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 My Christian name is Mary Minnie Abigail Alejandro Agdeppa. Quite a mouthful, I 
know. It was also quite a burden to write when I was still a student, especially 
during exams when my classmates were already answering questions while I am 
still writing my name. But you may call me Mary, for short. 
 
The priest, a Dominican, didn't want to baptize me without having the Blessed 
Mother's name. This was in 1976 when Catholic priests here in Manila, Philippines 
were much stricter. 
 
I am the eldest in a brood of four and the only one who got a solid Catholic 
education from grade school to college. Surprisingly, my knowledge of God didn't 
become a reality to me as a Real and Loving Person, watching and caring for me in 
my every waking life, until my almost seven-year marriage to my first-ever-boyfriend 
failed in 2007 because of a third party. 
 
It was actually a blessing it did end for that began my true intimacy with God and 

my service to our Catholic Church, which became easy since I had no children. From being a member of various religious 
organizations to becoming a lector for the Holy Family Parish, under the Diocese of Cubao, I was hired by the Diocese of 
Novaliches in 2010 at the Research, Documentation, and Information Office. That eventually became the Media Office 
in 2013, and later as the Social Communications and Media Ministry in 2015. 
 
I suppose this gives you an idea of how much I am already "Rooted in the Faith, Firmly Planted In Christ" as the World 
Youth Day Madrid theme called me to be when I became its delegate in 2011. Considering the journey of faith I was 
subjected to before I was granted by the Lord my canonical annulment in the Jubilee Year of Mercy, particularly on the eve 
of the Feast of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel, to whose order I am a lay member. 



 
But not really. I am just as frail as a baby in my spiritual life, which is partly the reason I have been invited by my newfound 
and dear friend Pam Lamphear to be a guest columnist in your parish bulletin.  My main goal is to speak on my experience 
with the Communion of Saints, especially through St. Anthony De Padua, and the Feast of Corpus Christi, both of which we 
recently celebrated. 
 
My love for Holy Communion was actually enkindled during my coverage for the 51st International Eucharistic Celebration 
held in Cebu, Philippines in January 24-31, 2016. I was under the flagship of St. Pauls Media (Phils.), in partnership with 
Colorado-based, One Billion Stories for the Diocese of Novaliches Social Communications and Media Ministry (Phils.). 
Most notable of that IEC2016 experience was to be engaged with so many nationalities for interviews and in prayer. I 
cannot but bask in awe at how beautiful our Catholic faith is! My take-home from it all was experiencing the reality of the 
Eucharist--our oneness in Faith as the mystical body of Christ, encapsulated by the words of my former boss, Rev. Fr. 
Ambrosio Nonato Legaspi, in the documentary we made: 
"Every time we come to participate in the Eucharist, we bring a good memory—a memory that will be your reason to give 
thanks. If there is one thing that we can always associate with the Eucaristia, it should be the remembering. We look up with 
joy and fondest memories. We give thanks for the Eucharistic Congress. This is a good reason for us to be a Eucharistic 
people, a thanking people." 
 
I have taken these words to heart and have, since then, strived in one way or the other; to be a Eucharistic person, treating 
each person God sends my way with much love—as a friend in the way He did and wants me to: "No one has greater love 
than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s friends." (Jn 15:13) A Eucharistic person is one who is broken and shared to give 
life to others. 
 
Fast forward to 2020, when this desire was put to the test in so many ways that included meeting one of your parishioners 
online through a Catholic Dating Group in Facebook during the height of the pandemic. Let me refer to him here as Captain, 
as I fondly do call him as it is part of his pseudonym. 
 
Captain and I talked via Facebook Messenger for the first time out my need for solace and guidance since my boyfriend 
then (who I also met online) turned out to be a professional scammer (yep, sadly, one of those that play on a woman's heart 



for a money heist.) I am grateful that Captain helped me to be firm, not to give in and send out the money (which, by the 
way, I really didn't have since I had just lost my full-time job), and to block the guy for good. 
 
The pandemic had caused a lot of my childhood wounds to resurface and has led me into some very dark alleys, such that I 
lost sight of God. But, see, God never lost sight of me. 
 
God sent me an angel that took me out of that darkness and brought me to the Light. That angel's name is Captain. He was 
actually true to the meaning of his birth name, "God's salvation is at hand!" This is why I regarded him as my co-pilgrim in 
this spiritual journey. 
 
In addition, I regarded Captain as God’s gift to me since he came into my life on the eve of my birthday, which happens to 
be the monthly anniversary of Our Lady of Fatima in October. 
 
Captain and I easily jived on the first day we met and have shared things with each other—both our darkness and light—
that we had never shared with any one before: our aspirations, woundedness, future plans, and dreams. 
 
So, I actually thought I had finally found the friend I had long been looking for: a person who is totally like me in so many 
ways—compassionate, consoling, loving, honest, conversant, authentic, intelligent, artistic, multi-talented, sensitive, 
principled, and same-minded, to name a few—and aspired to the same goals: having a family of our own, a holy family; 
living a simple and quiet life in nature, near the ocean and the forest. It is very hard to find someone with the same mind and 
heart as yours, especially in the kind of world we live in today that breeds in the culture of objectivism and individualism. 
But, more than anything, I actually thought I had finally found the spouse for which I had been praying to St. Anthony De 
Padua, St. Padre Pio of Pietrelcina, St. Therese of Lisieux, and St. Joseph. His telling me about how St. Francis, also my 
beloved saint, brought him to the Catholic church and his desire to be a tertiary member of a religious order were just too 
difficult to ignore as a sign from my dear friends in Heaven that God's hand was behind our lives intersecting. 
 
True enough, I experienced two personal miracles (I am not counting the ones that I had prayed for him) through his 
"breaking of the bread" with me. I won't go into the details but he has helped me heal two of my childhood wounds: being 
"conceived in sin" (Ps 51) and the fear of death. There are so many other things he has done for me that made it difficult not 



to love him--including initiating an online Bible study that he told me we could do through the YouVersion app. He has a 
beautiful heart, after all, one after God's, and that, I believe, any Catholic woman would find hard to resist. 
 
When he told me he couldn't commit to having a romantic relationship with me because he didn't want to hurt me and he 
has issues he first needed to address, I actually felt hurt but did realize afterwards that it was noble of him to do so. After all, 
I too am God's gift to him in answer to the prayer of his heart for someone who would truly love him. I accepted his decision 
and respected that we remain as friends. And so, a true friend I remained for him. 
 
Unbeknownst to him, I entrusted him to the care of my older sister in Heaven, St. Therese of Lisieux, who many people I 
know often say I resemble; to ensure his conversion to becoming Catholic while I prayed daily the Divine Mercy Chaplet for 
six months so that he would persevere in the Catholic Faith until his Baptism, despite the date being still unknown. 
 
When he had given up hope that he would be baptized at all this year, I pushed him to email Fr. Joseph to ask about it and 
not let the enemy poison his mind that he is unwanted and uncared for. He, gratefully, did listen to me. 
 
I, in turn, asked St. Padre Pio to order Fr. Joseph's guardian angel to whisper to him to check his email while I asked St. 
Joseph to give me as a gift for his feast day, the next day, Fr. Joseph's “yes” to Captain's Baptism. 
 
My dear father in Heaven, St. Joseph, who I just finished consecrating myself to that day of March 19, answered my prayer. 
So did the rest of my saints whom I regard as dear friends. Captain told me he was surprised that Fr. Joseph replied 
immediately, despite him sending the email at 1am. I didn't tell Captain about what I did until he was done telling me the 
good news. 
 
So, you could just understand why a 44-year-old woman who lived 11,000 km from Waldport, Oregon was crying on his 
Baptismal day! I would have wanted to be there in person if only I had the means to and if only there were no pandemic. I 
didn't get to watch it either since Zoom sessions are only for parishioners. I am too grateful with just knowing my mission 
was done. 
 



My dear saints have made themselves more manifest in his life after that—my elder sister in Heaven has already 
"presented" herself in the form of a poster of her that he got from Mater Dei Radio after sending over some donations. 
The truth is our saints choose us by befriending us! It is up to us whether we accept that invitation or not. 
 
The past eight months have been a remarkable journey that I would always look back to with gratitude and not with regret or 
bitterness. You see, life has taught me that no matter how many failed relationships I have had in the past, each relationship 
leaves behind something beautiful that makes me a better person and that allowed me to experience God's love through 
each of them. 
 
I choose to remember what is beautiful from each experience so that I 
won't be filled with bitterness, and I would allow myself to love again--
giving the new person that would come into my life a chance he so 
deserves. 
 
"The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away! Blessed be the name of 
the Lord!" 
 
 


