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Fifty Golden Years of Prayer in Watertown

Mark vour calendars,. . .the Golden Julvilee of onr Sisters” arrival in Watertown will be celebrated on Novem-
Dy 17, 2003 g 2:00 PM b our parish, 56 Parrick's charch, Bishop Terry LaValley will be the celebrans, It
will e g glerfons occasion o which to thank God for His many Blessings throughent this past half-ceptnry.
e grarefid thoughts tern naturally to our Father Founder, Msgr. R0 MceCarthy, at whose invitation onr
CORRILELEY was st invited Fo the Ogdensburg Diocese. Monsignor's faith and zeal vo say nothing of his
deepr devation to the Precious Blood of Jesiis spurred on ol seven  Foundresses that memorable day when
they left their large, newly built honte in Manchester, New Hampshire. Those who were lefr beliind hod
mixed emofions a5 our Sisters slowly processed down the main aisle of the monastery chapel, Hhe huge exte-
rigr ball tolling all the while.  November 189th was the actual date. How well we remember Monsignor's com-
mand: T feft ke an undertaker... .. © Indeed, our Foundresses were embarking on an enormous challenge but
nothing was foo much fo sacrifice for the glory of the Precions Blood, We feal their presence with us still amd
we knew they are continming fo pray with s for the needs of the whele world, but most especiallv, those of
i ouwn Diecese, We hope many of ven will e alla o attend the calelbration. For these wihe cannot be with
s, we hope to share Hre details of the Jibilee in onr next Echoes,

Our Father Founder and Foundresses
Seated: S H:ir_\. of the Sacred Heart, "'n."|xE;r R 1 H-:.'L.'.'lr’lh:; Bother Bary HuE:-:l.r:ﬂriuu
ar. Marv Graee, St Gabrel, Src ML lgnatia, Sro Marie Ceeilia & 51 bary Ravimoend



Out of Vietnam,
I have called My servant......

I was bown in 1966 in South Vietnam, My parents were hovm in North Vielnam, When the Communisis ook aver the
MNowth in 1954, they had joined the huge exodus which Ted South for fear of persecution, My father had held a re-
sponsible position in the 5o, Vietnam govermment and my Mom was a seamsbress, [ am one of ming childon - five
boys and four girfs. We lived close o a military inslallation and so when Saigon fell, the war seemed indeed very
close, . ...explosions of bombs and the firing of guns are vivid memovies even though | was only 9 at the ime.  How-
ever, as children will, 1 plaved with neighboving children after school and, not understanding politics, anly knew that
most of my young friends” Fathers were being laken lo concentralion camps. | soon wndersiood from hearing con-
versations of the adults around me, thal communisis were had people.

As a child of a civil servant of the South Vietnamese government, | was frequently asked at school if my parents had
heen born in the Novth and whether or not [ was Catholic,  Childven of the South’s malitary cowld nol go an (o higher
education. Thal was my Mom’s worsl mightmare = that my brothes, who were close o colfege age, should have o he
deprived of an education = o worse sl renounce their faith! Despite the dacl thal neither of my parents had gone
hevond grammar school, bolh were dedicated o insueing that their chitdren would receive a good education,  Com-
munist rele meant that the people were moch poover and food was scarce. Fventually, my Dad had o waork a8 a dver
and my Mom had o wiwk even harder at her rade,

My Lincle offered o lake us children oul of Vietnam by boal.  Knowing it would be the only way we could escape liv-
ing under communism, my parenis accepled his offer. I was an agonizing decision or them as it seemed  likely that
thev would never see us again,  They had heard of many tragic stories al sea. My Uncle’s eldest son had died al sea
v vears earier in his flight. My Uncle and my parents warned us nol to discuss the planned escape with anyone.
We were even caulioned not lo speak of it with each other and so, fov fear of landing my parents and my uncle in jail,
P kept strict silence. We were among those laler known as the “boal people ™ who escaped communism in the 19807,

The movning we k20t home, my Mother ook my sister and myseli' (o the bus slation. Both my brothers had gone on
separale huses (o avoed suspicion by the pofice. When my sisler and | had setlled in our seals, Mom gave each of us a
French roll lor our tp, She wiispered lo ws o be good and lo be obedient o owe older bvodhers, Mom then wned
her back and walked abruptly away from us, My sister leaned close to me and whispered that Mom did nof want us
i see frer Cry, A s custommary in our Colture, we hotlled up owr emotions bot T recall keenly the physical pain | fell as
Twatched my Mom disappedr inlo the crowd, Tears were oul of the question since we could risk going 1o jail were we
to dfraw attention o owrselves o our mission,

That evening, we mel owr brothers at the appointed place near the river where we got into two small fishing hoats.
They were ahout nine yards long and three yards wide. Their engines sovnded like lawnmowers, Their lop speed was
ahowt five miles an howr, My uncle took me o his boal and my siblings wenl to his friends [arger one. There were 54
of us escaping. Sevenleen hoarded the smaller hoal and the remainder of the adulis were cramped like sardines in the
small enclosed cahin of the other boat in order o avoid being seen. The journey took one day and fwo nighls on the
river before we reached the open sea. | remember how my uncle and his caplain perodically lasled the rver waler lo
gauge how close we were (o the sea. The closer the river waler is (o the sea, the saltier the waler.

I shall never forget that moment in the early morming when | saw the open sea for the st ime. Endiessly vas! - lonedy
and eerie! The land and the lrees along the hanks of the river could nol conline ws any longer. | looked hack. Every-
thing was siowly disappearing behind me, T choked up with tears, realizing 1 had left my parents, my other sitilings,
my friends, my birthplace and my country, Twondered i T would ever see them again,
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I have given My Angels charge over you to
guard you 1n all your ways........

A half day into the joumey on the ocean, my uncle considered changing the plan and placing evervone in the
larger boat, He soon abandoned it, though, because it simply could not hold 54 people. It was a river boat and
did not take kindly to the waves like the smaller one did. It waddled like humpty dumpty causing everyone to
be very ill. The darkness was such that vou could not identify anyone from one end of the boat 1o the other.
Suddenly, | heard a loud call from the other boat: “dung lai” meaning “Stop!”. That was followed by multiple
gun shats aimed at our little boat. | could not see my brothers” vessel as we sped away at the command of our
captain, | felt our boal was almost human in response (o the danger._ it ran and ran until the engine choked off
and then, exhavsted, it floated aimlessly as the voung engineer tried (o fix the motor, | overheard my uncle say:
“We will look for them in the morning,..." | feared the worst had happened to my siblings as my eves tried to
pierce the darkness, searching for them but everything in sight was simply water — and more water, | repeated
over and over again: “God, please save my brothers, please save my sister,,.” When | could no longer sit up
straight looking for them, | passed out with exhaustion,

In the moring, my uncle decided to let our boat anchor on that vast and lonely ocean with the hope of being
reunited with our dear Ones, but around noon, he told the captain to continue our course toward Thailand. It
was March when we had set out for sea. That time was chosen to avoid storms and high waves because our boat
was s0 small but who can predict the power of Mother Mature?

some days, the waves were so high |was sure they would swallow us alive, Water and food were rationed but
it mattered little because everyone was too tired and sick toowant either,  Every day we wene on the watch for
our friends in the big vessel, We tried desperately to look closer as debris floated by, hoping against hope that
we would not recognize a person or any portion of their boat, Each day seemed longer than the one before as
we looked in vain for a horizon, We were desperate for land! Lying on the open deck, | would think to myself:
“My brothers and sister....where are they now?” | recalled the times our Mom had taken me to the Shrine of
Our Lady of Fatima in Saigon to pray for a safe journey. | determined to livie so that | could tell my parents | was
alive, | pulled myself up from despair and praved with all my heart.

At last, after five days and four nights at sea, we finally found land. 1t was a small fishing village south of Thai-
land, The local Thai government transferred ws to one of their main refugee camps. One month later, | heard a
public announcement of the names of my siblings who were looking for me, The night we had been separated
at sea, their boat had been captured by the Vietnamese Communist Coast Guard.  Someone among them gave
their captives money to release them,  The bribe accepted, they headed for the northern shoee of Thailand  and
were taken to a nearby refuges camp.

Five long months later, my brothers, my sister and | were reunited in Bangkok as we together began our journey
tor a third refugee camp in Indonesia.  That was the designated camp for those intending to go to the United
States. Our Aunt lived in the United States and our parents wanted us to be close to her. Other countries, such
as Australia and Canada, accepted refugees without having had residence in a third camp.

Adter anather seven months, we arrived in California in April 1987, thirteen months after having left our home-
land, It took eleven vears for my parents and the rest of my siblings to immigrate o the United States. That
happy reunion  occurred  the year | graduated from college, 1t was 1992, Many have asked if 1 would have
consented to leaving Vietnam had | known the peril invodved,  Who knows? One thing | do knose Dwould not
have the joy of being where | am - or being who | am, today, had | not endured the past,

~ Sister Mary Pham



Had been keepr}?g it under m % hat but it's time you

knew.....

E::'ra".r'nanf}-: ! don't discuss m y acgquaintances, but |
decided to let you know thot | de have a speciol
Friend ocross town, Fis name is Able. Mz dossa'F
really look like a thug /t's the hat that does that.
When | borrow it rrl,-:r:..'f it an more gen :‘.s.efy and-
wall ~ you can ses the difference. Able and/ go
Wway bock. We .‘:.EEF in fouch most! ¥ thru the mail
! have to admit that [m kinda smitten with his
gifts of home-mode dog biscuits. He's far more
GEnSous thon most a"agE wowld be but | think it has
o lof to do with Able’s Mom. She faught him fo be generous. | hope you are
lucky enough to have a pal who'd give you the biscuits off his doggie plote! Have a great sum-

P, Y friendss LFE WEARINE FROH YoU,
FOUR FVORITE (A8 WOLLIF

When the power of love is stronger than the love of power,

the world will know peace. (author unknown)

July — Month devoted to the Precious Blood of Jesus

July 1st is a very special Feast for us, reserved to our Institute by Indult of the Holy See.
We are privileged to offer the Liturgy of the Hours for the Solemnity of the Precious
Blood on that day. Our community Mass will be thart of the Solemnity, also. This Feast
ushers in a whole month when so many of yvou join us in giving particular attention to
Precious Blood devotion. We are always so pleased when vou ask for articles such as
the Stamp, the Heart, the Chaplet of the Precious Blood. Each of these fosters remem-
brance of what Jesus did for us that memorable day on Calvary when He poured out
the last Drop of His Precious Blood. Volumes could be written {and have beenl!) on
what His Sacrifice means....on what it SHOLULD mean in these times when life itself is
held in such little regard. Jesus Himself made no distinction.....every single person in
the whole of creation was—and is—"worth it" in His eyves. His Life-Blood was the cost
and He paid it with such love.

Thank you. dear Friends, for helping us spread this devotion to so many far-away
places. Here at the monastery, each morning as Sister rings the rising bell, she prays
aloud: "Eternal Father, I offer You the most Precious Blood of Jesus Christ in atone-
ment for my sins, in supplication for the souls in purgatory and for the needs of holy
Church. O Mary. conceived without sin, pray for us who have recourse to yvou.” We all
Jjoin her in offering the first praver of the new day. You and yvour loved Ones are al-
ways gratefully remembered. Please pray with us for vocations for our entire church.



