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SAD, BUT EXPECTED NEWS
June was a month that I, and I think many of us here in Pattaya, will never forget, and it all
started on the first day of the month, Friday the 1st.
That was the day that Brother Denis went back to hospital in Bangkok. He had only returned to Pattaya a few days earlier, but he looked so unwell and he was sick. Very sick.
He had been diagnosed with cancer two and a half years earlier, and throughout all that
time I never once heard him complain. He went through the side effects that go with taking
chemotherapy and radiotherapy. His hair fell out, he lost weight and at times he could barely walk, but never once did he moan about it, never once did he ask, why me?
But on that first day of June I sat with him while he waited for Father Anthony to bring
round the car and he looked at me and said, ‘I’m tired of being sick all the time.’ That was
the last thing he said to me, and who could blame him?
A few days later I received a call and went up to Bangkok to see him. It didn’t look like Brother Denis lying there, not the Brother Denis I have known for seventeen years. Not the Brother Denis who would cut meetings short so that we could pop out for a cigarette, or the Denis who could tell a dirty joke.
It wasn’t the Brother Denis who would confuse me with his knowledge of computers and accounting. It wasn’t the Brother
Denis who would travel up to the Children’s Village every evening to see the children; he was a very sick man.
Two days later on the evening of the Friday the 8th I received a call to tell me that Brother Denis had died.
We are all lucky to have known Brother Denis, and although there were
times when our rare disagreements may have become heated, I had
huge respect and love for him. At the end of the day there was only one
thing that he wanted to do, care for our children.
He cared and loved all the children in our care, not as a group but as
individuals.
I have seen him red faced with anger when he felt something was
wrong for one individual child.
I have seen his eyes full of tears when he knew that one of our boys or
girls were sad.
And I have seen him smile like a proud father when hearing that one child had done well at school.
Ask Denis what he wanted out of life and the answer was always the same, for our children to be happy.
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY
Brother Denis Gervais C.Ss.R. died the day before his 73rd birthday,
and the following day we were planning a big party for him and all
the children.

Of course none of the kids knew how they
had managed to fly off the shelf and hide
under the bananas.

There was no way we could cancel the party, he wouldn’t have
wanted that, no one would have wanted that.

When we got back to the Home several of
the older residents came to ask me if it
was true, was Brother Denis dead? They
had read the announcement on Facebook, Instagram and Twitter, they knew
it was true, but I think they just wanted
someone to say that it was true.

So the following morning, after spending a few hours sending messages around the world and informing people that Denis had died,
I was standing outside MAKRO food market waiting for a group of
kids from the Children’s Home.
I had volunteered to make fruit
salad for the party, enough for
two hundred people! Eight of us
pushed our way around the store
filling trolleys with pineapples, watermelons, melons, papayas, bananas, strawberries, dragon fruits,
blueberries, oranges, bottles of
honey and by the time we reached
the cash register two packs of
chocolate had miraculously appeared in the trolley!

I think this was the earliest some of our
teenagers had ever been up from their
beds on a Saturday morning in a long
time. But this was Brother Denis’s party
and they wanted to help, to make sure
it was all prepared, and to be part of his
birthday. There were not enough chopping boards and knives for everyone who
wanted to help, but it was so good having
so many children all working together.

BEST PARTY EVER
And what a great party it was, one of the best. The younger children listened quietly as Father Peter told those who
didn’t already know the sad news and then they did what
kids do; they accepted it and got on with enjoying the party.
We had birthday cakes, several of them, and all delicious.
The Thai and Canadian flags on one cake, and a baseball
on the other with the words, ‘You Are Our Hero’; never has a
truer word been piped onto the side of a cake.
Everyone who has had a birthday from January to June were called, one by one, up to the stage to receive a gift from
Father Peter, with Brother Denis looking down over the proceedings.
There were a few performances from the children. The blind students sang one of Brother’s favourite songs by one of
his favourite singers, “You Needed Me” by Anne Murray, a fellow Canadian.
The boys from Home performed a dance number for Brother Denis, which ended with a special message.
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FAREWELL BROTHER DENIS
Friday the 8th June was the day for the funeral of Brother Denis.
It was a beautiful clear day, and the local St. Nikolaus Church was full.
Hundreds of people attended, some had traveled from all over the country, and many
flew in from Europe and North America to say their final goodbyes.
Our children and students took a day off from school, college and university to attend, and I met with many former residents who all came to pay their respects and
their farewells.
I lost count of the number of bishops and priests who paraded into the church, including several who flew in from the United States and Rome, and the church looked
wonderful.
After the service the coffin
was laid in the grave, and
for more than an hour a
procession of friends, children and students passed,
each one dropped a single
red rose on top of the coffin. With two hands together they bowed their heads,
paid their respects and then
moved on.
Brother Denis’s final resting
place is in the cemetery at
St. Nikolaus Church, in the same row where foreign priests and brothers have been
buried since the 1970’s.
He is buried next to Father Gautreaux, and not too far from his good friend Father Ray.

CUTE GRADUATION
Back to the start of the month, and on the morning of Saturday the 2nd, we held the
graduation ceremony for the youngsters from the Day Care Center.
Here in Thailand, we have graduation ceremonies from kindergarden, grade 6, 9 and 12
as well as from colleges and universities.
The youngsters who came back for the ceremony used to be with us every day, some
for more than two years, and they all returned in the uniform of their new school, and
didn’t they all look smart?
But after a short time away many took a few seconds to remember where they were and
who we were.
Not only did they receive their graduation certificates, they also received an envelope
containing cash.
The Day Care Center is not free, each day the children must pay
twenty baht and for that they receive three uniforms, breakfast,
lunch, snacks, education, and health care, and we charge the fee
so that the parent and family have to go and earn the money.
Little do they know that we save the money from them, all those
twenty Bahts, and at the graduation ceremony we give them
back the money to cover the cost of buying school uniforms.
Clever idea isn’t it?
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WE’RE DOING SOMETHING RIGHT

CHRISTMAS 2014

Early one Saturday morning I was up at the Children’s
Village, and I popped into Marigold House, House No.
10, to have a chat with the house father who, together
with his wife, is looking after nine young boys.

All the children were gathered for the annual Christmas party, and all waiting for Father Christmas to
arrive.

As I walked into the house all nine boys were sitting
on the floor, eyes closed and meditating, or they were
until I came in and disturbed everything.
Some of these boys have been with us for a few weeks,
others a few months and some much longer. But they
are friends and when I went back in the afternoon
there they all were, playing together and laughing and
having as much fun as all children should be having.
We don’t know when a child will arrive, or when one
will leave. But while they are with us they are happy.
Later that day, I was over at the Children’s Home for
dinner as one of our former residents was celebrating
a birthday and he wanted to treat all the children to
dinner.

The children arrived for this
special occasion
with their mother
or father, some
with both. Others
came with grandparents,
aunts,
uncles, cousins or neighbours. All except one little
boy who came all alone.
I watched as the children waited for their names to
be called and they went with their relatives to collect
their gift from Santa. I watched this little boy, and he
collected his present alone.
When lunch was served the children sat on their
mother’s lap, or next to their relative, all except one
little boy.
He had no one, he collected his present from Santa
on his own, and he sat eating lunch on his own.
A few months later he left our Day Care Center to go
to kindergarden at his local school, and that was the
last I would ever see of this young boy. Until I went
up to the Children’s Village in early June this year
and there he
was,
he’s
come back
to us.

He came with eight of his mates, all former residents
and all still friends even though they weren’t all here
at the same time. But they have a connection, something that brings them together and that is a childhood
spent here with us at the Children’s Home.
It seems like only yesterday that they were young boys
who would come and pick me up early Sunday morning and we would travel up to Bangkok to play soccer.
Now they are grown men, taller than me, some covered
with tattoos and a few have children of their own.
But it is always good to see them, to know that they
are well and happy in life. I wonder if the boys I saw
at the Village will be with us in five or ten years, if they
are, then they will still be friends, and they will have a
connection that will last a long long time.
It confirms to me that we are doing something right,
the fact that our children are happy and they still want
to visit, sometimes many years after they have left; I
really do believe that we are doing the right thing for
those who come to live here. And thanks to our supporters who continue to allow us to do our work.

Sadly
his
mother has
died, and he
had no one,
until now.
Now he has a family, he lives in Marigold House, with
all his new brothers, and his ‘mum and dad’, and he
will have a home for as long as he needs us. No more
loneliness.
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