
A message from Loly Rico, Co-Director of FCJ Refugee Centre, 
on the passing of Francisco Rico-Martínez

Francisco my love, my life, had two loves--his family and his life style. His two sons and his 
daughter where very special; Giovanni the Star that lit our journey when we were very young and 
trying to be adults. We travelled to different countries, building a solidarity network for the people 
of El Salvador. Ana Teresa, our Ninfa, was born in El Salvador when we went back after turmoil in 
our country and we were looking to find a dream even though it was dissolving. We called her 
Ninfa because we were in the middle of a muddy situation and she was keeping us clean and 
ethical. And finally Manuel, the Rainbow, who was born in our new country Canada, who was 
leading the pathway to find the treasure of peace, calm and looking for a real dream. 

Francisco was very special, not only with his children, but with our big and extended family. He 
was the uncle that would joke and play with everyone, But he was not only the party uncle, he was 
the listener and supporter and always giving opinions even though nobody was asking!
He was a brother-in-law who always enjoyed being with the “ anexos”, the husbands of the sisters. 
But also, he was always looking to my sisters and his brother in law.

He was a brother who was always talking with his siblings. The ‘doc’, which is what he called his 
oldest brother; the second mother, his oldest sister, and his sister Gorda who he always took care of, 
with her daughter.

He was the greatest abuelito (grandfather) who was always playing with and planning trips for our 
three grandchildren, Cassie, Zoe and Mateo (Matty). We would sing on our trips, jump on him on 
the bed so that we broke a few air mattresses. He would drive long hours so as not to disturb their 
dreams. Our last trip was to Prince Edward Island. He enjoyed getting mud from Fundy Bay with 
his grandchildren and telling them that they were having a facial clean.

He is the love of my life, who taught me to look at life with other eyes; to find what is the injustice 
and speak up about it. He is my dreamer and every night in our bedroom we would dream and talk 
about what we would do the next day. He is the most handsome man I ever met with his romantic 
voice. He is my whole life?

His second love was advocacy; his work was not a job from 9:00 to 5:00pm;  it is our way of life. 
One of his policies was that people do not leave the office with empty hands. His dream was for a 
society in which people won’t need to leave their families to find a better life, without exploitation.

He always had a smile or a big hug and welcomed everyone to our house as family. It is the second 
love because he was always vocal about injustices, about human rights violations; he was a person 
that always spoke in plain language, and had a lot of patience until the person would understand.

His day at the FCJ Refugee Cemtre began with a coffee in the morning after his morning walk, 
bringing bread with cream cheese for the staff.  This was community building with the staff, talking 
about the news, life and dreams.

He was always eager to pass on his knowledge, so part of the second love was teaching,  which he 
enjoyed a lot. Talking and preparing his classes, bringing food at the end of the semester, bringing 
his students to the office to meet everyone, and teaching them to be an excellent social worker but 
first an excellent human being with a lot of sensitivity.



Another part of the sharing knowledge was all the presentations he gave in different arenas, with 
politicians, with bureaucrats and with colleagues in the refugee sector. He was a natural teacher.

He had a great love of the Canadian Council for Refugees (CCR), to which he gave and dedicated 
most of his life in Canada; even during his last days he was talking with Janet about advocacy and 
the beautiful times when they were going to meet with the IRB, UNHCR and IRCC. He believes 
that the CCR makes a lot of impact and he kept talking with Janet and the working groups even 
many years after he had been president of the CCR.  I remember that he was saying to everyone that
if you really want to do advocacy, participate in the CCR where your voice will be expanded and 
you can bring issues there which they will take on as positions for advocacy.

We believe that we can’t do everything in isolation, so that is why he started the Coalition of 
Service Providers with the refugee houses, bringing updates and making the coalition stronger, 
travelling together through the whole of Southern Ontario. 

He has been part of many new initiatives to continue opening doors to everyone, and the last one he 
was involved in is the Center for Refugee Children, which provides services for Children and 
Youth, either refugees or those without status.

Every night after we finished in the office we would go to our special living room which is full of 
representation of our 40 years of life together and with a glass of rum we reviewed the day and 
continued dreaming.

I will continue dreaming and with this note I want to say on behalf of my children and 
grandchildren, and our FCJ Refugee Community a big thank you for all your support, either with 
beautiful notes, flowers with which we set up an altar where he can continue his journey and the 
food. I want to say a big thank you to my FCJ community, who have been and continue to be our 
Canadian family. To all my colleagues for their support during Francisco’ s illness and even after, 
they continue to keep the door open and as Francisco would say, it is good to take time for 
reflection but we need to continue keeping our doors open.

Loly Rico


