
MY VOCATION STORY

I am Francis Paul; a diocesan seminarian from the Diocese of Wabag, Enga Province. The 
subsequent passages reflect my journey of faith in Jesus and how I came to accept the vocation 
to the priesthood. My grandparents and their contemporaries were the first people to make 
contact with the first missionaries in Enga province. The first missionaries who came to Wabag 
were the Catholic missionaries, Frs. William Ross and Gerard Bus, who did so on the 20th of  
October, 1947.  My grandparents were baptized by these Catholic missionaries, and I was born 
into this Catholic family. Therefore, the departure points of my journey in faith were prepared 
by my grandparents. I am the third generation to accept the Catholic faith in my family. 

Through my parents, I gradually come to understand the ministry of the Catholic priest. 
At first, I was encountering God in the form of stories. It was my mother who used to tell me 
the stories of some important figures in both Old and New Testaments. The stories were told in 
the form of fairytales, and it really captured my attention. Saint Paul explains succinctly that  
“parents never drive your children to resentment but in bringing them up, correct them and 
guide them as the Lord does” (Eph 6:4). Thus, my parents are the main causes of my vocation 
journey.  However, when growing up in my village, I come to understand the strong ancient 
beliefs of my people. A Melanesian philosopher, Bernard Narokobi, concisely said that to be 
Christian in Melanesia is to acknowledge the fact that as a Melanesian he or she has his or her  
own Melanesian religious experiences, which no one can take away from him or her.  It is true 
that I grew up with two beliefs; the faith of the Christianity and the faith of my ancestors. When 
studying in the seminary, I  see that some traditional beliefs and norms are also helpful  in 
understanding the vocation to  the priesthood.  For  instance,  the initiation of  young men is 
somewhat resembling the way of becoming a priest. 

Some short details of autobiography: I am the second born in the family, and I have a 
brother and a sister. My father was a Catholic while my mum was a daughter of a devoted 
Lutheran family. However, my mother became Catholic when she got married to my father. 
Currently, my father is serving as a catechist. During my childhood years, he always took me to  
the church on Sundays.  As a kid sitting in the front bench after Sunday school, I used to admire 
a priest celebrating Mass at the altar. After some years later, my father told that one of you 
sons will become a priest. Having that in mind, I started to write interest letters to the Diocesan 
Vocation Office while still studying in the primary school. I have started my education journey in 
2004, and gradually I did grade twelve at Wabag secondary, in 2015. 

 After the completion of the Grade Twelve National Examination, I went ahead and did 
the  entry  exam to  go  to  the  seminary.  Even though I  scored good marks  in  the  National 
Examination,  I  was  not  offered admission  to  any  of  the  colleges,  and I  was  not  fortunate 
enough to enter the seminary program as well. It seemed that all doors to further studies were 
locked. While hoping for a better education, I went to Morobe Province and secured a space in 
Bulolo Technical College. However, I did not continue because of a sickness. 

At the end of the year 2016, I submitted the non-school leaver form to Balop Teachers 
College in Morobe province. Then I came back to Wabag, and again I tried the entry exam to go 
to the seminary. By this time, I had received the acceptance letters from both colleges. I talked 
to my parents about the acceptance letters, and they wanted me to go to the teacher’s college. 
However, a strong inner desire erupted from within me that erased all the words spoken by my 
parents. The desire to go to the seminary was already on the peak that it could not be declined 
or denied. 

In 2017, I entered the seminary with the generous assistance of my vocation director, Fr. 
Thomas Waiaken. The two propaedeutic years at Saint Fidelis Seminary in Madang province 
was so enjoyable. An old wise man named Fr. Don Debes (OFM Cap) was the rector. The two 
formation years from 2017-2018 under his guidance were memorable. As months and years 
passed, a new rector was appointed in 2019, and it was under his guidance that most of the 
seminarians had left the seminary program. At that time, I was doing my spiritual year. 

During the last week of Lenten season in 2019, there were swellings on my left chest 
and under the armpit. The swellings were the indications of water filling up my left lung but I  
had no idea about this problem. Several times, I was experiencing a sharp pain piercing my left  
side internally. The pain would start from the left diaphragm and ended up in the heart. The 
pain increased every second, and it made it very difficult for me to inhale. The more inhaling 
caused more pain, and I was truly exhausted. The pain continued for several weeks, and my 



body could not function anymore. Every part of my body systems was slowed down. Frankly 
saying, I was just neglected by Fr. Patrick, an American OFM Cap who was my rector in 2019 at 
St. Fidelis Seminary. Later, the rector sent a friar to take me to the hospital and the nurses 
found out that I got pneumonia. Many times, I went back and forth from hospital to seminary. 
The treatment I received at Alexshesaphen Health Centre could not alleviate the sharp pain in 
the body. The nurses had a suspicious of tuberculosis, so I was referred to Madang General  
Hospital. On the 9th of September 2019, a doctor found out that my left lung was filled with 
water from tuberculosis. The sickness was revealed later, after six months of suffering. Truly, I  
was under providence of God from April to September, 2019. Those five months of suffering 
without any proper treatment was unbelievable. 

 I took the right medication from the doctors, commencing on the 10th of September, 
2019. With no exception, I had to leave the seminary early with a doubtful future because I  
rejected the decision of my parents, and I chose to be there for rest of my life.  On the way  
back home, I recalled the words of my parents and I had a short moment of regret. I thought 
that I would have been on a right path if I had followed my parents’ instructions and went to 
the teacher’s college. With no hope for the future, I stayed at home for a year while being 
faithful to the instructions of the doctors. As days and months were counting down, I came to 
the completion my treatment on the 19th of May, 2020. 

At the beginning of the year 2021, again I drafted an interest letter and sent it to the 
Vocation Office. The Vocation Office accepted me to continue my studies at Good Shepherd 
Seminary. I regained my lost hope and brushed up myself to reopen the door that seemed to 
have  shut  forever.  On  the  25th  of  January,  2021,  I  arrived  at  the  seminary  campus.  The 
environment was so cool and beautiful by the respectable sanitation. The room offered to me 
was well organized, and I was happy to explore the new chapter of my life. When I was adapted 
to the situation and exposed to the academic environment, Good Shepherd Seminary (GSS) 
became my home for the past three years. I successfully completed my studies at GSS in 2023. 
In the succeeding year after 2023, the Late Bishop Arnold Orowae involved me in a pastoral 
area. With no hesitation, I continued my pastoral works with the people of Sari Holy Family 
Parish.  This  year  2025,  I  am continuing  my  studies  at  Catholic  Theological  Institute,  Port 
Moresby. I still have a hope of becoming a priest one day.

Francis Paul from the Diocese of Wabag.


