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A ROYAL VISIT
We recently had the honour to welcome a very important
visitor to the School for the Blind. Her Royal Highness
Princess Maha Chakri Sirindhorn has for many years been
Patron of the school, and this recent visit to Pattaya was
to preside over the official opening ceremony of the newly
constructed Adapted Library & Learning Center.
Her Royal Highness has visited our projects several times,
and the first time she visited the School for the Blind was
over thirty years ago when the school moved into its current location. That time she planted a tree to commemorate the occasion of her visit, and that tree is now over ten
meters high and a great place for students to sit as it gives
lots of shade.
For many years the old library at the school was just a room
with books, not a very comfortable place to sit and read or
study, but the new facility is wonderful. It is quiet, cool and
has several new tools which make everything easier for the
students

There are computers if the students
need to have a quiet space to do their
work. There are
shelves from floor
to ceiling, and row
upon row of books,
mostly in Braille,
and there are machines which play
audio books for
when a group of
students want to
sit and listen together.
For those students
who are not totally blind and who
have some sight,
there is also a new
machine which will
enlarge the print on
a page onto a monitor so the student can read.
The Princess was impressed by the new facility, and the
students were very happy that she could attend the opening ceremony. It is always an honour to see her Royal Highness, but as the students were unable to physically see her
she agreed to give them a private audience, away from the
cameras, where they would hear her voice as she gave them
advice. It was a day that our students will never forget.

we never turn a needy child away

STUDENT INITIATION
I’ve been here at the Foundation for almost eighteen years, and two of the highlights of each year is the
arrival of new students at the vocational school, or the Technological College for
People with Disabilities as it is now named.
Being a college we, like colleges around the world, enroll new students when the
school year starts in early May.
However, the college not only accepts students on the college courses, but also
those who want to enroll in the Elementary, Non-Formal Education and the Preparation courses, mostly young people who have very little on no previous education.
In early November twenty three new students arrived at the college, and now I
want you to imagine what it is like for these new students.
You have said farewell to your family and your neighbours. You’ve traveled to
Pattaya, most coming in the back of a pick-up truck and taking several hours to
reach here.
Once here, you know no-one, you have very little confidence or self-esteem, you have no friends and all your life
you’ve been told ‘you can’t’ do anything. Can’t go to school or to work, can’t go out with friends, play sport, can’t
go to the mall on your own, and all because you have a disability.
Your whole life, or since you became disabled, has been spent being told you can’t do
anything, and you believe it. People have laughed at you, ridiculed you, made fun of
you and made you feel different to everyone else.
You are worried about what’s going to happen. Your family have left, all gone home
and you are on your own. You don’t know what’s going to happen, will you make
friends and understand the work, or will you continue to be treated and to feel differently to everyone else?
Then you get told that after lunch on your first day at the
college you are going to go through an initiation ceremony
that will humiliate you. How do you think you would feel?
Our new students are nervous enough, without being told
what is in store for their first day in Pattaya.
They must go into a tent, set up especially for this one event, where they will have their
faces painted, make-up applied and talcum powder will be sprinkled over them.
The rest of the day will be fun. Music, singing, dancing and games, lots of games, and
all designed by the current students to introduce the new arrivals to each other and get
rid of some of their fears and the worries.
It is a great day, the new arrivals just don’t realise it at first.
Two days later they go through the official welcoming ceremony when the teaching faculty and volunteer teachers welcome them to the school, and they are accepted as part of the student body. They receive a new uniform,
start to make friends and even begin to smile.
Two years later, and you will hardly recognise them, they will have changed so much.

A FAMILIAR CAR
I was up at the Children’s Village recently, sitting with some of the children and waiting for a group visitors to arrive. I had ridden up there on my motorbike, while the guests would be coming by car; I don’t have the patience
to sit in Pattaya traffic in the middle of rush hour!
As there were so many guests the only car they could all fit in was the one that Brother Denis used to drive.
Brother Denis visited the Village every day, come rain or shine, no matter how well or sick he was feeling, and he
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would always have a
box of lollipops or some
sweets for the children.

and getting very excited. The car had not even
stopped and the children were calling his name,
banging on the window and trying to open the door.

Whenever they saw his
car arrive they would
come running, but Brother Denis died in June and
the children do miss him.

I don’t think I have ever seen such a group of disappointed children when they realised that it was not
Brother Denis in the car.

I was sitting with the
children when the car
came through the gates,
and I knew it had arrived
even before I saw it. The
children were shouting ‘Brother maa leew’
(Brother is here) and getting very excited as they thought
it would be Brother Denis coming back to visit.
From everywhere they came running, shouting his name

They all know he is dead, they all remember the
party when we celebrated his birthday less than
24 hours after he passed away, and it was the best
party we’ve ever had, but I think that for just one
brief moment they thought, hoped, that he was still
with us.
Fortunately for the children the guests came carrying bags full of sweets and lollipops, but apparently, and according to one young lady, ten years of
age, they weren’t as nice as the ones Brother Denis
used to bring.

POOL AND PIZZA PARTY
I was recently given an invitation by a local hotel to take
some children down to use their swimming pool.
We selected forty youngsters, all who have only been
with us a very short time. Some of them have very sad
stories, others are just very poor and one young boy arrived a few days before as his mother was admitted into
hospital with a terminal disease.
Of the forty children over half had never been in a swimming pool before, and only five had ever eaten pizza,
which they all loved.
That day was also the birthday of one of our young ladies. She was sixteen years of age, and after we sang
Happy Birthday to her and she blew out the candles on
the cake we discovered that this was the
first time she had ever
celebrated her birthday; first time having
people sing to her,
first time blowing the
candles out on the
cake and the birthday
she will remember the
most.
Over the years people
have said to me that I,
and we at the Foundation, spoil the children, that we give
them too much, often criticized for taking them swimming or to a fast food restaurant for a burger.

Most of the children in our care
have had hard lives,
and when they are
older I never want
them to think back
to their childhood
and only have bad
memories.
Two of the boys
who came swimming with us have
only been here a
short time. They
came to live with
us after their teacher at school complained about the scars on their legs.
It seems that their step-father would send them out
each morning to the local markets to sell food, they
were six and seven years of age. They had to carry
large baskets of food and if they dropped anything
then he would whip them when they returned home.
When they are adults and they think about their childhood I don’t want them to think about being whipped. I
want them to remember going to the pool, eating pizza
for the very first time, friends singing Happy Birthday
to them and celebrating a soccer win at McDonalds.
Treats like this are very rare, but one I hope they will
remember for many years to come.
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PROTECTED AGAINST ANYTHING AND EVERYTHING
When I was working as a nurse in the UK it
was expected that every baby and small child would
receive their vaccinations at the advised age.
Babies would receive their
first injection at just a few
months after birth, and then
there would be a list of dates
and ages when they would
receive the rest.
That doesn’t always happen
here in Thailand, but the annual medical exams can usually tell us what the children
are lacking in terms of protection.

SOS RICE

I recently went with over fifty
children to a local clinic so they
could receive their Hepatitis B
vaccination, something they
should have had at two months
of age.
Why is it that the young girls just
sit there and have the nurse inject them while the boys all become worried and fearful?
Even showing off their plaster
was a bit too much for some
boys, and yes they did wear the plaster for days afterwards!

MERRY CHRISTMAS

Christmas is almost upon
us and this year Christmas Day is on a Tuesday,
meaning that all local
schools and colleges will
be open and the children
must attend. December is
always a busy month and
it starts with the annual
SOS Rice Appeal, then the
children are rehearsing
Christmas carols, then we
have our Christmas party
on the 26th and before we
know it New Years Eve has arrived and our children
will party like you can only imagine.
The SOS Rice Appeal takes place at the beginning
of the month and it is a time when we ask people to
buy us a bag of rice.
Our children and students will, as always, be joined
by our volunteers at all
the local supermarkets
and we ask
shoppers to
buy an extra
bag of rice
and donate
it to us.
I’m sure I’ve told you this before, but in one year
we use 75,000 kilo of rice, for our North American
friends that’s 165,000 pounds, and the photo with
the big stack of rice, that lasted just 5 days.

Once again I was outvoted as to which photo would be used as our official Christmas card. The
photo we, they, selected is very nice, two happy, smiling little boys, but I wanted to use one I took two years
ago, the one with a smiling Santa Claus and a very
bored looking boy in
the background! So
here’s the photo I like,
the one with Santa
and the bored looking teenager, the one
everyone else chose
is on page one.
To everyone who has
supported our work,
to everyone who
helps spread the word about our children and students and to everyone who sponsor our children, and
on behalf of everyone here at the Father Ray Foundation, I wish you all a very Merry Christmas and a
Happy, Healthy and Prosperous New Near for 2019.
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