
41

Strong Footprints of Fr. Dunston

I recall and cherish my memories of Fr. Dunston which still give me strength 
and motivation to lead a meaningful religious life. The two years of my 
novitiate in the holy presence of this pious and saintly religious taught me how to do the 
least things with great love, commitment and devotion than yearning for doing greater 
things. During the last years of his life, his memory was at its low ebb; nevertheless, he 
never forgot what he valued much in his life, a life strongly founded on prayer. He was so 
particular that in his thought, word or deed he would neither hurt nor wound anyone but 
through his ever shining flames of love gain everyone for Christ. He could remember the 
name of Jesus always even when he could not recall the names of the members of his 
community, which clearly shows how he was closely associated with Jesus. He used to 
advise those who discontinued from the religious life to call the name of Jesus in all 
adversities of life without losing heart.  This simple but powerful word has impacted my 
life and I still continue to use this for my meditation. 
 He faithfully followed the religious vows and ensured that at every moment he 
adhered by the laws of the vows intact. Though he often failed to recollect the names of the 
superiors, he knew very well the designation given to each and obeyed their instructions 
without raising an eyebrow even if they were hard to follow. To the authority he always 
expressed great reverence and respect that I could observe in his life. For the sake of fun, 
when the Novice Master stopped him from doing or eating something, he immediately 
obeyed like an innocent child and waited patiently to get his permission. The material 
possession he had was the least that any religious would have which consisted of an iron 
trunk box, three sets of habit and a crucifix. He practised absolute poverty in both spirit 
and matter without any compromise. He was totally chaste in his words and actions and 
considered it as an offence when someone casually made any comment with a sensual 
tinge in it. 
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Iptª¯nbpsS BßKXw

 t\cw ]pecp¶Xv Im¯p Rm\ncp¶p... F³ {]mW\mYs\ ]pWcphm³... D®nsb 
X«n, DWÀ¯phm³. Xncnªp t\m¡msX AXnthKw Rms\mcp§n, Cd§n. IqcncpfmWv 
Ccphi¯pw... `bsa\n¡nÃ... Fsâ I®nÂ F³ {]mW\mY³ am{Xw... G´n hen¡p¶ 
ImepIsfs¶ XfÀ¯p¶nÃ...

 thZ\ Bgv¶nd§pt¼mÄ G´n G´n Rm³ Fsâ {]mWsâ ASpt¯bv¡v... 
kl\§tfdpt¼mÄ Ipcninsâ hgn Rm³ HmÀ¯p... Fsâ Imen\v CuWw IqSphm³... 
AXp am{Xw aXnbmbncp¶p...

"Ccpfn\v C\nb[nIw kabanÃ'.

 B\µtaIphm³ Fsâ D®n, C«q¸p®n ASps¯¯n... Cfw ImepIÄ thK¯nÂ 
k©cn¡p¶p... Ahsâ t\m«¯nÂ I≠p Rm³ B tNmZyw... D¯cambn Rm³ ]dªp... 
"\o \St¶m D®o...'

 "\mYm B Cfw ImepIÄ XfcmsX Im¡tW...

 \n¶nÂ F¯phm³... 

 \n¶nÂ Aenbphm³... 

 \obmbv amdphm³... 

 ]p©ncn XqIphm³... ]qacamIphm³... 

 \o Ahs\ A\p{Kln¡q...'

 shfn¨w ]c¶p... R§Ä {]mWsâ ASps¯¯n...,

sNdp¸¯nÂ Iptª¯nbpw C«q¸pWnbpw _enbÀ¸n¡phm³ 
]ÅnbnÂ t]mIp¶Xns\ B[mcam¡nbpÅ Hcp [ym\Nn´

^m. dntPm Nndb¯v kn.Fw.sF.
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\·\ndªh³  U¬Ì ¨³\

 BÀj`mcX kwk-vImc¯nsâ ASn¯d kÀhkwL]cnXymKnbmb k\ymk 
hcy·mcmbncp¶p. `mcX¯nsâ B²ymßnIXbv¡p k\ymknbpsS ]¦p Hgn¨pIqSm³ 
]äm¯XmWv. ̀ mcX kwk-vImc¯nÂ Hcp hyàn Xsâ k\ymkPohnXw XncsªSpt¡-
≠Xv D]\b\¯neqsSbmWv. GItZiw 10 hbkp {]mbapÅt¸mÄ Cu sXcsª
Sp¸v \S¯p¶p. CXphgn Xs¶ hfÀ¯nb amXm]nXm¡tfbpw _Ôpan{XmZnItfbpw 
hoSns\bpw X\n¡p kz´amb FÃmw  Dt]£n¨v Cuizc\nÂ Zrãnbpd¸n¨v Kpcphns\ 
A\pKan¡p¶h\mWv k\ymkn. Npcp¡¯nÂ Xncn¨p ho«nte¡p hcm³ ]mSnÃ;  
Hcn¡Â Dt]£n¨mÂ PohnXImew apgph³ Dt]£n¡Ww. ho«pImcpw ]SnbS¨p 
]nÞw sh¡p¶ IÀ½ap≠v: Hcn¡epw Xncn¨phcmXncn¡p¶Xns\ kqNn¸n¡m\mWnXv.

 U¬Ì\¨³ Xsâ ho«nÂ \n¶v ssZhhnfn  kznIcn¨v  bm{X Xncn¨t¸mÄ Cu 
kXyw DÄsImh\mbncp¶p: "Fsâ hoSns\ kw_[n¨nSt¯mfw Rm³ A¶v a\km 
acn¨p Ignªncp¶p' F¶v  At±lw {]Xn]mZn¡p¶Xv \ap¡p ImWphm\mIpw.

 Xsâ `h\¯nÂ \n¶pXs¶ ssZhoI`ànbpw, A\pkcWhpw A`ykn¨p. 
IpSp_¯nÂ B²ymßnI A´co£w \ndªp \n¶ncp¶p F¶Xv At±l¯nsâ 
PohNcn{X¯nÂ \n¶pw ImWmhp¶XmWv. B²ymßnIX F¶ XobnÂ Ipcp¯ 
U¬Ì\¨³ shbnteäv hmSnbnÃ. {]iv\§fpw, kl\§fpw, AkpJ§fpw H¶n\v 
]pdsI H¶mbn h¶t¸mgpw tbiphnÂ Zrãn Dd¸n¨v U¬Ì\¨³ apt¶dn Xsâ 
NpäpapffhÀ¡v \·bpsS {]Imiw ]c¯n. A[nImc¯nt\m, Øm\am\§Ät¡m 
At±lw  B{Kln¨nÃ. 

 `mhn Xeapdsb hmÀs¯Sp¡p¶XnÂ Z¯{i²\mbncp¶p. \Ã k\ymknIsf hmÀ 
s¯Sp¡Wsa¶ \nÀ_Ôw D≠mbncp¶XpsIm≠v  Hmtcm hyàntbbpw hyàn]cambn 
a\knem¡pIbpw kvt\ln¡pIbpw Xncp¯epIÄ sImSp¡pIbpw sN¿pambncp¶p. 
Fsâ +2  ]T\Ime¯pw, s\mhntjyänepw  U¬Ì\¨³ Bbncp¶p R§fpsS 
B²ymßnI ]nXmhv. At±l¯nsâ AcnInte¡v  sN¶v a\ÊvXpd¶p ]dbm\pw, 
Bt±lw Xcp¶ \nÀt±i§Ä FgpXnsbSp¡phm\pw,  ]men¡m\pw, hogvNIÄ 

 He had no difficulty in asking forgiveness from the novices as well. When he objected 
to take medicine, the brothers used to insist; later, for this, he would ask pardon. There was 
an occasion when he stood before the door of the Novice Master to ask sorry for a trivial 
mistake he had committed. He was active in the community by being with the members in 
the playground, recreation hall and garden. His presence was always a boost for the 
novices. 
 The novices took turns to sleep in his room as his health was deteriorating but he would 
get out of the room stealthily and found his way to the chapel to be with God. Everyone 
enjoyed his presence and all relished the time they spent with him. I have seen him 
standing beneath the crucifix and pouring out his heart with patches of tears on his cheek 
recalling the sufferings and pains Jesus had to undergo during the time of crucifixion. He 
even was afraid of touching the crucifix remembering the excruciating pains and 
sufferings of Jesus and would say even our touch would escalate his pain. For fun sake, 
once I touched the wound of Christ forcefully and in no time he reacted with a hard slap. 
 Fr. Dunston was a man of spiritual wealth that he garnered by his intense prayer life and 
mediation. I recall the time I failed to take him back to his room from the chapel during the 
night hours as I slumbered myself due to exhaustion. Now I realize my fault of wasting the 
precious moments I got when I could grow more in my prayer life along with him. When 
the food was placed before him, he used to take the worst and give the best to others. Every 
minute that I spent with him gave me joyful memories especially the fun we used to have 
with him. These were the opportunities that taught me the true religious spirit and 
spirituality. I dream of a time leaving everything and living a life remembering Jesus and 
Jesus alone like Fr. Dunston.  Fr . Jose Martin Kaithavalappil CMI
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