
Encountering   Saint   Damien  

All   my   life   I   have   had   a   fascina�on   for   Father   Damien,   the   “Martyr   of   Molokai”,   also   known   as   the   leper  
priest   of   Hawaii.    Li�le   did   I   know   that   one   day   he   would   come   to   my   assistance.  

In   2011,   my   husband   and   I   booked   a   tour   to   the   Kalaupapa   Peninsula,   a   remote   isolated   plain  
surrounded   by   ocean   and   1,600   feet   high   sea   cliffs.    Hawaiians   suspected   of   having   leprosy   were   shipped  
there   to   live   out   their   remaining   days   in   exile   from   1866   to   1969.    Father   Damien   arrived   in   1873   and   was  
responsible   for   caring   for   the   leper   colony   and   establishing   the   Parish   of   Saint   Philomena.  

During   our   tour   Saint   Philomena   Church,   which   was   normally   locked   at   that   �me   of   the   day,   was   open.  
Our   bus   driver   recognized   the   priest’s   car,   so   we   were   allowed   to   go   inside.    We   had   visited   another  
church   earlier,   but   I   ins�nc�vely   knew   that    this    was   the   church   where   we   would   leave   our   pe��ons   on  
the   altar.    My   husband   and   I   prayed   together   there   for   we   had   been   struggling   with   a   personal   issue.  

I   knelt   before   the   bronze   bust   of   Saint   Damien   and   prayed   in   earnest   to   him   for   peace,   healing,   and  
forgiveness   in   our   family.    As   I   touched   his   cloak   and   con�nued   to   pray,   his   inanimate   eyes   (made   of  
bronze)   were   transformed   and   became   alive   and   human.    With   his   human   eyes,   Saint   Damien   looked   into  
my   heart   with   great   understanding.   His   eyes   were   filled   with   compassion,   love   and   kindness.  

I   had   prayed   that   he   would   intercede   for   me   to   our   Lord   Jesus   Christ.    I   felt   such   incredible   love   and   the  
presence   of   God   during   that   experience.    I   have   no   idea   how   long   I   was   in   that   state,   but   I   never   wanted  
it   to   end.    Immediately   a�erwards   I   rose   from   the   kneeler   and   the   parish   priest   approached   me.    I  
wondered   if   he   had   been   aware   of   the   miracle   that   had   just   occurred.    He   asked   if   I   had   seen   the   original  
altar   where   Father   Damien   had   celebrated   the   Holy   Sacrifice   of   the   Mass.    Together   we   walked   over   to  
the   simple   and   yet   beau�ful   altar.    The   altar   was   saved   when   the   church   underwent   a   major   restora�on.  
Work   was   completed   on   the   100 th    anniversary   of   Saint   Damien’s   death,   April   1989.  

I   have   felt   for   some   �me   a   real   closeness   to   Saint   Damien.    Now   whenever   I   meditate   on   this   humbling  
encounter   that   I   experienced   on   April   16,   2011   (Palm   Sunday   Weekend),   it   o�en   brings   me   to   tears.    I  
feel   so   unworthy   that   God   loves   me   so   much.    I   placed   my   trust   in   God’s   will   for   my   family,   and   in   �me  
my   prayers   were   answered.    I   am   so   thankful.  

In   a   2011   le�er   from   Father   Ambrose,   pastor   of   Kalaupapa,   he   wrote   to   me:   “ It   was   blessing   and   grace  
from   God   to   you   and   family   through   His   instrument   St.   Damien   of   Molokai.   Please   continue  
praying;   give   thanks   to   God   in   your   daily   life. ”  

 
--------   
Something   I   have   been   pondering   lately...  

In   many   ways,   today's   battle   against   the   COVID-19   virus   has   similarities   to   the   plight   of  
leprosy   victims   in   Hawaii   in   the   1800s   and   1900s.  
● There   was   no   known   cure   for   leprosy,   a   disease   introduced   to   Hawaii   from   a   foreign   land.  
● The   native   Hawaiians   were   losing   many   of   their   population   to   the   disease   and   were  

scared.  
● Out   of   desperation,   those   who   were   clearly   ill   with   leprosy   were   moved   to   isolation.  
● Families   were   separated   and   the   dying   often   died   alone   without   loved   ones   present.  
● Father   Damien   used   whatever   resources   he   had   available   to   help   those   afflicted.  

 
I   pray   that   Saint     Damien   will   hear   the   cries   of   today's   patients.    Regina   Kilby  
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