time towards farming and quarrying in Naguilian, La Union and Bayambang, 
Pangasinan. Married to Theole, a chief nurse at EARIST, they have begotten two daughters 
and a son, unfortunately, his son has gone early to join our Father in heaven. Fray Jojo held the 
position as president of FSDPI from 2015 to 2016. Still yearning, fray Jojo hopes that someday 
he will find himself playing with his grandkids.

Remigio Estrada

“Fray Ted” entered the Dominican seminary in 1973 at Peñafort Hall in Aquinas University 
of Legaspi (now UST-Aquinas). After completing the novitiate at Villa Lizares in Jaro, Iloilo, 
Ted majored in English at Letran (and cross-enrolled for journalism in Lyceum), where he 
served as reporter for The Lance, vice-president of the Letran Chorale, and president of the 
Humanities Literary Circle, up to the time of his departure from College and the seminary 
in 1978. Ted briefly worked for a stock brokerage firm in Manila before joining Saudi 
Aramco in 1981. While there, he managed the publication of the weekly Oasis Times. He 
married Mayette in 1982 and two years later was blessed with an unico hijo, Thomas John. 
The family immigrated to Canada in 1988 where he landed a job at Cadbury. The computer 
knowledge he acquired from Aramco made Ted indispensable as Technical Support 

Coordinator, pioneering the use of Windows with Ventura as a tool for graphic design and desktop publishing. 
In 1990, he augmented his credentials in the field of Computer Systems at Sheridan College. In 1993 he founded 
Cadbury’s in-house graphics department where he catalyzed the development of Infocus-driven multimedia 
systems. As graphics manager, he led his team in developing and designing advertising and marketing materials 
for a variety of Cadbury iconic brands. Ted’s tenure with Cadbury, and later became Mondelez Canada Inc., 
was capped at 27 years when he took advantage of an early retirement offer in 2017. Not wanting to be idle, he 
attended George Brown College for a Copywriting course. 

Ted Fullona

“Fray Joel” entered the Dominican formation in 1990 straight out of high school. In 1993 
he received the habit of the Order of Preachers while being admitted to the novitiate. He 
obtained his A.B. Philosophy degree in 1996 at the same time that he decided to take a 
leave from seminary life. In the secular world, he trained as a mainframe programmer with 
Citibank which started his career in Information Technology, and the rest as they say is 
history. Joel has been an IT practitioner all his professional life gaining experience and 
expertise with global companies such as Citibank Asia-Pacific, RCG-IT, IBM Solutions, 
Accenture and James-Martin/Headstrong. Based in the New York metro area since 2012, 
Joel is currently an IT Support Operations Manager with Genpact possessing over 15 years 
of success leading diverse technology projects within the Capital Markets and Financial 

Services industry and domain. Joel is happily married to Nancy Aquino-Gabriel.

Joel Gabriel

“Fray Peter” heeded the call to the priesthood right after high school. Upon completion 
of his temporary vows of poverty, chastity and obedience in the Order of Preachers 
(Dominicans), he realized he had a different calling and so he ventured out into the world. 
At first, he made a lot of mistakes from which he learned. In 1992, he joined his wife Alicia 
in the U.S. They bore two fine sons, Stephen and Michael and “adopted” two wonderful 
daughters Pau and Joni. From them, he has two grandchildren and the third is on the way. He 
started his professional life in the U.S. as a part-time teller and after 6 years was promoted to 
Branch Manager of the Bank of New York in their two branches in New Jersey. He also joined 
the North Fork Bank as Branch Manager with the title of Assistant Vice-President. He was a 
member of the National Association of Securities Dealers (NASD) which authorized him to 

sell various investment products. Peter enjoys reading, writing, cooking, golf, photography and triathlon.

Peter Nuñez
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About Epistoliorum

Epistoliorum, published monthly, is the official publication of Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis International. The 
term, though based in Latin, is coined from the phrase “Epistolae Filiorum”, translated as “letters (or messages) of the 
sons”. Epistoliorum will contain ideas, facts, essays, insights, milestones, imageries, statistics, social, technological, 
business and religious trends and other informative details for the consumption of its captive audience. Epistoliorum 
operating under the Filii flagship is apolitical, designed to cater to diverse moods and appeal to many discriminating 
levels of intellect.

 

About FSDPI
Filii Sancti Dominici Philippinensis International (FSDPI), or more affectionately the “Filii”, translates as: “the sons of 
Saint Dominic in the Philippines”. It is an organization of men, brothers in faith, who have undergone and received 
formal religious training in the Dominican life and Spirituality under the Dominican Province of the Philippines. We 
form a community of men who have willed to continue to profess, live and share, in the world of the laity, the apostolic 
vision and mission of our blessed father St. Dominic de Guzman whose patronage the “Filii” is entrusted under.
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The information contained on this website (the Service) is for general information purposes only. FSDPI, the Filii and 
Epistoliorum assume no responsibility for unintentional errors or omissions in the contents on the Service.

Any opinion expressed by the contributing writers reflect exclusively their own and do not, in any way, represent the 
position of FSDPI, its advisory body, and the editorial staff.

In no event shall FSDPI, the Filii and Epistoliorum be liable for any special, direct, indirect, consequential, or incidental 
damages or any damages whatsoever, whether in an action of contract, negligence or other tort, arising out of or in 
connection with the use of the Service or the contents of the Service.  FSDPI, the Filii and Epistoliorum reserve the 
right to make additions, deletions, or modification to the contents on the Service at any time without prior notice.

FSDPI, Filii and Epistoliorum do not warrant that the website, or connection to it, is free of viruses or other harmful 
components.

FSDPI and Epistoliorum website(s) may contain links to external websites that are not provided or maintained by or 
in any way affiliated with FSDPI, the Filii and Epistoliorum.  Please note that FSDPI, the Filii and Epistoliorum do not 
guarantee the accuracy, relevance, timeliness, or completeness of any information on these external websites.

Feedback, inquiry and official communications may be directed to admin@epistoliorum.info or editors@fsdpi.org

FSDPI, Filii and Epistoliorum are trademarks owned by the Publisher.

All Rights Reserved 2017


