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September, 2003 Spanish Language  Immersion Trip 

A second Spanish language and ministry 
immersion trip to the Dominican Republic has 
been announced for January 15 through January 
29, 2005.   We offer this issue of Diaconia to 
share some of the experiences of those who 
participated in this program last January. For 
information concerning the next trip contact 
Deacon Bill Kane @ 617-746-5612 

Introduction 
The extended cab Toyota pickup truck, 
nicknamed the guagua after the small 
overcrowded buses of Santo Domingo, handled 
quite well, considering the rough dirt roads, the 
gifts of toys and small appliances, and six 
permanent deacons making a pilgrimage to 
the remote town of Cervicos in central 
Dominican Republic. For us deacons, this 
weekend came at the midpoint of a two-
week Spanish language immersion program 
for Catholic ministers in Santo Domingo. 
Deacon Bill Kane ’90 developed this 
language/ministry immersion program based 
on his own prior experience. Led by Deacon 
Bill, Deacons Jack Bortz ’00, Cy O’Neil 
’90, Bill Emerson ’73, John McMillan 
(Melkite), and I participated in this program 
during the last two weeks of January, 2004.    
Deacon Bill is the Director of Prison 
Ministry for the Archdiocese of Boston. 

Prompted by the growing number of Spanish 
speaking inmates in the Massachusetts prison 
system, Bill requested and was granted the time 
for a sabbatical experience to learn to speak and 
understand Spanish.   He has been traveling to 
the Dominican Republic since January of 1998, 
when he participated in a six-week language 
immersion program at the Academia Caribe de 
Lenguas in Santo Domingo. Bill readily admits 
that he learned much more than a new language.  
He learned to recognize Jesus in a whole new 
way.    
As we arrived to begin our two-week 
educational/ministerial experience, it was quite 
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evident that the Santo Domingo was a city in a 
developing country. There was much poverty in 
the Dominican Republic, even in the capital city 
of Santo Domingo.  The Dominican peso was 
very unstable, power outages were very 
common, and government systems and services 
seemed quite unreliable. While we were there 
we experienced a two-day strike called a 
huelga.  Our language classes were held even 
though most businesses were closed. The 
people of the Dominican Republic were mostly 
warm and welcoming.  We were treated with 
kindness and respect. When we tried to 
converse in our faulty, hesitant Spanish, people 
would usually show patience and kindness and 
persist until they understood us.  As Americans, 
some of us questioned whether we would be as 
patient with non-English speaking folks we met 
at home.  
While staying at Hotel Atabeyra, a comfortable, 
friendly, small hotel, Deacons John, Cy, Bill, 
Jack, Bill, and I attended language classes for 
two weeks.  Though far from home, we only 
had to walk a few blocks to Wendy’s, Dominos, 
and other fast food restaurants.  It did not take 
too long, however, to feel bold enough to try 
some of the local delicacies like platanos, fried 
green bananas and sancocho, a wonderful stew 
with several kinds of meat, rice, and vegetables.  
We did heed the advice given to most travelers 
and did not drink the water.  
I cannot say enough good things about the 
language school.  There was an upbeat, high-
energy spirit displayed by the staff that was 
contagious.  The school planned several 
evening events in different sections of the 
historic Zona Colonial so that we could 
experience the flavors of Republica Dominica. 
However, nothing prepared us for the abject 
poverty we would soon experience during our 
weekend visit to the remote town of Cervicos.  
Nothing prepared us for the depth of faith 
shown by its people. 

Deacon Leo Donoghue ‘92 

Summary of January 2004 Trip 
Saturday January 17, 2004 
• Depart Logan Airport on  non-stop flight to 

Santo Domingo.  
• Taxi to Hotel.  Tour Santo Domingo 

Saturday & Sunday. 
Week One: Monday through Thursday.   
• 7:00-8:00AM Breakfast at the Hotel 

Atabeyra 
• 8:15AM - Taxi (van) to  Academia Caribe 

de Hispaniola. Language School. 
• 8:30AM-12:30PM - Language and 

conversation classes. 
• 12:30-2:30 PM – Lunch and return to hotel 
• 3:00 –6:30PM - Study at hotel, usually as a 

group. 
• 7:00PM – Evening Prayer followed by 

supper and experiencing various aspects of 
Dominican life.  On one evening some went 
to a Dominican league baseball game that 
was as intense and frenzied as any Red Sox-
Yankees game.  We did not see Pedro, 
Manny or David Ortiz!    

• 9:30-11:00PM- Return to Hotel.  Study then 
sleep. 

Week one: Friday-Sunday 
• 3:00pm: After class and lunch, leave for 50-

mile journey to a weekend ministry 
experience in the town of Cevicos.   While 
in Cevicos some of us stayed with 
Dominican Sisters of Fatima in the Parish of 
Nuestra Senora del Pilar  while two of us 
stayed with a parish family. Returned to the 
Hotel in Santo Domingo Sunday evening. 

Week Two:  Class schedule  same as Week 
One. 
• Saturday : January 31, 2004   Return to 

Boston 

 



The following reflections are by some of the 
deacons who made the trip in January 2004. 

Academia Caribe De Hispaniola: 
Language School 
On our first Monday, we left our hotel and 
departed by van for the Academia Caribe de 
Hispaniola at the corner of Las Mercedes and 
Calle  Hostos. Our brother, Bill Kane, instructed 
the driver in Spanish that first morning.  From 
then on, Bill left it to the rest of us to give the 
instructions and pay the driver, who spoke no 
English.  We soon learned to say, “Nos gustaría 
ir [we would like to go] a la esquina de la Calle 
Hostos y Las Mercedes, por favor, Señor.” In 
case you’re wondering what “esquina” means, 
Ty Law, the Patriot’s corner back is an 
esquinero in Spanish. 
The school occupied a charming two-story suite 
of small classrooms and an office above a 
quaint cigar factory. It had been founded in 
1994 by an Italian named Luca Pelegrini.  
Besides being a very nice person, Luca hired 
very smart young Dominican women with 
college degrees in languages and education as 

his “profesoras,” some 
of whom even had 
master’s degrees. 
They gave life to his 
vision of giving non-
Hispanic people a 
good start in Spanish 
language and culture. 
Our profesoras spoke 
only Spanish to us, but 
they met us at our 
individual levels. 
Soon we were 
learning words, verbs, 
numbers, and idioms. 
Once we had learned a 
word or phrase, we 
didn’t have to go back 
and forth in our minds 
from English to 
Spanish. The word 

was there in Spanish when we needed it. By 
immersing us in Spanish in the classroom, they 
gradually taught us to think in Spanish, little by 
little.  
Reyna, who instructed the beginners, taught us 
how to say the prayers of the Mass in Spanish 
using current Spanish missalettes. This served 
us well since we each served at Mass in Spanish 
over the weekend between our two class weeks. 
By the time we left, we could even sing a few of 
our worship songs in Spanish.  
I knew some Spanish before this immersion 
experience. To my amazement, by the time we 
were ready to leave, I could read a Spanish 
newspaper with only occasionally using the 
dictionary. We left, promising to ourselves and 
to each other to try to devote some time each 
day to our study of Spanish. I have more or less 
kept this promise. The big pay-off for me is that 
now, I am not totally hesitant to use the little 
Spanish I know. It is fun, and it’s getting better. 
It was a great experience.   

Deacon Jack Bortz ‘00 

Deacons MacMillan, Donoghue, Emerson, O’Neil and Kane 



Visiting In Cervicos 
 

My first impression while 
visiting the hospital was its 
poor condition. Two things that 
came through were, first, the 
nurse welcomed us and let us 
come in, despite the deplorable 
conditions. Second was that 
Sister Monica was so willing to 
embrace the sick and to reach 
out to them.  She was 
comforting and gentle.  It was a 
good lesson for me to watch. 
Our second stop was to visit 
with the family who lives in the 
house built by some youth from 
St. Joachim’s youth ministry in 
Rockport, Massachusetts.  We 
just take electricity for granted. 
How different for us to walk 
into a house and find a kerosene lamp on the 
dining room table. 
William, the father of the family, was away at 
school studying to become a teacher, but his 
wife Lydia and her four children were there.  
When we met Lydia, she was carrying her child 
in her arms. Her name was Jenny and I guessed 
she was 18 months old because that is the age 
you crawl and one of my grandchildren is that 
age.  Deacon Bill Kane told us that Jenny was 
five years old.  She had nearly died because of a 
severe childhood respiratory condition coupled 
with a tragically misunderstood communication 
from a doctor.  Some very quick and decisive 
intervention by the Sisters and years of 
nurturing care by her parents Lydia and 
William, are the reasons Jenny is still alive 
today.  
Leaving there and going out to the villages, 
called campos, I looked in awe at the people 
who had nothing. Nothing!  Except faith!  
When we were at Mass, a little child was 
walking back and forth in the front of the 
church. He was standing in front of the choir 

and swayed in rhythm to the music.  When the 
music stopped and the homily was nearly over, 
the child was standing near the lectern and the 
priest reached down and patted him on the head. 
The child did not bother him.    It didn’t bother 
him at all and he let this child be a child.   
Finally, Jack Bortz and I stayed at a house of 
one of the parishioners for the weekend. We 
were total strangers yet the people we stayed 
with were very open and very gracious to accept 
us into their home. They were so Christ like to 
accept people as they are, where they are, no 
matter who they are. 

Deacon Cy O’Neal ‘90  

What struck me from the very beginning were 
the Sisters in Cervicos. Whenever people within 
that neighborhood saw Sister Monica or Sister 
Soledad they just went running over to them to 
give them a big hug because they loved to be 
with them.   The Sisters’ love for the people 
was obvious, and the way the people loved 
them was just as obvious. I think that’s why 
there were just smiles from ear to ear every time 
they saw the Sisters.   
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I also noticed a very real sense of gratitude.  
The people of the campos were appreciative of 
every simple thing that was done for them and 
most were willing to be of service to each other. 
They lived simply and valued each other.   They 
were happy and they loved where they were.  
Sometime we all get in a rut and complain 
about what we have or do not have; what we 
must do or not do. This experience has 
readjusted my way of thinking.  I will never 
complain about my steak not being medium rare 
again. 

Deacon Bill Emerson ‘73 

When we arrived in a campo the first people we 
encountered were children.  The children were 
curious about us and were rightfully, somewhat 
reserved.  As we proceeded through the village 
greeting and sharing with people we also took 
photographs.  Two of the deacons had digital 
cameras.  When the children saw their own 
images on camera they were amazed and 
pleased as were the adults. 
It took us about two hours to walk the length of 
the village.  When we returned to our starting 
point, I noticed the children had changed into 
their best clothing.  Some of the clothing was 
dirty, some tattered and torn. Many of the girls 

had braided their hair, and one boy even had 
shoes.  As they stood there in all their finery, 
I sensed a regal aura about them.  I felt no 
pity for their poverty.  I just marveled at 
their dignity, purity, and simplicity. 
Later,, as I reflected on the happenings of the 
day, when I got a mental picture of the 
children I cried and I did not know why.  I 
cried and sobbed not because I felt sorry for 
the children but from a severe sense of being 
overwhelmed.  I did not understand what 
was happening. 
The next day, as I further reflected on the 
image of the children, I had a mental picture 
of the icon of Christ the King.  I was drawn 
to the magnificence of His crown.  Jesus was 
wearing a crown befitting the king of heaven 
and earth.  The crown was made of luminous 

gold with sparkling jewels.  Brilliant flashes of 
radiant color and light streamed from the crown.  
A scripture passage from Isaiah came to 
mind:You shall be a glorious crown in the hand 
of the Lord, A royal diadem held by your God. 
Isaiah 62:3 
It then became clear to me.  These poor children 
were the jewels in the crown of Jesus Christ.  
Jesus had given me a small insight into his 
kingdom.  These children are very precious to 
Jesus.  The reason I cried was that it was the 
only thing I could do faced with the majesty, 
grace, beauty, and awesome presence of the 
kingdom.  My spirit sensed the presence of the 
kingdom. Yet, my sinfulness blinded me to the 
reality of the experience. 
I am well aware that we did not bring Jesus to 
the poor that day in the campo.  Jesus was 
already there, waiting for us.  He was in the 
faith, the surrender, the suffering, and the 
acceptance of the poor.  As time has passed, I 
have come to realize that, in the faces of those 
children that day at campo, I saw the face of 
God and lived. 

Deacon John McMillan  ‘92 Melkite 
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Reflection  
Each year I bring groups to Cervicos, and it 
continues to be a very humbling experience for 
me.  A little over five years ago was the worst 
time in my life. I thought my life was really 
over. My son, Matty, had died. I could not think 
of how I was going to get through the most 
crushing event in my wife’s and my life. 
After Matty’s funeral, somebody gave me a 
prayer called ‘Safely Home’. It is the prayer of 
a deceased loved one speaking to you that they 
are safely home.  You do not need to worry.  
There is more work for me to do and do not 
worry about doing this. When my time is done 
then we all will be together again.  For me, that 
prayer was a message from my son helping me 
to find a way to move on with my life.   
A lot of little things happened that led me to the 
Dominican Republic. At first,  it was a real 
struggle. I came for a month.  I knew very little 
Spanish, no one spoke English, I did not know 
the customs, and it was like being on another 
planet. I really wanted to flee.  Out of this 
desperation came another understanding. Life 
had to go on. I really did believe that my son 
was communicating to me. Don’t worry, Dad, 
the best is yet to come, and it was true. My work 
was to be the work of letting go.  

I am so grateful to God for the 
abundance of grace showered on me 
when I needed it the most.  Coming to 
Santo Domingo, learning the language, 
and ministering with the Sisters in 
Cevicos was a source of healing for me.  
I am so grateful that all this happened to 
me. 

Deacon Bill Kane ‘90 

For more information please visit the 
websites for the hotel and language 
school.  
http://www.atabeyra.net/ 
http://www.hispaniola.org/ 

A Mission Worthy Of Christ 
By Donis Tracy, Pilot Correspondent 

The following story is reprinted with permission 
from May 16, 2003 Edition of The Pilot 
ROCKPORT — Tom Paradis never thought of 
himself as a missionary. “The dictionary defines 
a missionary as one who is sent on a mission, 
especially one sent to do religious or charitable 
work in a territory or foreign country,” he 
commented. “I had a hard time thinking of 
myself as worthy of the title ‘missionary.’” 
Nevertheless, two months ago, Paradis, 44, took 
part in a mission trip that forever changed his 
life. Armed with medicine donated by 
pharmaceutical companies and with a spirit of 
servitude, Paradis and seven other parishioners 
from St. Joachim Parish in Rockport spent eight 
days in the remote town of Cevicos in the 
Dominican Republic, living, worshipping and 
helping the parishioners of Nuestra Senora del 
Pilar. The parish is made up of 20,000 people 
from Cevicos and the surrounding villages, 
called “campos.” 
This partnership between St. Joachim and 
Nuestra Senora del Pilar began five years ago 
when Deacon William Kane, permanent deacon 
at St. Joachim and director of prison ministry in 
the archdiocese, spent one month living in 
Cevicos in order to learn Spanish. “I wanted to 
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learn Spanish in order to communicate 
with the Spanish-speaking prisoners,” he 
recounted. 
However, when he arrived at Cevicos, “I 
was overwhelmed with the poverty of the 
area, but I was equally overwhelmed with 
their faith.”  
“These people are so desperate. They have 
nothing. Their daily life is horrific. The 
biggest challenge for a family is finding 
food to eat,” he explained. “And yet, they 
aren’t broken. The amazing thing is that 
they are happy beyond what we can 
imagine. There’s a joy there that comes 
from their faith. They don’t feel helpless 
or hopeless because they know God will 
help them. And He does.” 
Deacon Kane sought to share that 
experience with the parishioners of St. 
Joachim, so, upon his return to Massachusetts, 
he quickly set about recruiting a group of 
people to return with him in order to better the 
lives of the residents of Cevicos. That first year, 
teenagers from the Confirmation class and five 
adults built a cinder block and cement house for 
one family with a child who suffers from a 
growth disorder. At age 4, and weighing only 
20 pounds, “she stared up at us and her eyes 
gleamed with hope and helplessness at the same 
time,” described Paradis 
The following year, Deacon Kane returned for 
one week with one doctor, several nurses and 
other adults to treat “the poorest of the poor,” as 
he described them. During that visit, Deacon 
Kane estimates they treated over 800 patients. 
According to him, the medical situation in 
Cevicos is troubling — with limited availability 
of medicine of all kinds and a total lack of 
medical personnel. 
This year’s stated goal was to design and create 
plans for a multi-purpose building — which 
will house a medical center, a job training 
facility and a mission center. The land where 
the building will stand, explained Deacon Kane, 
was given to the Dominican Sisters of Fatima, 

an order based in Puerto Rico who minister to 
the residents of Cevicos. 
Another, equally important goal of the mission 
trip was to expose parishioners at St. Joachim to 
the people, he said. “Each year we bring a 
whole group of new people on the mission so 
they can get an on-site, on-the-ground 
experience of the poverty, of the culture and of 
their faith. By praying together and worshipping 
together comes a deep appreciation of what we 
have in common — that we’re all Catholic 
brothers and sisters.” 
“It was clearly stated to me that as a first-time 
member of the mission team, my only focus 
should be on immersing myself in the 
Dominican lifestyle and to gain an appreciation 
for the spiritual foundation that supports this 
wonderful town and its diverse and remote 
campos,” recalled Paradis. 
“Living in Rockport, we have no problem with 
water, no problem with food, no problem with 
clothing,” but as Paradis and the others toured 
the city, “we saw people with very little 
economic security essentially zero clean 
drinking water and families apparently torn 
apart by the arduous ‘24/7’ struggle that these 
beautiful people have to endure.” 
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Particularly appalling for Paradis was the local 
hospital. “Paint curled and hung from the 
ceiling. Medicines, half-used and opened lined 
the filthy cabinets. A hose could be seen 
winding its way down the hall – this is the water 
source for the building.” 
“I had never been this close to economic 
poverty of this magnitude,” he declared. 
However, Paradis also found spirituality unlike 
anything he’d ever seen before. “Those that 
have nothing are willing to share the most,” he 
said. 
Citing an example, Paradis chronicled how one 
day, as they were visiting a “campo” called 
Savanna del Rio, they came across a very ill 49-
year-old. With seven children, no wife, no 
income and very little hope, “he had been 
selling bits and pieces of his farm to get money 
to pay for food and medicine. As a man, it 
pained me to look at the defeat in this man’s 
eyes. He knew he could not do anything to 
help.” Seeing the family’s extreme poverty, one 
of the Dominican Sisters, Sister Andrea, 
arranged for a week’s worth of food to be 
delivered to his family, free of charge. 
“‘Love thy neighbor’ rings true every minute of 
every day in this beautiful town of Cevicos,” 
said Paradis. “These people are economically 
challenged, but their faith in God and sense of 
family serves as a model for us all to follow.” 
Paradis anticipates returning to Cevicos for next 
year’s mission trip, in which he hopes to begin 
erecting the multi-purpose building. Currently, 
parishioners at St. Joachim are raising funds in 
order to begin the construction. Deacon Kane 
has also begun a new project for the following 
year — he’s actively seeking other permanent 
deacons to accompany him to Cevicos for a 
two-week intensive Spanish course. “My dream 
is really that other deacons will want to have 
similar missions in their parishes,” he said. 
“The verse that often runs through my mind 
regarding this mission is something that Mother 
Teresa said: ‘We can’t do great things. But we 
can do small things with great love,’” he said. 

 

IN MEMORIAM 
Please remember in prayer our loved ones 
who have died and those who mourn their 
loss. 
Betty Ann Albis, wife of Deacon Leonard 

B. Albis ‘77  
Deacon Leonard B. Albis ‘77  
Charlotte L. Ayers, mother of Barbara 

Ferrazzi ‘00 
Martin Brennan, father of Deacon Richard 

Brennan ‘02 
Sophia Bonczar, mother of Betty Papik ‘04 
Ludy Bonfiglio ‘86 
Patricia Dapkus, mother of Nancy Nelson 

‘06 
Deacon Francis G. Egan ‘76 
Deacon John D. Harrison ‘76 
Frances Maccagnano, mother of Dorothy 

Messenger ‘88 
Deacon George Messenger ‘88 
Tu Nguyen, mother of Hon Nguyen’06 
Frances Santosuosso, mother of  Alfred 

Santosuosso ‘96 
Gloria Straub, mother of Deacon Stan 

Straub ‘98 
Natalie Whipple, mother of Deacon John 

(Joe) Whipple ‘96 
 


