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'El agua de los rios inundé Villahermosa

EMERGENCY SITURTIONS OFTEN CREATE SOUIDARITY

25 cows were send to
through the
Pastor of Macuspana to feed
the almost half a million
people who were displaced
by the flooding suffered
during the month of
December 2007.

Father Tofo, the actual
pastor of  Macuspana
informed us by e-mail of the
disaster of the flooding in the
capital city of Tabasco. We
put our network in action and
through different channels we
received enough money to
buy 25 cows. They were

Villahermosa

prepared for tacos at the
parish of Macuspana and
send daily as the money
became available to feed the
families that were left without
home or possibilities of
obtaining the necessary goods
to feed their children. Some
families had to spend 24
hours in line to obtain a plate
of food once a day.

F. Tofio informed us that
the rancherias, the poorest
people of the dioceses, were
helping with the little means
that they have chicken,
turkeys and pigs. They gave

By Father Mario Vizcaino, Sch. P.

from their poverty and the
solidarity spread out through
out the parish. Their example
was contagious.

The Piarist missionaries
that were able to
communicate with us came
through. Some families made
a Christmas project out of this
necessity and renounced to
their gift practice to share the
amount of money they were
planning to spend in the gifts
to make a contribution to this
human disaster.

Emergency  situations
often create solidarity.
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It had been twenty years since
my previous sojourn in the
tropical jungles of Mexico. I
recalled it had been one of the
most significant events in my life
and a very sobering look at the
life circumstances experienced by
many of the world’s people. We
lived and experienced the intense
poverty and material scarcity
endured by native Mexican
Indian populations in the region
contiguous of the Yucatan
peninsula, in the state of Tabasco,
Mexico.

My own recollection was
quite sweet however though I
could not actually single out what
brought about such warm
feelings. After all, as I recalled,
the material living conditions
were quite primitive. We had no
electric power or running water.
We lived in a thatched roof huts,
swept dirt floors and walked daily
about two hundred yards to the
village well with buckets in hand
to fletch water on order to fill our
reservoir. It also took a little
getting used to sharing your
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Manny Barrera y su familia en la Parroquia de Macuspana
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residence with the local insect
and animal life and we did not
have deal of privacy either as the
children loved to peer through the
thin bamboo style walls.

As our present destination
grew nearer my sense of anticipa-
tion also grew. It was a beautiful,
sunny, hot day when we arrived
by bus at the parish church in
Macuspana, Mexico. As I
disembarked the bus and walked
towards the church I noticed that
the place was bustling with
activity. Many people walking
about, a myriad of color, sounds
and music. The atmosphere vas
very festive. I heard some people
say “Los misioneros estdn aquf!”,
The missionaries are here! As I
continued to walk towards the
church I noticed several persons
dressed in white clothing looking
and smiling at us. One of the
smiling men came towards me,
opened his arms, threw them
around me and said los
misioneros! And proceeded to
hug me as if he’d known me all
his life!

By: Manny Barrera

With this act of humble open-
ness, I began to weep almost irre-
pressibly. Fortunately for me, it
was a hot day and sweat was
streaming down my face as this
disguised my flowing tears. Then
it hit me! This was why I had had
such fond memories of my pre-
vious missionary experience. It
was due to the selfless, almost
childlike authentic loving quality
of the relationships shared and
experienced in this miraculous
place!

We proceeded to the open
aired church that was filled to
capacity and sat in the area along
the side of the altar. As the mass
began I was again hit with another
breathtaking moment, the sound
of hundreds of melodic, angelic
children whose palpable
enthusiasm was quite moving
carrying me to ever more exqui-
site heights. As I look it all in, I
thanked God that I had had the
opportunity to share this unfor-
gettable experience with my
family and sensed that they would
now better understand what I had
been talking about.

We proceeded to our ultimate
destinations, the rancherias where
the town’s people were waiting
for us with great expectations.
Again we were met with wel-
coming hearts and much joy. The
conditions this time around were
not as primitive as I had remem-
bered, however. Indeed electricity
and running water had come to
town along with hot tin roofs!

Oh, but how I missed my
beloved thatched roof (techo de















