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A Royal Ceremony
It was the day we 
had all waited a long 
time for. The morning 
of the official open-
ing ceremony of the 
brand new Father Ray 
Center for Children 
with Special Needs, 
and it was going to 
be a very special oc-
casion. 

Arriving to preside 
over the opening 
ceremony was Her  
Royal Highness  
Princess Maha Chakri 
Sirindhorn, Crown 
Princess of Thailand, 
and getting ready for 
her arrival took many days of preparation.

Members of the Royal Household arrived to organize 
the event and give advice on protocol, senior police 
officers made the area secure and invitations were 
sent out to the great and good of Pattaya.  Marquees 
were raised, fences were painted, trees were planted, 
flags were raised, children had their hair cut and were 
forced into new shoes and as the time got nearer for the 
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event to start, people 
started getting ner-
vous, mopping their 
brows and reapplying  
make-up. 

At 9 o’clock on the 
morning of Thursday 
the 28th of January 
the Princess arrived, 
and all our children 
and students had tak-
en the morning off 
from school to attend 
the ceremony and 
they waved flags as if 
flag waving was go-
ing out of fashion.  

Father Michael and 
Father Peter welcomed Her Royal Highness to the  
Father Ray Foundation and she received welcome  
garlands from Sister Pavinee and Khun Aurora, from 
the School for the Blind.

After presenting one hundred awards to our supporters, 
the Princess toured 
the new building, met 
many of the children 
and also listened to 
several of our teen-
agers who had spent 
numerous hours each 
day rehearsing on  
traditional Thai in-
struments. For these 
boys it was truly an 
honour to play for 
the Princess as she  
herself is a competent 
and talented musi-
cian.



we never turn a needy child  away

The original idea of the new Center came in early 2013 
to commemorate the tenth anniversary of the passing 
of Father Ray, and I must admit that at the time I was 
against the idea.
It’s not that I didn’t think we needed a new facility, 
but we were in the middle of a recession, donations 
had fallen and people were canceling their sponsor-
ships. 
But then you meet these children, those with  
special needs, you spend some time with them, and you 
soon realize that we needed to build this center, they  
needed us to build it. 
These youngsters need to have somewhere where they 
can get the therapy and support they need. They need 
to spend time with other children, socializing with 
each other and they also need a reason to get out of 
bed each morning. 
We all get up in the morning, many of us go off to work 
or to school or college, but in the past these children 
had no reason to get up. They had nowhere to go, no  
local school would accept them, and so many would 

stay at home, alone, 
staring at a TV 
screen. 
Now they start each 
morning with the 
raising of the Thai 
flag and the sing-
ing of the national  
anthem, then the 
children go off to 
their classrooms or 
therapy sessions. 
The sound of  
music is coming 
from the music room,  
children can be 
heard reciting their 

math multiplication tables and the sound of laughter 
echoes around the building. 
It took a lot of hard work and persuasion to raise the 

more than one million US dollars needed to build it, 
but I can tell you that every sleepless night was well 
worth it. 
For me, one of the best times of the whole week at the 
Center is Wednesday morning. This is the time when 
several severely disabled young children arrive for 
their weekly therapy session. Most arrive with their 
grandparents, their own parents are off working, and 
so it is left to the grandparents to take care of these 
children.
They may be elderly, some are frail and they all look 
tired, but you can see the love they have for their grand-
child. They want to learn from the therapist so they can  
perform the exercises at home. They want to give their 
grandchild the best life possible. 
If you are ever in the Pattaya area then you should 
come and see this new Center, it really is a wonderful 
place.

Many years ago Father Ray told me that he often 
thinks about things he would like to do with his kids 
and then along comes someone to make it happen.  
I was a bit skeptical about this until the same thing  
happened to me, not once, but several times.
A few years ago the boys at the Children’s Home were 
talking about snooker and pool and how they would 
like to learn to play and, making sure I could hear them, 
wouldn’t it be great if we could have a pool table?  The 
next day I received a phone call from a local bar owner 
offering to give us a pool table, complete with all the 
balls and cues, for free.

We picked up the table and delivered it to the boys 
building. Two days later the girls at the Home let me 
know that they weren’t happy as the boys had a pool 
table and they didn’t; apparently it’s not just boys who 
like to play. Later that day I received a phone call from 
another bar offering another pool table, for free. So the 
boys and girls were all happy, they practiced whenever 
they could and one young man informed me that he 
wants to become a professional player and he would 
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like to play against a world champion. A short while 
later we welcomed Jimmy White and Ken Doherty, two 
former world snooker champions to the Home, and the 
young man got to play against a snooker legend. 
Another similar incident happened recently when the 
National Games for the Disabled were taking place. 
Not all students from the vocational school were  
selected to take part, so while the majority of students 
traveled to a faraway province, eighty remained at the 
school.
One of the teachers told me that he would like to 
have an activity for the eighty students but he didn’t 
know what to do, organizing an activity for so many 
people, all with disabilities was not going to be easy. I 
said I would think about it, but I just couldn’t think of 
anything to do with so many people.  The next day I  
received a phone call from a boat owner at a local  
marina, asking if our disabled students would like to 
spend the afternoon sailing around the islands. 
‘How many can you fit on your boats?’ I asked. ‘Eighty’ 
came the reply. Perfect.

The previous day it poured with rain and was still  
raining the next morning. At lunch time the rain still 
hadn’t cleared and I thought we would have to can-
cel the trip. Five minutes before the buses were due to 
leave the school the rain stopped, the clouds parted and 
the sun started to shine. 
By the time we reached the marina it was just another 
boiling hot day in Pattaya. 

A group of bodybuilders were on hand to carry  
everyone aboard and I stood on the pier and watched as 
eighty smiling faces cruised past on their way to spend 
the afternoon relaxing and sailing around the islands.

I’ve always said that I have a great job here at the 
Foundation, but there are days that are more stress-
ful than others and then there is that rare day when 
I could easily pick up my computer and throw it as 
hard as I can right through the window; I’m what you 
could call a technophobe, don’t really understand how  
computers work, and the simplest problem can turn 
into a huge fiasco in a matter of seconds.
Although I have come close I have never actually  
broken a window, but when I do get a bit stressed I 

go for a walk. 
I walk past the 
new special 
needs center, 
where I am 
usually met by 
one young boy 
who greets me 
everyday with 
a salute and a 
smile. By now 
I’m starting 
to calm down, 
but I carry on 
walking to 
the Day Care  
Center.

From outside I can hear the youngsters. They’re learn-
ing the alphabet, singing a song or just the sound of 
the children playing and laughing. I know I shouldn’t 

really go in as I will only disrupt the classes and  
activities, but it’s hard to stop myself knowing that 
once I open the doors there will be twenty toddlers 
running towards me, with smiles on their faces and 
all wanting a hug. It’s a great feeling, a great stress  
reliever and there is no way anyone could stay stressed. 
By the time I get back to the office I am feeling very 
relaxed and I am usually met by one of our comput-
er experts who informs me, with a strange look on 
his face, that the only problem was that I pressed the 
wrong key on the keyboard or put a document in the 
wrong folder! Well, not all of us can be computer  
experts! 
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And Finally
In the fifteen years I have worked 
here in Pattaya I have had many 
bosses. Father Ray was the first, but 
after he passed away I have been  
fortunate to work for several  
Redemptorists. Many have come 
and gone, but there has always been 
one constant, Brother Denis Gervais. 
Like me, Brother 
Denis came here 
as a volunteer and 
stayed. 
Unlike me he took 
his religious vows,  
became a Redemp-
torist Brother and is 
now Vice President 
of the Foundation 
and an invaluable 
part of our work 
here in Pattaya.
We all received a 
shock in Novem-
ber last year when 
Brother Denis was 
rushed to hospital 
here in Pattaya and diagnosed with 
cancer of the liver and lungs.
Unbeknown to the patient, the  
doctor here in Pattaya also said that 
the cancer is so severe he would only 
have three months to live. 
I asked that this not be made  
public until Brother transferred to a  
hospital in Bangkok for a second 
opinion and so it was agreed that this 
would be kept secret until the results 

came back from Bangkok.
Thirty minutes later we said  
farewell to Brother and he left for 
Bangkok. Ten minutes after that 
when I returned to our main office 
one of my colleagues asked me, in 
a whisper, is it true Brother Denis 
is dying?  Within an hour I had lost 

count of the number of people who 
came over and asked about Brother 
Denis’ health and was it true he only 
had three months to live; keeping 
a secret in our office is harder than 
catching fog in a net! 
We were all very concerned. A man 
in his seventies, diagnosed with not 
only cancer of the liver and lungs, 
but the cancer had also been found 
on his spine, and one doctor had 

given him only three months to live, 
we all thought the end would be near 
and I had already started to write an 
obituary.  
What happened next some are  
calling a miracle, the power of prayer, 
and as a former nurse I put it down 
to good drugs and good nursing care, 

but after returning 
from Christmas in 
the UK I couldn’t  
believe what I 
saw. 
After several  
sessions of che-
motherapy Broth-
er Denis was  
allowed to return 
home to Pattaya. 
He has lost all 
his hair, but in all 
the years I have 
known him I have 
never seen him 
looking so fit and 
healthy.  

His lungs are cancer free and as I 
write this newsletter his liver has 
also returned to normal size and the 
cancer in his spine will hopefully 
disappear when he has his next dose 
of chemotherapy.
Brother Denis has asked me to pass 
on his thanks and gratitude to every-
one who offered prayers and sent 
messages of encourgement.   

I missed all the recent 
Christmas and New Year  
festivities here in Pattaya as  
I spent the time with my family in 
the UK. It was the first time I had 
been home in the winter for eight 
years and it was hard getting used 
to the cold weather, but felt great 
coming back and into the hot  
sunshine.
On my arrival back to Thailand I 
was given several thousand pho-
tographs to look at, all taken at 

The Party Season different parties, but I must say 
my favourite photo was of our  
volunteers taken at the annual 
Christmas party. 
I don’t know what it is about  
Pattaya, men just can’t wait to 
throw on a dress and a wig.


