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Hi Everyone, 
This past trip to India was very good with many things done for so many poor 

people.  It was not because of me going to India, but rather all of you supporting our 
small charity to help the poor as best we can. I work very hard at this all year long 
trying to be the glue that holds it all together. 
Last  year was an exciting year with many 
more things done again to help the poor.  So 
much so that in this year’s newsletter I will 
write about just the highlights of the trip 
otherwise it will turn into a large book to 
read. Each year we grow and I see many more 
smiles during my visits to the many places 
that I go. It is a lot of work and worry for me, 
but in the end seeing the smiles makes it all 
worthwhile. One thing for sure, I could never 
do this work without people on both sides of the world helping me.  I hope you enjoy 
this newsletter and pass it on to somebody who may also enjoy it. Thank You for all 
your help and support every year. Ray OBrien  781-483-1002 

.

Sunday, November 13, 2016

After two very long airplane rides to reach Kolkata, India, I arrive at Netaji Subhas 
Chandra Bose International Airport early Sunday morning at 7:30 AM.  This will be my 
twenty second trip to Kolkata over the years. The airport is located about 22 kilometers 
from the center of the city. After passing Immigration and Customs clearance inside 
of the airport, I take my two heavy bags and walk to the street where once again my 
friend Cheryl has arranged for a taxi to pick me up at the airport and bring me to the 
Kolkata Guest House where I will stay during my trip. The driver is standing right at the 
doorway with a sign that says ‘Welcome O’Brien.’  I smile when I see him and he comes 
and shakes my hand, then takes my bags and we bring everything to the taxi.

It is early Sunday morning so traffic is light and it is an easy drive to the Guest 
House.  During our ride the driver’s cell phone rings and the driver hands it to me.  It 
is Cheryl, she wants to know if everything  is ok. I tell her I am tired but everything is 
good no problems at all.  She says, “Good 
Ray, I will catch up with you later, for now 
go to the Guest House and get some rest.” 

We arrive at the Kolkata Guest House 
around 10 AM. I am given the key to my 
room by a new worker.  I take my bags from 
the taxi and bring them to my same room 
#19. When I open the door the first thing I 
see is a white bag on a small table brought 
to me by Cheryl. In the bag is a dinner plate 
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Julia “Tracy” Foley
John Baxter
Ronald Snow Jr.
William Gaunt Sr.
Mary T MacKenzie
Ritma (a child in India
Ray Tye
Father Dennis Nason
Anthony Mathias Alphonso
Julius Seide
Emmanual & Helen
Jennie Giuggio
Donna Clark
Janet Atkins Homer
Francis DeSouza
William Kehres
Jason Sheehan
Philip, Joseph & Albert Flynn
Ronny Sullivan
Chitta Ranjan Chatterjee
Manindra Mohan Bhattacharjee
Dibyabrata Bhattacharjee
Suniti Chatterjee
Jayantilalbhai Sanghvi
Kantaben Sanghvi
Isabelle Bickford
Sister Virginia F.C.
Calvin M. Farnsworth
Francis H. Donovan
Steve Seide
Hardik Shah
Guido
John Carroll
Marie Newman
Dr. Allen Crocker
Johani Kullu
Margie Leonard
Matthew Spinney
Geraldine V. Regan
Judi Bastien
Carl Moran
Anthem Tirkey
Edgar
Rosemary Matarazzo
Frank Cueva
Doris Umbro
John Quinn
Jack Drummey
Danny Healey
Liliben Parikh
Chinubhai Parikh
Martin E. Segal
Mary Junta
Pat Tracy
Frank McGee
William Bourque
Lillian Gregorie
Dianne M. Dingolo
Rose Morretti
Peggy Burns
Barbara Clements
Carmelina Sagarese
Elsie May Morse
Major (Ret) Thomas E. Convery
Robert (Bobby) Spinney
Margaret Ames
Kevin Boyle
Robert T Yetton
Richard V Yetton
John Barrett
Baron
Bobby Lobo
Evelyn M. Mengel
Kevin Xavier
Patricia Wright
Michael C. Burrows
Puppy Doe

While in Calcutta & Rourkela…
Some of the places that I visited:
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Monday, November 14, 2016

Today I am up very early and start sorting out 
my two big bags and the one carry bag I brought 
with me to Kolkata on the airplane. One bag is full 
of small gifts and letters for the sponsored children 
in Rourkela and the other has tons of candy 
collected by many people including St. John’s 
School in the North End of Boston, MA and also 
the Montrose School in Medfield,  MA. I also have 
with me lots of  clothes and toys for the children 
as well as donations from many people. Soon I 
will gather my boxes I had shipped to Kolkata for 

along with a fork, knife, and spoon. She has also put one half pound of bread and 
Oetker Peanut Butter & Kissan Mixed Fruit Jelly along with a big bottle of drinking 
water on the table. 

After I get my big bags into my room, I sat on the edge of the bed and made 
two sandwiches to eat. They were great!  After I ate, I got washed up and just went 
to bed. I set my alarm for 5:30 PM so my first visit in Kolkata would be to St. Ignatius 
Church for the evening Sunday Mass. 

When I walked to the church just down the street, it felt good to be back in 
Kolkata. When I arrived, the church was 
full of people.  It was a nice service and I 
met a few people I knew from previous 
visits here.  After church I walked back 
to my room and called Cheryl to say 
hello and talk to her for a few minutes 
about what I hoped to do this year in 
India and make a plan. Before I said 
good bye to her I asked her to call 
Domino’s for me and have a Farmhouse 
pizza delivered to me at the Guest 
House.  The pizza arrived and  I had a 
nice supper and went back to bed for 
the night.  My body had not adjusted to 
the time change between the USA and 
India—it will take a few days. 

Society of Indian Children’s Welfare 
(SICW)

Missionaries of Charity
Loreto Day School, Sealdah

Don Bosco Ashalayam
Adarsha Hindi Vidyalaya School

St. Teresa’s School
Sabera Home for Handicapped Children

K.M.C.P. School 

Providence Sisters Girls’ Home
Indian Institute of Cerebral Palsy

St. Catherine’s Seniors Home
St. Ignatius Church

Loyola School
Ghoghea Primary Mission School

St. Joseph Girls’ Primary School
St. Joseph Girls’ Hostel, Hamirpur

St. Joseph’s Convent School
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I now make my way down Diamond 
Harbor Road to try and get a taxi to go 
to the New Market area of Kolkata. When 
I am walking down the street two older 
girls walk right up to me and one says to 
me, “Hello Uncle Ray do you remember 
me?” 

I said, “Im sorry I don’t.”  The girl 
said, “I am Nancy, I stayed at St. Vincents 
Home for seven or eight years. Every year 
you would come and visit everyone in 
November when I was small.”  She gave 
me a big hug and said, “Uncle I never 

forgot you.” We had a nice talk on the 
sidewalk for a few more minutes before 
a taxi stopped for me. We said good bye 
and I waved to her as the taxi drove away. 

It only takes about 15 minutes and 
I arrive in New Market. It is a very busy 
shopping area with many hotels and 
many shops to buy things.   I always look 
around for a good buy at a few shops 
but the two places I always visit is my 
friend at Curio Cottage, Jeet Bathija and 
Jimmy’s Chinese Restaurant.

the children with many more donations 
and bring them to my room. 

At 10 AM Cheryl comes to visit me 
at the Guest House.  It was great to see 
her again.  She sits with me and goes 
over all the details of what I would like 
to do on this trip so that we can make 
a plan as to where and what to do each 
day.  Cheryl informs me about currency 
problems in India and the old 1000, 
Rs notes or 500Rs notes are no longer 
any good and no businesses will take 
them.  She also tells me every bank has 
long lines and it is a five hour wait to 
just get into a bank and it has caused a 
great hardship for many people.  Also it 
is a holiday and the schools are closed. 

At 11 AM I walk to St. Catherine’s 
Seniors new home to find an old friend 
Sister Teresa Anthony. In the old days 
many years ago, Sister Teresa Anthony 
did everything she could to help me 
during my trips to Kolkata to visit the 
children. I will never forget her love 
and kindness for me at that time, so 
now I find her every year to say hello 
and bring her a chocolate bar. 

When I found Sister in her room, 
she was so happy to see me.  We had 
a nice visit together for about an 
hour. We laughed and smiled when 
we talked about many different 
things together.  It was a sweet, kind, 
wonderful visit with someone I always 
admired because she has always 
helped everyone. When it was time to 
say good bye to her, she looked right 

at me and said, “Ray you forgot my chocolate bar this 
year.”  

I said,  “No Sister I did not, I have it right here in my 
bag, special for you.”  I opened my bag and handed it to 
her.  I will always remember her happy smile when she 
held the chocolate bar in her hand.

After my visit with Sister Teresa Anthony I walked 
past St. Vincent’s Convent and meet Sister Sini. She 
takes me inside the convent where we have a nice drink 
of water together and talk for a few minutes.  She tells 
me Sister Lucy is now the principal at St. Paul School 
just across the school yard, and she would like to see 
you.  With that I walk to the school and have a nice visit 
with Sister Lucy in her office. Sisters Sini and Lucy have 
helped me many times when I have visited the Street 
Children in Kolkata at St. Teresa’s School. We always had 
a good time working together having fun with the kids.           

    Siister Teresa Anthony

Sister Sini

Sister Lucy

A Friend & Nancy
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Jeet has been my friend for many years and has always helped me during my visit. 
Jimmy’s is just around the corner from Jeet’s shop and we often have lunch there.  It’s 
a quiet place with good food and best of all it has air conditioning.   

After a warm welcome by all the 
workers at Curio Cottage and a nice 
talk with everyone, catching up with 
everything from the past year and talking 
about the money crises in India this year, 
Jeet lets me use his computer to write 
home.  When I am finished,  Jeet and I go 
to Jimmy’s for lunch. During lunch I tell 
Jeet what my plans are for this year and 
he tells me he is willing to help me any 
way he can. He then gives me a telephone 
to use during my visit to India. 

After lunch I say good-bye to Jeet and make my way back to the Guest House in 
Kidderpore by taxi. When I walk through the Guest House entrance, I now see all the 
workers together along with the Owner and the Manager.  I am very happy to see 
everyone again.  Every single year everyone here takes good care of me.  They give me 
the best of whatever they have and they help me any way  they can.  I am very happy 
to call all of them my friends. 

After many handshakes and talking to everyone, I go to my room and rest a while. 
At 7 PM I call Cheryl and ask her to order me another Domino’s Pizza.  After she places 
the order, Cheryl calls back and says,  “Ray I got you a two for one special for the same 
price. So when the pizza comes there will be two of them.” She tells me how much 
everything is so I can have the money ready when it is delivered. When the pizzas 
arrive, Raja one of the guest house workers, escorts the delivery man to my room. He 
hands me the two pizza boxes. I give him the money and he says, “Thank You.”  I then 
hand Raja one of the pizza boxes and say, “This is for you, thank you for looking after 
me. “  A big smile came on his face as both the delivery man and Raja walked back 
down the stairs to the lobby of the Guest house.

After my dinner I got washed up and went to bed.  It was a long day meeting all 
my friends who I missed all year long.  

New Market

Tuesday, November 15, 2016

Today I will have a busy day so I am up 
early and get a good start on the day. This 
year because I have just arrived in India 
and I do not have all my donation boxes 
yet, I will bring the children Halloween 
candy from St. Johns School in Boston, 
MA and the Montrose School in Medfield, 
MA. 

My first stop is the KMCP Municipal 
School morning class. These children 
are very special to me. I have visited this 
school for so many years, I have lost count 
of the number of visits with them. Many 
times the children see me walking in the 
street and yell to me ‘Hello Uncle.’  It is a friendship with the school and the students 
that began many years ago and has become a very happy visit for me as well as for 
the children each year. What a nice time it was giving everyone a few pieces of candy. 
I tell the teachers I will get some school supplies for the children during this visit but I 

also ask the teachers what is a small gift 
they might need and would like to bring 
home. The teachers’ reply was a warm 
blanket for the winter. I said, “I will see 
what I can do about getting them on this 
trip.” After my short visit with everyone, I 
take a few photos and say good bye and 
tell the children I will return at another 
time during my visit to India.  The teach-
ers thank me and say good bye.

From here I go back to the Guest 
House and call Dibyendu Bhattacharya 
to say hello and ask if it is ok to come over 
and pick up the donation boxes he had 
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saved for me.  He is happy to hear from 
me and asks if I am OK and do I need any-
thing. I tell him I am OK.  He tells me come 
over now, Priti (his wife) and I will be 
waiting for you.  I arrive within the hour 
by taxi. Dibyendu meets me at the petrol 
pump in New Alipore. It is good to see 
him again. We walk down the street to 
his house and meet Priti. I have brought 
with me some flowers and chocolates for 
both of them. All three of us sit in the liv-
ing room and talk for a few minutes and 
go over my details of this trip and what I 
plan to do. Dibyendu tells me about the 
money crises in India and how serious it 
is for many people.  As Dibyendu and I 
sit and talk, Priti brings me something to 
drink,  a nice cold Coca Cola, then a min-
ute or two later she is back with a dish of 
cookies for me. As Dibyendu and I keep 
talking, Priti is back with a two in one 
ice cream for me.  When Dibyendu and I 
are done talking, to my amazement, Priti 
brings me an egg omelet to eat.  It was 
all so good and unexpected. After I fin-
ished eating,  Dibyendu brought out the 
five donation boxes I sent him and the 
three of us opened every box together 
to be sure everything was accounted for.  
There were lots of things for the poor 
children, stuffed animals, balls, jump 
ropes, Frisbees colored pencils, calcula-
tors, even walking canes for seniors.

Priti and Dibyendu enjoy helping 
poor people and they extend themselves 
to help me every year.  This year they not 
only helped me collect donation boxes, 
but they also got school desks and chairs 
made at the Adarsha Hindi Vidyalays 
School on behalf of all of us at Children 
are Angels from Heaven and they also did 

another very special project at a boys’ 
orphanage named NabaTarun Sangha.  
See those stories on pages 33 and 34. 

After everything is repacked in the 
boxes, I say good bye and Dibyendu gets 
a taxi for me to bring everything back 
to the Guest House. When I arrive at the 

Guest House the workers help me bring 
everything to my room.

It is early afternoon now, around 2 
PM, and I still have time to visit two more 
special places. I pack up a few more bags 
of Halloween candy and make my way 
back to the KMCP Municipal School af-
ternoon class. Again, when I arrive the 
children are happy to see me. The teach-
er helps me pass out the candy to every-
one. 

After my visit at the KMCP School, 
I make my way to St. Teresa’s School on 
Diamond Harbor Rd. to visit the Angels 
from the Street children in the afternoon 
class.  When I walk through the front gate 
I see a sign at the front of the school that 
says Children’s Day.  I did not know it was 
Children’s Day in India. This is a special 
day to honor all Children in India.  I meet 
Mrs. Toppo and another teacher in the 
school yard having fun with the children.  
I have not seen everyone for one year, 
and they are very happy to see me and 
I too, am very happy to see them. I have 
lots of candy for the children and I give 
it to Mrs. Toppo. She gets the children in 
a long line to pass it out to them.  I stay 
with the children until school ends, then 
I walk back to the Guest House to unpack 
the boxes Dibyendu has saved for me.  

I sort out all the boxes in my room. I 
have lots of stuffed animals to give away 
this year.  To be honest I have so many 
things to sort out it is overwhelming for 
me.  So I just take a rest on my bed and 
watch the TV for a while. 

At 6 PM Cheryl calls me and I tell her 
I need some help sorting everything out 
to where it will all go. She said, “Ray I will 
be over after church tonight to help you, 
don’t worry.”  Around 7 PM Cheryl knocks 
on the door and gets right to work sort-
ing out everything to go to different 
places.  By 8 PM we are finished, and ev-
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erything is in order. Before she says good 
bye to me she orders me some pasta for 
dinner. Cheryl tells me it will arrive in 30 
minutes. I thank her for her help and wait 
for my dinner to arrive.

After I eat I start to get washed up 
and I discover I have no hot water.  I call 
Raja and he tells me the geyser is broken 
and he will give me something to make 
hot water.  He leaves and comes back 

in 15 minutes with a metal bucket and 
some sort of an electric heating rod.  I’m 
not sure what this is, as it’s new to me? All 
of you know by my past stories, in India
it is very common to wash out of a 
plastic bucket in the bathroom. For me 
to even have hot water is special in the 

first place. To make a long story short, here are a few photos for you to see my bath-
room and how I got hot water this past year.  I would heat the water in the metal 
bucket then carry it to the bathroom and pour it into the plastic bucket and add some 
cold water to cool it down so it was hot to bathe in, not boiling.  I know this sounds 
crazy to all of you but trust me I am lucky to have this. Many people have to wash with 
just cold water every day. After a hot bath I go to bed.  It has been a long day for me.  

Wednesday November 16, 2016

Today at 9AM I get a taxi from the Guest House and travel across town to visit 
the Society For Indian Childrens Welfare (SICW). This is a place that is very dear to my 
heart as one of my adopted children was processed through this wonderful organiza-
tion many years ago. I am always very happy to visit here and when I walk through 
the front door I feel like I am home. I get a very warm welcome from the staff inside 
of the building. After sitting and talking to everyone for a while I make my way to 
see the children. I can tell you every child is cared for in the kindest, sweetest way by 

the Massies. The  rooms where the chil-
dren are, are so clean you could eat off 
the floor. I am very proud of SICW and 
the work they do. Many of the children 
have handicaps that require extra special 
care and lots of extra money to care for. 
I give SICW a lot of credit. The work they 
do every day is not easy. It is the work of 
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God. Before  I say good bye to everyone I 
give the orphanage many toys and warm 
baby blankets from all of us. 

I now get another taxi and make my 
way to the Mother House of the Mission-
aries of Charity. This is another place that 
is very special to me because it is where I 
met Mother Teresa in 1996. Mother was a 
very special person as she helped every-
one. Her Sisters continue to do her work 
every day by reaching out to help so 
many people in need, not just in Kolkata 
but all over the world.  It is in this build-
ing that Mother rests in her tomb. Each 

year I like to come here and just sit next 
to the tomb and say a few prayers and 
think back in my life of the people who 
were special to me and helped make me 
what I am today. Some have now passed 
away. I also try to think about my life 
in general and think about what I have 
done that was good as well as what I had 
done that was wrong. Mother under-
stood we are all human and not perfect. 
She accepted every one of us no matter 
where we came from, rich or poor, the 
color of your skin, or the religion you be-
lieved in. Mother Teresa was special and 
loved everyone. I look forward to and 
enjoy my quiet time with her every year. 

After saying goodbye to the Sisters 
and leaving a small donation from all of 
us, I make my way walking up AJC Bose 
Road to the Loreto Day School Sealdah. 
It is a very interesting 20 minute walk up 
a very busy street. Along the way there 
are many small shops selling different 
things from food to truck tires. Each 
small shop has its own specialty. I arrive 
at the school after the classes have gone 
for the day. When I walk in the office door 

I see the staff and many remember me from years past. I 
always stop here because of a Sister who was a principal 
for many years, Sister Cyril. She has since retired but 
it was her who started a special program long ago at 
the school called The Rainbow Children. She took in 
street children and cared for them at the school every 
day. Sister had classes for them as well as food and a safe, 
warm place to sleep. Sister Cyril was quite a woman, she 
also did many other projects for poor children as well as 
run the school.  Sister won my heart with her work that 
still continues today.  I always just stop by the school 
to say hello to the new principal, whoever it may be, 
as they have changed the last few years, and leave a 
donation for the Rainbow Children from all of us back 

home.  If you have the time look up Sister Cyril in Kolkata, India, you will be amazed at 
her accomplishments.

I now call my friend Cheryl on the telephone and ask her if she would like to have 
something to eat at Jimmy’s in New Market. She says, “Yes Ray, I will meet you there in 
about an hour, maybe we can find a place to exchange some money for you. “ 

I said,  “Great Cheryl,  I will see you at Jimmy’s.”  With that, I get a taxi from Sealdah 
to New Market.  I am sitting in  Jimmy’s having a coke and I get a tap on the shoulder 
and a voice saying, “Hello Ray.”  It’s Cheryl, so she sits and we chat about my first few 
days in India and have a nice lunch together.  

When we finish Cheryl says,  “Ray let’s take a walk I know a few places to exchange 
foreign funds to Indian Rupees.”  As we walk around the busy New Market area we find 
most of the money exchange shops are closed because of the money crises. We did 
find one shop offering a very bad rate of return for USD 50 to 1. Cheryl tells me no,  that 
is robbery and we left the store. 

As we continued our walk Cheryl said, “Ray I know of one other place but it may 
not be open as it is getting late.”  We walked over a few streets and found  it was open. 
The name of the place was Laxmi Narayan  Air Travel on Lindsay St.  Cheryl and I both 
went inside and spoke to the manager of the Foreign Exchange who was a very nice 
man. I explained I was a foreigner visiting India, and I was very low on Indian Rupees 
(cash) and I needed to exchange some money. He told me things are very bad right 
now and the country is having a money problem.  He said he could only help me in a 
very small way and would cash only $100 USD at a 65.2 exchange rate and hoped this 
would help me for a few days until things got better. I said yes that would be great. He 
took my passport and then filled out all the documents and counted out 6,500Rs and 
handed it to me along with the paperwork and my passport.  I gave him the $100 USD 
and a handshake and said thank you to him. The money saved me that day, as I was 
very low on Indian money for food and for taxies to visit the places  I visit every year.  

When Cheryl and I left the store, we were both very happy like we hit the lottery 
number and were millionaires.  We both walked to visit Jeet at Curio Cottage in New 
Market.  When we arrive, we find Jeet is home and the store has no customers. His 
workers are on the telephone or waiting for someone to come in, as a matter of fact 
every store in New Market is like a ghost town as nobody is here to shop. Here is the 
problem. None of the stores have 100 Rs notes so there is no change to give anyone if 
they come in to buy anything. Cheryl and I talk to the workers for a few minutes then 
I order up some of the small things I bring home every year to give to everyone who 
helps me with a donation to Children are Angels from Heaven. After I placed my order at 
Jeet’s, we say good bye to the five  workers and make our way back to Cheryl’s house 
by taxi. We sit and talk for a short time. 

At 7 PM Cheryl orders a pizza from Dominos for dinner. It is delivered a short time 
later. It was good and we both enjoyed it. After dinner we talked about tomorrow 
and where I was going. I told her I will have a full day visiting Sabera Home for Handi-
capped Children as it is far away. I’m telling you God works in funny ways and things 
happen for a reason. Last year in 2015 Cheryl and I bought a more school supplies than 
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were needed and Cheryl had stored all the leftovers for us in her house. This year I have 
not enough Indian money (yet) in cash to buy school supplies because at the small 
book store where we get everything  at a low price. They accept no checks or credit 
cards, cash only. If Cheryl did not save the 40 sets of school supplies, I would not have 
any to give the children at the Sabera School when I visit tomorrow.  God is good and 
Cheryl is a Saint for sure. At 9 PM I say thank you and good bye to Cheryl and get a taxi 
and take the big box of school supplies to the Guest House for tomorrow.  It sure was 
a long day but so far everything is working out good. 

Thursday,  November 17, 2016

Today I am up very early sorting out my donations to bring things to the handi-
capped children at Sabera. I get my big duffle bag and fill it with 40 stuffed animals, 
lots of candy, jump ropes, frisbees, Kathy’s gift to Dasi and the big box of school sup-
plies Cheryl had saved for me. The bag is full to the top and it is  very heavy. At 10 AM 
I am picked up at the Guest House by a car sent by Sabera with the Sabera School 
teacher and driver. It’s a long ride, on a good day it is a one and a half hour ride one 
way.  When we arrive at Sabera,  I meet Amit Auddy, the Director of Sabera. After a 
short talk with him I go upstairs to visit all the children. This is something I have been 
waiting a year to do as I have missed everyone. When I get to the top of the stairs the 
Massies are happy to see me along with the children. I tell everyone it is real good to be 
back here to see all of you again. Within a few minutes, I have every child in the home 
that can walk all around me to say hello. It sure is a great feeling. After saying hello to 
the children who could walk, I walk to see the children who cannot walk to say hello 

as they are severe special needs and are 
in beds or chairs in two  rooms. I always 
write this and I hope you understand 
what I am saying. All of these children 
have nobody and are handicapped. The 
only family they have is the people who 
work here and look after them. Some 
children are blind, some missing toes, 
some cannot talk, others are delayed 
and more have medical conditions and 
stay in bed. It is all very sad. I can also 
tell you this: not one child is sad and all 
the children are very happy. I do not un-
derstand it! I love this place, the people 
who work here, and all the children be-
cause they are family. It is just a wonder-
ful place to visit. The Massies work extra 
special hard here because some of the 
older children are very big and they have 
to dress and change them, and the Mas-
sies are small women.  I will always carry 
the Massies in my heart until the day that 
I die as being very special people for the 
work they all do in all orphanages. After 
all the hellos were over, I hand out all the 
donations that I brought for everyone. 
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The children were so excited with every-
thing. I will let the photos below tell the 
story of everything. One special gift was 
for a little girl named Dasi I have known 
this girl since she was a baby. She had a 
crossed eye, that is how we met. Angels 
from Heaven had her eye repaired with 

an operation and I visited her every year 
after that. A woman at home named 
Kathy loves Dasi and always sends Dasi a 
few gifts. This year even I was taken back 
by Kathy’s love and kindness for Dasi 
along with warm clothes and a few other 
things. Kathy sent Dasi a photo book of 
all the photos I had sent her of Dasi over 
the years. She had saved all of them and 
put them in a beautiful album to give 
to Dasi.  I’m telling you it was beautiful. 
The photo book had photos of Dasi as a 
little baby to a grown up girl.  It was so 
good and everyone loved looking at it. I 
am not ashamed to say I cried when Dasi 
opened it and showed it to me.  When 
my visit came to an end with everyone it 
brought me great sadness. I never know 
what will happen in a years time until I 

Friday, November 18, 2016

Today I am up at 6 AM.  I get washed up and have a peanut butter and jelly sand-
wich and a banana for breakfast. After I eat I gather fifty small stuffed animals and put 
them in my big duffle bag and at 8 AM,  I walk to the KMCP School for a short visit with 
the morning class again. The kids are happy to see me and look at my big bag and 
wonder what I have for them today.  The teachers help me clear a table in the office 
and I put all the animals on it. The children’s eyes open wide and a big smile is on their 
faces. The teachers put all the children in a single line with the smallest child being in 
front.  Each child got to pick a stuffed animal to take home.  It was a very special short 
visit the teachers and children enjoyed.

After my one-hour visit at the KMCP school, I return to my room at the Guest 
House and gather a few big bags of candy.  In 30 minutes I am off again to visit another 
school called the Loyola Primary School.  It is only another short walk from the Guest 
House. When I arrive at the school, I visit the two classes of the first grade 1A and 2B.  I 
meet both teachers again, Victoria and Parkum, in their classrooms with the students. 
Each teacher has about 68 children in their class so now you know why I need big bags 
of candy.  I need enough for everyone to get at least two pieces. The kids are excited 
and I am happy to see all of them again. Parkum and Victoria have been my friends for 

return again. Some children 
may go away, others may die, 
others will never see the light 
of day or go outside for a walk 
or to play. This always worries 
me and makes me sad when I 
say good bye to everyone. My 
heart always beats heavy and 
tears come to my eyes when I 
wave from the window as the 
car pulls away from the Sabera 

driveway and heads back to Kolkata. It takes me hours after my visit to adjust and not 
be sad.  When we arrive back at the Guest House, I just stay in for the rest of the night 
and catch up on my writing and then go to bed saying a small Prayer for all the chil-
dren I have met today hoping all of us will meet again next year.

    
                                   

Parkum

Victoria
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many years now and they know I will visit them in November around Thanksgiving. I gave all the candy to the teachers to pass out 
to the children made everyone very happy. It was a nice visit at the school.

It is now around noon and I go back to the Guest House and fill my big bag with lots of stuffed animals and two walking canes as 
I plan to take a taxi and visit the Indian Institute of Cerebral Palsy.  When I am all packed up and ready to leave the Guest House, Raja 
helps me get the bag down the stairs and then goes and finds me a taxi.  He tells the driver exactly where I want to go on Taratola 
Road and then tells the driver to start the fare meter in the taxi. This was Raja’s way of looking after me so I do not get over charged 
with a huge flat rate taxi fare.  

I arrive at IICP in 20 minutes. When I walk through the front door I meet Mausumi Halder and Purba Bose with a warm friendly 
hello.  It is very good to be back here again.  Let me tell you just how special I feel about IICP.  Many of you know that I have a handi-
capped boy named Raymond.  If I lived in Kolkata this is exactly where he would go to school. They have something for every child 
no matter what the degree of handicap is. What even makes it better is the school is filled with so much love by the teachers who 
work with and help the children. I am proud of what IICP does every day.  

Mausumi takes me for a tour of all the classrooms and I meet the children, giving away many stuffed animals along the way.  I 
have a nice visit with everyone. I meet the two children who we sponsor here, Rumpa and Soib, along with both of their Mothers 
who are also visiting today.  We meet Dr. Reena Sen the Executive Director of IICP along the way and I talk to her for a few minutes. 
This year I have again brought Rumpa a special gift from Kathy back home. I give it to her and I talk to Rumpa’s Mom in a quiet room 
so we can sit down and talk, with Mausumi being the language translator between both of us.  Rumpa is big now and is cared for 
by Rumpa’s Mom and her Grandmother when she is home in their one room apartment.  Rumpa’s Dad had passed away a long time 
ago.  I asked the Mom what is her biggest problem now caring for Rumpa? She told me she worries as to what will happen if her 
Mother passes away, how would  she manage with Rumpa. Her second problem is getting Rumpa back into the apartment when 
she comes home from school. There are 23 stairs they have to carry Rumpa up and it is very hard to do.  Having a handicapped boy 
myself, I fully understood her worries and her hard physical labor to look after Rumpa.  It was agreed that next year I will visit Rumpa 
at her house so that I can see everything first hand. After our short meeting the Mom looked at me and said, “Thank You for all the 
help you have given Rumpa.  With that we shake hands and say good bye to each other.  When my visit at the school comes to an  
end,  I make my way to the office and make my payments for Soib and Rumpa from all of us. Then I say good bye to Mauaumi and 
thank her for a wonderful afternoon at the school and get a taxi back to the Guest House.    

  It is now late afternoon and I’m a little tired so I rest at the Guest House for 30 minutes, then make my way down Diamond Har-
bour Road to St. Teresas School to set up 
the Nicco Park trip this year with Sister 
Margret but she is not in. It is now about 
4 PM and I decide to make a quick run 
back to Laxmi Narayah Air Travels mon-
ey exchange on Lindsay Street to see if 
I could exchange some more money. It 
was open when I arrived and the man-
ager said he could exchange another 
$100 USD for me to Ruppees. Again, I 
want everyone to know Laxmi Narayah 
Air Travels money exchange on Lindsay 
was very kind and they tried to help me 
in my time of need. The manager was 
excellent. I now had a little more Indian 
cash to work with so things are better for 
me. I visited Jeet again in his shop as he 
is close by. I always use his computer to 
write home to let everyone know I am ok. 
When it is time to leave Jeet’s Curio Cot-
tage shop to go back to the Guest House, 
it is late and rush hour.  Jeet’s workers 
know I will never get a taxi right away so 
one of the workers asks if he wanted me 
to call and get me an Uber car.  I said you 
have Uber here in Kolkata? He said yes it 
is new.  I said yes, please set it up for me. 
In ten minutes the car was outside the 
door of New Market and I was on my way 

Rumpa Soib
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back to Kidderpore. The car was clean,  
had air conditioning and the driver was 
friendly.  It was great!  I was back home in 
my room in less than 30 minutes.

Saturday, November 19, 2016

Today my day begins at 8:30 AM. 
Cheryl meets me at the House and we 
go by taxi to St. Stevens cemetery to visit 
some special graves, the Xavier family 
lot, and The Daughters of the Cross Sis-
ters who have passed away. Cheryl and 
I do this every year together. It has be-
come special to both of us.  Chreyl never 
forgets to buy lots of flower petals to 
put on all the graves before we go for 
our visit, and I never forget to bring lots 
of candy for the children of the caretak-
ers family who live at the cemetery. Our 
visit is never long, just short and peace-
ful. Cheryl and I put the flowers on each 
grave and say a few prayers and then we 
leave saying good bye to the caretaker 
and to the children at the office giving 

Daughters of the Cross Sisters

Caretakers Children

Xavier Family

them all the candy we had brought for them. From here Cheryl and I travel to Bhawa-
nipur Cemetery, Alipur, by taxi to visit Cheryl’s mother, Valerie, who had passed away 
a short time ago.  Cheryl was having stonework done to the grave and it was a good 
time for us to visit and see the progress. We arrived in about twenty minutes. This is 
a much bigger cemetery. When we arrived at the grave, the stonework was almost 
finished and very pretty. Cheryl was very happy with it.  After she looked everything 
over she put flowers over the grave and we both say a few prayers for her Mom. After 
our visit we leave the cemetery by taxi and go back to Kidderpore. Tomorrow I will go 
to Orissa by train and I have some packing to do for the trip.

It is now about 2 PM and I decided to make a quick trip to New Market and get a 
little more money exchanged and also visit Jeets shop to say hello. Then I go around 
the corner to Jimmy’s to get some rice for lunch.  After a nice lunch it is now near 4 PM. 
I get a taxi and make my way to St. Vincents Convent where I meet Sister Anisha. She 
is the Sister who has traveled all the way from Rourkela Orissa to escort me back to 
Rourkela with her on the train so I can get there without any problems.  Sister Anisha 
and I have a nice talk in the parlor of the Convent about the details of our trip.  She says 
we will start our journey to Rourkela very early tomorrow morning and I must be on 
time and ready to go. Sister then asks about my luggage and how much do I have. I tell 
her that I have one big duffle bag and a backpack.  Sister then says I would like to go 
see the luggage and how big it is, along with where my Guest House is located. Both 
of us take a short walk to the Guest House. Sister sees my luggage and decides that it 
is big and heavy.  I tell her all the school sponsorship gifts are in it.  Sister said “Ray it 
will be best if I come and get you early tomorrow morning rather than have you carry 
this heavy bag and your backpack to the Convent. The gate guard at St. Vincents will 
get me a taxi and I will be right in front of your Guest House at 5:30 AM to pick you up.” 
I said,  “Ok Sister as long as you are safe that is good with me.”  From here I walk Sister 
Anisha back to the convent and say good bye and thank you, telling her I will see you 
tomorrow morning. 

At 6:30 PM I take a taxi back to Dibyendu and Priti’s house for a short visit. Diby-
endu belongs to a social club that does work for the community named the Chirantani 
Club. One of the club’s projects is helping school children on Thur. and Sat. nights for 
two hours each night to get extra help with their school work. After Priti made me 
something to eat,  Dibyendu, Priti, and I walk to visit the children in the club hall. When 
I walked in the door of the Chirantani Club it is very quiet. I see three big round tables 
with five children at each table along with a teacher. Dibyendu introduces me to every-
one and I tell them  I am proud to meet them. I tell them where I am from and a little 
about myself. I also ask them a few questions.  Like, is school hard? They say ‘yes’ it is. I 
ask is this program helping them? Again the answer is yes. I tell the children school is 
very important it is a time to learn,  always go to school every day , do your best and 
give an “A” for effort and you will do ok. It was a very happy visit with everyone. When 
it was time to leave, I brought with me some Frisbees and calculators to give everyone.  
I asked the students that next year when I visit if I could give them a test? They said 
yes! I told them I will want to know what every button on the calculator does. You have 
a year to learn everything about it.  Will that be ok?  Again the answer was yes. After I 
said good bye to everyone about six members of the club asked me to come and sit 
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outside for a few minutes where we had 
a nice talk. They gave me a nice Chiran-
tani Club Tee shirt to bring home as a gift 
to me.  When all was said and done Diby-
endu called for an Uber car to bring me 
back to the Guest House. The car arrived 
in ten minutes and I waved out the win-
dow to the members as it drove away. 

It is now near 9:30 and time for me to 
wash up and get some sleep for the train 
ride to Orissa tomorrow morning. My 
only problem is I cannot go to sleep after 
I am in bed. I have three alarm clocks yet 
I am still afraid I will not wake up to meet 
Sister Anisha in the early morning, so I 
lay awake all night long. 

 Sunday, November 20, 2016

It is now 5:15 AM I am wide awake 
and take my bags downstairs to the 
lobby and wait for Sister Anisha to arrive 
by taxi.  Its dark outside and very quiet. 
After a few minutes of waiting, I happen 
to look at my watch.  It is exactly 5:30. 
Down the street I see two headlights 
coming my way.  It’s the taxi with Sister 
Anisha in it.  I put my bags in the trunk of 
the car and get inside with her and say, 
“Good Morning Sister.” She says, “Good 
Morning Ray are you all set?” I say, “Yes 
Sister,” and we are now off to Howrah 
Station to get the morning express train 
to Rourkela, Orissa. Our ride to Howrah 
station takes 25 minutes as there is no 
traffic at this hour of the day. When we 
arrive at the station many coolies come 
to the car to carry the bags. Sister does 
all the talking and she turns and tells me, 
“Ray this man will carry our bags.”  I’m 
embarrassed to say this but when the 
man tried to pick up my big duffle bag 
to put it on his head to carry, it was too 
heavy and I had to help him get it to the 
top of his head. He then reached out to 
carry more of the bags. I told the Sister 
that was enough, I will carry the rest of 
them. We followed the man a quarter 
of a mile to the exact spot our train car 
would stop before putting down the 
bag or resting. I was beat at this point 
and very happy we stopped. About 30 
minutes later the train arrived and the 

coolie put the big bag on the overhead rack. Sister paid him and we both said thank 
you to him.  Twenty minutes  later the train started to make its way to Rourkela. I like 
trains so it’s a very interesting trip for me.  Looking out the window is very different 
seeing villages along the way, people working the rice fields or people walking on dirt 
paths in the middle of nowhere.  When I look out the window of the train I understand 
that life sure is different here in India.  Inside the train vendors walk up and down the 
aisles selling everything you could ever want from cokes, chips, books, fresh water to 
even hot meals. It is so interesting to see.  After about an hour of riding the rails with 
Sister Anisha she reaches for her carry-on bag and opens it.  Sister gives me a Coke and 
some puffed rice and the next think I know, Sister is making us both a sandwich.  I’m 
telling you it was the coolest thing ever, something that made the trip special.

After a nice seven hour train ride, Sister Anisha and I arrive in Rourkela and meet 
Sister Mary and the Daughters of the Cross driver who are waiting for us on the train 

platform. The driver takes all the smaller bags and 
I carry the duffle bag to the small truck to bring 
to St. Joseph Convent which is fifteen minutes 
away. Along the way Sister Mary and I have a 
nice talk and she asks me if everything is ok. I tell 
her everything is fine but the money crises sure 
is something. When we arrive at the Convent, I 
say hello to only a few Sisters as today is Corpus 
Christy and most of the Sisters are having a 
procession through the streets around Rourkela. I 
now go to the guest house room where I will stay 
for my visit. When I open the door the first thing 
I see is my big duffle bag and smaller bag, and 
along the wall next to it is a case of fresh bottled 
water, some Cokes and lots of snacks for me to 
have during the week.  I get washed up and rest 
for a short time. Then I go to the kitchen for a nice 
lunch and talk to Sister Mary. Sister Mary has set 
up a program for each day of my visit. We both go 
over it and I tell her it looks great.  

At 4 PM Sister Anna Mary takes me to visit her 
family who live in Rourkela. Her niece Anupama 
and I have the same birthday,  October 19th. 
Anupama and I,  along with her family, think it 
is pretty special. After meeting everyone again 
the family has a birthday cake for Anupama and 
me. The cake was very good to eat and everyone 
enjoyed it. Before my short visit comes to an 
end with this special family everyone took turns 
taking a few photos to remember my visit. 
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It is now getting late and it’s been a 
long day so Sister Anna Mary and I head 
back to the Convent for dinner. When we 
arrive at St. Joseph, I make my way to 

the kitchen to meet all the Daughters of 
the Cross Sisters who are now all home. 
It was just great seeing everyone again. 
When you stay with the Daughters of 
the Cross Sisters you truly feel you are 
staying with your family.  They make you 
feel so welcome.  I have a nice dinner of 
oatmeal and potatoes. After dinner I say 
good night to all the Sisters and go to my 
room where I get a needed good night’s 
sleep.   It is nice to be back in Rourkela. 

 

    

  Monday, November 21, 2016

After a good night’s sleep I am up early to find out that today is a school holiday 
and there is no school.

It will work out pretty good as I have many boxes to unpack I had shipped here 
during the year.  It is nice to have some free time and not run around. I decide to catch 
up on my writings and do some laundry I brought with me. At 8 AM I make my way 
to the Convent kitchen for breakfast. The Sisters make me eggs with toast and hot 
oatmeal along with fresh water and a big bowl of fruit. It is so good to have such a 
nice homemade meal. After my breakfast I talk with the Sisters and they say today at 
10 AM we will unpack all the boxes of donations I had sent and sort everything out. 
At 10 AM I meet three Sisters and two young girls along with a few men who work at 
the school and they open the locked up storage area. We take out the thirteen boxes 
I have sent to Rourkela this year and start opening them.  As the Sisters and workers 
unpack the boxes, they save the empty boxes to repack with donations for the places I 
will visit during my visit to Rourkela. Each box will go to a specific place with the proper 
donations needed for each age level. Nothing is ever wasted. Unpacking and repack-
ing the boxes is a lot of hard work and takes all afternoon to do until it is dark outside 
but as we do it we have fun. The Sisters and girls try on things like dresses or ear rings 
and everyone has a nice laugh. We have a little of everything this year to give away. I 
have worked hard to gather all the donations and send them all year long to Rourkela. 
This year we even sent a Seniors walker for someone special. For me to see everything 
again in Rourkela knowing the smiles everything will bring to the many people we 
help in some small way makes me very happy and all the hard work shipping every-
thing worthwhile. At 7 PM we finish up and put the repacked boxes back inside the 
locked up storage room and call it a night. All of this will be distributed during the next 
week of my visit. I thank everyone for their hard work and help. Here are a few photos 
of the afternoon.
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Tuesday November 22, 2016

Today I wake up with church bells ringing just outside my window. It is around 6 
AM. I am happy to be back in Rourkela.  It is very different from the big city of Kolkata, 
quiet and peaceful, so I just lay in bed for a while and enjoy the fresh cool air blowing 
in my window. At 8AM I hear the beat of the drum from the St. Joseph School children 
who have arrived at school. I walk to the school yard to see them all lined up in front 
of the school. Every day there is an assembly with exercise and talking about local, 
state, country and national events as well as a prayer. The students take turns standing 
in front of the entire school and talking into the microphone telling about the latest 
news. The Principal, teachers and students start every day like this.  After the assem-
bly is over, the students march in formation into the school and their classrooms. It is 
something to see, nothing like I have ever seen in the USA. 

At 10 AM Sister Anisha comes and gets me in my room to tell me it is time to 
meet the twenty-seven sponsored students and to bring my big bag of letters and 
gifts.  I follow her across the school yard to the school hall. This is a giant room used 

as an auditorium for different events at 
the school. It has a big stage with lots of 
lights and is very pretty.  Sister Mary has 
arranged for a video to be made of this 
program so a videographer and photog-
rapher are in the hall to take pictures.  
Sister Anisha along with Sister Joyti Pra-
va Surin help me put all my small bags 
of letters and gifts on a big table. I have 
carried these gifts and letters half way 
around the world to these children.  I am 
so proud to say 100% of the sponsored 
families back home sent their sponsored 
girl a little package with letters, photos, 
maybe even a small gift. One by one the 
twenty-seven girls arrive at the hall. They 
all sit on the floor. After everyone has ar-
rived I tell the students how important 
school is and to learn all you can, as one 
day you are going to walk out the school 
front gate and not come back as you will 
have graduated. You will now be in the 
real world! I tell them I know they do not 
know what I am saying but trust me, go 
to school every day and learn.

After I am finished, Sister Anisha and 
Sister Joyti Prava Surin call each name 
and hand out the small packages to 
everyone. Seeing the children’s smiles 
was very special for me. If anyone one 
is interested in sponsoring a student to 
go to St. Joseph Convent School please 
contact me for the details. All is it takes is 
the love in your heart and a small amount 
of money each year.  The Students will 
do the rest!
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It is now early afternoon so I take a 
walk around St. Joseph Convent school 
and look in some of the classrooms and 
visit some of the children in the school 
yard. They are playing basketball and 
doing schoolwork. In India the school 
yard is a part of the school to learn as 
well as play. The children all remember 
me from my past visits to the School. The 
kids are always so happy. They always 

ask many questions and I ask many of 
them. They are all very interested in 
knowing about the USA. I asked them 
do you know what Harley Davidson is? 
Not one could give me an answer. They 
were interested in seeing some USA 
money so I held up a dollar bill and let 
everyone look at it. When I took it back 
I asked who’s picture was on the front 
of the dollar bill? They told me that they 
thought it was Albert Einstein.  It was 
just a great time with everyone, one 
of those moments I will never forget.  
When I said good bye, it was near time 
to go home, the kids said to me “Uncle 
the next time you visit us will you bring 
Taylor Swift and Justin Bieber with you 
when you come next year? We love the 
beat of the music.”  I just look at the kids 
and laugh saying good bye to everyone.

It is now 1:50 PM and the students start making their way home from school. 
Some kids take auto rickshaws, others walk or ride bicycles. There are over 2,000 girls 
that go to this school so when it is time to go home it is a very busy place at the school 
entrance, but interesting to see.  

After the school children go home I go to my room to rest and catch up with all my 
writings. It is now 4 PM and Sister Anisha comes to get me and brings me to the small 
get together for all the local girls who work at St. Josephs. These girls work hard look-

ing after many things to keep everything 
running smooth. They water the flowers, 
cut the vegetables, and help the Sisters 
in many other ways at the Convent and 
at the school.  I have seen these girls 
work every year and this year I wanted to 
say thank you to all of them with some 
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food, sweets and a few small gifts I had 
brought for them. When Sister Anisha 
and I walk in the room where the small 
party was held the girls all clap for us 
and two girls come forward to give me 
flowers. It was nice seeing everyone with 
their happy, bright smiles. Before we eat, 
I tell everyone that during my visits to 
Rourkela every year I have seen the work 
you do and in a small way I wanted to 
recognize you and say thank you to all of 
you for your hard work to help the Sis-
ters and the School and you do a great 
job!  With that the food was opened and 
everyone got in line to get something 
to eat. After dinner I brought out some 
small gifts with me of soaps and creams 
to give everyone. The girls were very 
happy and said Thank You to me for a 
nice night. 

I now go back to my room and get 
ready for the next day and think about 
everyone I met today and all the smiles 
we had made. It was a great day in India 
for me.

Wednesday, November 23, 2016

Today is going to be a relaxing 
morning. After breakfast with the Sisters 

I email home to let everyone know I am 
ok and everything is ok.  After I am done, 
I walk around the school yard and watch 
the children in dancing classes and other 
girls playing basketball. Some older girls 

are sitting on the school steps doing school work. As I said before, the school yard is 
a working part of the school. Many activities are done here through the school day.  I 
do not bother anyone at this time as classes are in session and the teachers are with 
the children.  I just sit and watch everything and find it very interesting. After school is 
finished for the day and everyone has gone home, Sister Anna Mary set up a meeting 
with two very special children and their families.  The Sisters bring benches into the 
school yard and put them under a tree so we can all sit in the shade to talk. The first 
family I meet has a little boy named Dinesh. He and his entire family have traveled 
a long way to meet me with the Sisters’ help. Dinesh was born with a leg and foot 
problem. I first saw him last year at a village school and he has to walk with a stick 
because of his leg problems. He does ok and believe it or not, he can keep up with all 
the other kids when they run and play at his village school. I wanted to help this boy 
the first time I saw him but how, I had no idea. I asked Sister Anna Mary last year when 
I was leaving to take Dinesh to a local hospital for an evaluation of his leg problem. The 
Sisters did just that, but the hospital said his leg was in poor condition and they did 
not know if an operation  would help him.  I asked if Sister Anna Mary could set up this 
meeting with his family when I am in Rourkela this year to see what Angels from Heav-
en could do.  When all of us sat and talked, the Mom and Dad  told me Dinesh does ok 
with his leg now walking or running with help of the stick and if Children are Angels 
from Heaven would help him at this time, they would like help with his education as he 
is a smart little boy and a good education will help him more for when he grows up. I 
said what would be best to the family right now? They said Dinesh has to travel 30 min-
utes each way to school walking every day.  If he could stay at the school hostel and 
go to the school across the street it would work out better for him as it is a long walk 
and he gets tired. I said this would not be a problem but he has to go to school and be 
happy. We all agreed to try it for one year and see how it all works out and Children are 
Angels from Heaven will pay all his fees at this time. The family was very happy with 
this arrangement as they do not want to make his leg any worse than it’s now with an 
operation that may not have good results.  I said to the Mom and Dad maybe in a few 
years down the road when Dinesh grows older we can look into helping him with his 
leg again. Before I said good-bye to Dinesh and his family, the Sisters gave everyone 
some warm clothes to take home from all the donations I had sent to Rourkela.

The second family I met in the school yard was a Grandmother and her Grandson 

named Arnabh. 
The Grandmother takes care of this boy as her daughter had passed away. She 

said she wanted to give this boy a good education but she does not make enough 
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money to do it and asked if I would help 
her.  Arnabh was such a nice little boy, 
how could I ever say no to the Grand-
mother. Again I said I would help the boy 
for one year. I told her he had to go to 
school every day to learn and I was very 
serious about this. The Grandmother was 
so happy it took the tears away from her 
face and she gave me a big smile and 
said thank you. There is a little more to 
Arnabh’s story but it’s private and I will 
just say Sister Anna Mary will now be 
looking after both boys at school, Dinesh 
and Arnabh, and will let me know how 
they are doing during the school year. 

It is now around 4 PM in the after-
noon and Sister Anisha takes me to see 
the Sister Candidates. The Sisters have ar-
ranged a program for me as well as some 

food and drink for everyone. Let me tell 
you I had no idea what to expect when 
I entered the room that afternoon, but 
here it  eight months later and I can close 
my eyes and still hear the pretty music 
and see the Sister Candidates dancing.  It 
was absolutely beautiful! I am still lost for 
words how nice it was. To become a Sis-
ter takes many years of training and I am 
proud to say within this group of Sister 

Candidates five will become Novice Sisters in two months. I will look forward to see-
ing them this year to congratulate them. After the program was over everyone had 
something to eat. 

and Sister Anisha takes me to the school next door to visit St. Joseph Girls Hos-
tel.  These are all girls who go to a school here I have always called big blue. Every 
year these children are given a great night sponsored by the IAM Machinist Union 
Local #447. The union offices located in Massachusetts, as well as in New York, send 
me donated money every year for this special night. The children truly look forward 
to it. This year when I entered the school yard the children were all lined up outside 
clapping their hands real loud. As the Sisters escorted me into the school hall everyone 
followed behind. When I arrived in the hall I don’t think you could fit one more person 
in it as it was so full. The kids were clapping and clapping saying IAM 447 as loud as 
they could over and over. It was just great and such a warm welcome for me. This year 
the children put on a special program with beautiful Indian dance. The Sisters hired a 
Videographer and a Photographer to capture the special night with DVD video and 
still photographs of the students. All I had to do was enjoy the night and not worry 
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about anything. The program of dance 
was very good and the kids looked great. 
I brought with me many things to give 
the children—clothes and toys that were 
in one big box. Children are Angels from 
Heaven also purchased another com-
puter for the school’s computer classes 
while I was in Rourkela this year in mem-
ory of Mr. John Barrett back home.  After 
the dancing program the children had a 
meal of Chinese food and chips the Sis-
ters had prearranged to have for every-
one. I stayed at this school for two hours 
and it sure was a lot of fun for everyone. 
When it was time to say good-bye, every 
student came and shook my hand and 
said thank you to me for a nice night. I 
am proud to be a union member of lo-
cal #447. Every single year the members 
step forward to help me. I want to say a 
special Thank You to all my Brothers and 
Sisters of  IAM #447 and to the Daughters 
of the Cross Sisters, Sister Prava Tirkey, 
Sister Josline Kindo and Sister Jyotsna 
Kullu for making this night so special. It 
was a night the children and the Sisters 
will never forget.

As you can see, it has been a very 
long day for me. After everything ended 
I walked to the Convent kitchen where 
the Sisters made me some soup and po-
tatoes.  When I finished my supper I went 
to my room and got washed up and 
went to bed. It was another great day in 
India.  

Thursday, November 24, 2016

After a nice breakfast with the Sis-
ters I am off to visit St. Joseph Primary 
School, a school that I call small blue. 
When I arrive at the small school the chil-
dren are happy to see me again and the 
school staff have arranged a short song 
and dance program for me to see. The 
show was great with many happy smiles 
from the children dancing and the chil-
dren in the audience. After the show I 
handed out many colored pencils, tennis 
balls, jump ropes and Frisbees to every 
student. The Sisters also arranged to give 
the children some chips and a sweet. For 

these small children it was a very special day at school today, something that they will 
always remember.

                              

     

It is now around noontime and after a nice 
lunch, it is time to gather my donation bags along 
with a few shipped boxes and put them in the 
small truck as today, Sister Punam and I along with 
the driver, will travel to Sundargagh Orissa. It is a 
long three hour ride on roads in the middle of con-
struction so the roads are sometimes very rough 
and the traffic is heavy. Sister Punam is from this 
area so she knows it well. Our first stop is to visit a 
little girl named Annaya that I had met a few years 
earlier who has become my special friend. It just 
so happens she is Sister Punam’s niece. When we 
arrive at the house, the family greets us in the yard 
with a warm welcome. When we go into the house 
and sit I see little Annaya. She is as pretty as ever 

only a lot bigger than the last time I saw her. I have brought her a small gift of a color-
ing book and a pretty doll to play with. We stayed for about 45 minutes with everyone 
and had a nice time. 

After we said good bye it was just around the corner to where our second stop 
was, St. Joseph Convent in Sundargagh. It is here we will stay overnight. When we ar-
rive the Sisters were waiting for us. We unload the small truck with all the donations. At 
this location there is a small primary school and also a hostel for college girls who go 
to school in the area every day. After the Sisters have helped me sort out everything, 
we take the donations for the older girls into a big room and put everything that was 
sorted out for them on long tables so all the girls can see everything. I now meet the 
older girls. We have a nice talk for ten minutes about how special school is and to al-
ways do your best. Then I tell all the girls that I have brought with me all kinds of things 
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young girls would like from dresses and sandals, pretty belts, pocket books, sweaters, earrings and jewelry and I would like everyone 
to have something. It only took 10 seconds and the girls went crazy at all the tables looking for something they would like. To me 
it reminded me of a woman going shopping in a fancy store back home buying pretty things. There is no end to it but it’s fun! All I 
did was just take photos of everything. The girls got what they wanted. Every girl got two or three items and they were very happy.  
When everything was gone, and the night with the girls came to an end they all said, thank you to me and to come again. 

    I now go to the Convent kitchen 
and have some supper and talk with the 
Sisters for a short time. Then I go to my 
guest room and get a good night’s sleep. 
Today was Thanksgiving back home in 
the USA and I have spent another won-
derful day In India giving thanks for my 
three beautiful adopted Indian children 
back home. 

Friday, November 25, 2016 
    
Today I am up early. I have a nice breakfast with the Sisters and walk outside and 

see the pretty flower garden just outside the Convent door. At 8:30 the Sisters bring me 
to the small primary school near the flower garden. The school has three classrooms in 
a small, nice building. When I walk into the first classroom, like all the others, the chil-
dren stand and say,  “Good Morning Uncle.”  I say good moring back to everyone and 
ask them to sit back down. The children look great in their pretty uniforms—one thing 
for sure is that each child has a beautiful Indian smile on his or her face. The children 
sang me a short children’s song from each class that was very nice. When the big box 
I had brought with me,  full of donations, was brought into each classroom the kids 
eyes opened very wide with excitement.  I had brought tennis balls, Frisbees, colored 
pencils and many Beanie Babies for all the children. The kids were so excited to have 
these gifts. My visit at the small school lasted about one and a half hours before Sister 
Punum and I had to say good bye and drive to another small school two hours away.  
Before we said good bye, the Sisters gathered at a beautiful Cross at the front gate to 
take a photo. It was a wonderful visit with everyone. As we started to drive away down 
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the long driveway the Sisters waved good bye. When we reached the main street I saw 
two of the older school girls waiting for an auto rickshaw to go to school. I noticed 
one of them had a donated backpack I brought for them. It had a bunny rabbit on it. I 

thought that was great!
I am not sure where we are in Orissa but I can tell you this, the road we are on 

is beautiful. Everywhere you look there is something to see. We are traveling from 
Sundargarh to Gaibira. It would be a great motorcycle ride. We arrive at St. Joseph 
Convent in Gaibira after about an hour and a half ride. When we arrive all the children 
are lined up from the school on both sides of the driveway. When Sister Punam and 
I get out of the small truck the children start clapping their hands as we walk to the 

Sisters at the front of the Convent. When 
we get to the Convent, the children 
wash my hands and give me flowers, 
then everyone sings songs. It sure was 
a really nice welcome. The Sisters and 
I now go inside the Convent for a nice 
lunch. It was nice to sit down and talk to 
everyone. After lunch Sister Punam and I 

go to the small primary school and visit 
the smaller children. Again I have stuffed 
animals, colored pencils, and tennis balls 
for everyone. I have a nice time with the 
children. Then Sister and I talk about a 
needed playground for the children as 
they have no place to play. I look around 
at what the plans might be. It will not be 
an easy project to do as the yard is small. 
I tell everyone I understand what your 
needs are and what you want to do. I will 
go over it all with Sister Mary in Rourkela 
and try to come up with a final plan. My 
hopes are in November 2017 to see a 
new playground for the children but it 
will be expensive. When we do projects, 
I expect them to be done with the best 
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workmanship, finished on time, within budget and I want them to last for 50 years. 
That is a tall order to accomplish especially where we do our work for the children. 
Many times it is far away from a big city and that becomes a problem.  The Sisters 
always work hard to help me so with God’s help next year my hopes are these kids will 
have a small playground to play in. Time will tell the story!         

After saying good bye to everyone Sister Punam and I are back in the small truck 
and on our way to visit a village school in a place called Phalsa. It is another long ride 

that is so beautiful. We 
arrive at the Convent 
in about two hours 
time.  The Sisters and 
children are waiting at 
the front gate to wel-
come us. The Children 
wash my hands and 
give me flowers right 
at the front gate. It is 

here that over the years we have done a few projects like making a playground called 
Steve’s Park in memory of Steve Seide from Floral Park NY, and also installing boys 
and girls toilets so the children could go the bathroom in private. This year we had 
a new water well dug so there was a better water supply for the school and the Con-
vent. When the ground water got low the children would have to go to a stream to 
get water or to get washed in. This was a huge project to do in a very rural area. But 
with the Daughters of the Cross Sisters helping us the project was completed and now 
there is good fresh water for everyone. The project went very well. Today I will see the 
well along with all the children for a few hours. It is always nice to come here. Many 
times there is no electricity or telephone. I give these Sisters a lot of credit for being 
way out here doing God’s work every day. I’m sure it is not easy for them but they al-
ways smile and go from one day to the next never asking too much from anyone. The 
school started out in a car garage and now it is a big school with many classrooms and 
students. I’m always happy to come here and see everyone.  I spend most of my time 
here walking around and I visited two small classrooms at the Convent and brought 
them a few donations of tennis  balls, lined paper booklets, colored pencils and a few 
Frisbees.  Before my visit in Phalsa came to an end, Sister Punam and I had a nice lunch 
with the Sisters who live here after the children all went home.  To my surprise at the 
end of the meal, the Sisters had a heart shaped cake for me. I could not believe it. It 
was very special! The Daughters of the Cross Sisters always are, and always will be very 

Area of the planned new playground

special to me. They work very hard for 
everyone all over the world and never 
ask anything in return, except God’s love.  
I spent five hours in Phalsa. Sister Punam 
and I enjoyed our visit to Phalsa so much 
we lost track of time as it was starting to 
get late. It is a long way back to Rourkela 
on a very dangerous road so we wasted 
no time saying thank you to everyone 
and waving good bye getting on the 
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Saturday November 26, 2016    

Today I am up early to finish packing and to make a final stop at the local cemetery 
to bring all the flowers that I was given and put them all on the Daughters of the Cross 
Sisters graves.  Then I walk to the bamboo bridge, a pretty spot that connects the vil-
lages to the city of Rourkela across the river.

When I go back to St. Joseph, it is time to go to the train station with Sister Anisha. 
My bags are loaded into the small truck and I say good bye to the Sisters one last time. 
We arrive at the train station in 20 minutes. Our train is delayed by one hour so Sister 
and I sit and wait.  To my surprise, I get a visit on the platform from Aupama, the girl 
who has the same birthday as I do.  She was escorted by her cousin. She wanted to say 
good bye and wish me a safe trip home. When the train arrived Sister Anisha and I got 
on and took our seats. I have one bag full of donations that we put in the overhead 
rack. This train ride is on the way back to Kolkata but we will get off where we did last 
year at a stop named Chakradharpur about two hours away.  If you remember my 
newsletter from last year, you will remember the railroad had a problem on the way 

back to Kolkata and the last stop for the day would be Chakradharpur where we had 
to get off the train. It just so happened the Daughters of the Cross had a convent about 
20 minutes away from the train station called Khuntpani. Arrangements were made 
and Sister Punam and I were picked up and stayed the night there.  During the visit I 
found the Sisters have about thirty children they care for.  I visited those children dur-
ing the overnight stop but because it was unscheduled and not part of my program, I 
did not have any donations to give the children.  All year long I felt bad about it, so this 
year I made a point to stop and visit again with Sister Anisha ‘s help and bring some 
toys and donations with me for all the children.  The train arrived at the station and 

road so most of the drive would be in the 
daylight. Here are a few photos of Phalsa.  

See Related Story Water Well on 
Page 31.

 After the long ride back to Rourkela 
about three and one half hours, Sister 
Punam and I arrived just in time for din-
ner with all the Sisters. We were both 
pretty tired. This would be my last din-
ner with the Sisters as tomorrow I will 
go back to Kolkata with one stop along 
the way. Sister Superior and all the Sis-
ters thanked me for coming to Orissa to 
visit with them and everyone gave me a 
round of applause. I told all the Sisters I 
will miss them and some of them I will 
never see again as God will call them 
to duty in other needed places. Rest as-
sured I will carry all of you in my heart 
forever. With God’s help I will be back in 
2017 to see many of you again. With that 
I went to my room and started to pack 
for the train ride tomorrow.  
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we were picked up and brought to the Convent in Khuntpani to greet all the Sisters 
and children. It was nice to be back in this small, quiet village. The Sisters tell me that 
Khuntpani  is at the edge of the forest where there are elephants.  

When I went to the hall the children were all excited to see me and put on a real 
nice song and dance program for Sister Anisha and I. On this trip I had plenty of do-

nations for the chidren that Sister 
Anisha passed out after the pro-
gram. The kids were very happy 
with everything. After the show 
was over, I had plenty of time to 
walk around and see everything 
with Sister Anisha in the daylight; 
the school, the hall, the church, 
the infirmary, even a beautiful 
Grotto of the Blessed Mother in 
the middle of everything. It was a 

very quiet,peaceful place and everyone was very friendly. I was sitting on the stairs of 
the Grotto when I met the nicest dog. I found out later that the Sisters looked after him. 
He was so friendly. As it got dark Sister Anisha and I walked back to the Convent to get 
ready for supper. I just sat at the table and watched as Sister Anisha started to cook. 
It was in the middle of her cooking that the electricity went out and everything was 
pitch dark. I will never forget how Sister Anisha never stopped cooking. She continued 
cooking in the darkness for me by candle light like nothing had happened.  After din-
ner I went to my guest, got washed up, and fell right to sleep. 

      
Sunday November 27, 2016  

Today is Sunday. At 8 AM I hear the church bell ringing. The Sisters and I take a 
short walk to the church that is near the Grotto. When I walk in the small church there 
are chairs lined against the back wall but no other seats or benches just an open floor. 
The Sisters and I are first to arrive we sit in the back on the chairs. A man in the yard is 
still ringing the bell calling everyone for the Sunday service. One by one family by fam-
ily the people arrive at the church with men sitting on one side and women and chil-
dren on the other. Each person brings a mat to put on the floor to sit or kneel. It does 

not take long until the entire church is 
full to capacity of faithful followers of 
God. When the village priest came to the 
altar, everyone was quiet and the mass 
started. It was very interesting to be a 
part of it. I just sat and followed along. 

I had to smile at the Sisters dog that I 
nicknamed “Grotto” he sat in the door-
way of the church looking inside.  When 
the mass was over because it was in a 
different language the priest said some-
thing and everyone turned around and 
looked at Sister Anisha and myself so I 
know something was said about both 
of us. Next thing I know two chairs were 
brought to the front and put on the altar 
and the priest asked for Sister Anisha and 
myself to come forward. I took her hand 
and we both walked forward and sat on 
the chairs in front of the entire congrega-
tion. Sister told everyone I was from the 
USA and I was here to help the poor chil-
dren in India and Sister Anisha was work-
ing with me as well as being my escort 
back to Kolkata. I’m not sure what else 
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was said, as there was a language barrier 
for me. I do know many times everyone 
smiled and clapped including the Priest 
when the Sister spoke. At the end I was 
asked if I would like to say anything. I 
said yes I would. I would like to say hello 
to everyone here today and shake your 
hand in friendship. With that everyone 
walked towards Sister Anisha and I and 
said hello in their language and shook 
both our hands. It took a while as not 
one person left the church before do-
ing it. It was just so warm and beautiful. 
I’m sorry I do not have any photos of it 
but I have the photo in my mind and will 
never forget the special Sunday service. 
At 10 AM the Sisters and I go back to the 
convent for a nice breakfast. I take one 
more walk around Khuntpani and visit 
the infirmary and the village houses. At 
noon it is time to say good bye to every-
one and go back to the railroad station 
to head back to Kolkata. Life is funny! To 
this day I have no idea where I was but I 
had a wonderful time here. On my first 
visit last year, I, along with Sister Punam, 
came here because the train stopped 
and we needed a place to stay overnight. 
This year I came back with Sister Anisha 
to thank everyone for their Love and 
Kindness. 

The Khuntpani Sisters, Sister Mukta Kerketta, Sister Usha Elizabeth Bage, Sister 
Margaret Xess and Sister Alma Bilung arrange to have Sister Anisha and I taken to the 
train station at noon by the small truck with Sister Mukta Kerketta being our escort. 
The train arrives at the station on time and I have a nice six hour ride back to Kolkata 
with Sister Anisha. I can see Sister is tired so I just sit back and think about my visit to 
Orissa and how wonderful it was with all the smiles Children are Angels from Heaven 
and the Daughters of the Cross Sisters had made in Orissa. We arrived back in Kolkata 
around 8PM. Sister waited in line and got us a prepaid taxi back to Kidderpore to my 
Guest House. I walked Sister Anisha to St. Vincents Convent and said thank you to her 
for all her help and I would see her tomorrow before she went back to Rourkela. I now 
walk back to the Guest House and get washed up and go to bed. 

Monday, November 28, 2016

Today I sleep late and get up at 9:30 AM. I can tell right away when I wake up 
something is wrong.  It’s too quiet, no horns from cars, no noise at all.  When I look 
out the window, there are just a few people passing by on the street but there are no 
rickshaws. I am smart enough to know do not go outside to visit anyplace and I am 
lucky enough to have good friends who help me in Kolkata. I call Cheryl and she tells 
me a strike day has been called because of the money crises. She tells me later this 
afternoon around noontime things will get better but for now stay inside.  I rest and 
take it easy for a few hours. 

At 1 PM I look out the window and can see the city is coming alive again. The horns 
are starting to beep and traffic is on the street. More people have also filled the streets. 
I call Jeet and ask if it is safe to come to New Market and have lunch with him.  He says 
it will be ok at 2 PM.  

At 2 PM I get a taxi and go to New Market to have lunch with Jeet at Jimmys. We 
have a nice meal together.  He asks me all about my trip to Orissa and did everything 
go well.  He tells me the money crises is still not the best but it is better and I should 
be able to get money easier. When lunch was over I went to Jeet’s shop and picked up 
many of the small gifts I will bring home to the USA with me. Jeet’s workers ask if I want 
another UBER to get me to the Guest House.  I said sure and in fifteen minutes I’m in a 
car on my way back to the Guest House in Kidderpore. 

While I was away in Orissa, Cheryl had stepped forward to buy me one hundred 
warm blankets for the morning and afternoon classes at the Municipal School as well 
some needed school supplies to give to children in Kolkata along with a box for a Sister 
back in Orissa. When I open the Guest House room door I see everything has arrived. 
The blankets look great and I know the kids will love them. Cheryl has worked very 
hard for us while I was away and did a wonderful job.  She is a Saint for sure! 

At 5 PM I take one big box of school supplies, pencils, rulers, crayons, and eras-
ers for Sister Emelda in Jharkhanda who asked if I could get them for some very poor 
children at the Deepanjali Convent. I also take a small bag of snacks for the train ride 
back to Orissa for Sister Anisha and walk to St. Vincents as she is getting ready to go 
to the train station to go back home in Rourkela. This was the last time I would see 
Sister Anisha. Sister has looked after me like I was part of her family.  When I meet her 
at St. Vincents we sat in the parlor for a few minutes. I asked her if the school supply 
box was ok to bring with her on the train and not to heavy. She said  yes it will be ok.  
I thanked her for all  she did to help me on this trip. When it was time to say a final 
good bye, I shook her hand and said Thank You Sister God Bless you, I will miss you and 
walked away. I could not turn around and wave good bye as I had tears rolling down 
my cheeks and did not want her to see. I knew I was saying goodbye to a wonderful 
person I may never see again and it made me sad. 

I now walk to Cheryl’s house to use her computer to write home and share a pizza 
with her.  We both enjoyed a few hours together eating food and then talking and 
catching up on everything.  It’s a fifteen minute walk back to the Guest House and 
when I arrive in my room I call Cheryl to let her know I got home ok.  Then I get washed 
up in the bucket and go to bed. 
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Tuesday, November 29, 2016    

I am up and dressed early ready to 
go to Don Bosco Howrah at 10 AM. Sure 
enough at exactly 10 AM my friend Frank 
arrives in the Don Bosco car to take me 
back to Howrah to meet everyone there. 

This is a home for street children 
all boys, who have no place to live. The 
older children have no skills to get a job 
and the younger children have very little 
education when they arrive here. Don 
Bosco helps the poorest of the poor at 
this home. If you are a younger boy you 
go to school, if you are older, you would 

learn vocational training at the home 
such as woodworking, printing, painting, 
metalwork, baking, tailoring and many 
more subjects. There are small shops 
where these trades are taught within the 
Don Bosco home. 

Each year I have visited these boys it 
is happy and sad for me. I am very happy 
that Don Bosco is here for all of them, but 
sad to think before they came here they 
were abandoned and lived on the road-
side or in railroad stations with nobody 
to help them or look after them. During 
my visit I go to all the small shops and 
meet many of the boys. I want to make 
this one point very clear. Every Boy was 
happy, clean and well cared for and had 
the drive in them to learn. I relate it to an 
old story from long ago. 

An old man teaches a boy how to 
fish, it does not take long and the boy 
can now fish on his own to feed himself.  
In a way this is what Don Bosco is like. 
If you’re a boy who needs help and you 
want to become something, Don Bosco 
in Howrah is here for you. The boys 
respect their teachers and consider them 
their family and mentors. 

I am proud to come here every year. 
This year I brought a few donations from 
all of us to give the boys to play with, 
Frisbees and balls. When it was time to 
leave each boy shook my hand and said 
‘thank you Uncle for visiting us.’ It was 
a nice visit with everyone. Frank then 
drove me back across the river to Kidder-
pore and the Guest House. 

At 3 PM I go and visit my friends 
Mr. and Mrs. D’Souza who live almost 
next door to the Guest House. They 
are old friends from my early visits to 
Kolkata. I have written about them in my 
newsletters every year.  Over the past few 
years Mr. D’Souza’s health has not been 
well and he has had problems walking. 
The biggest problem over the years is 
they are both seniors and live on the 
5th floor of an apartment building with 

no elevator. With Mr. D’Souza being sick 
neither one of them go out any more and 
it has become very expensive to have 
people come to help them. Remember I 
am in India there are no elder services, 
such as Meals on Wheels. When I get to 
the apartment door I am out of breath 
from going up all the stairs. I knock on 
the door and after a few minutes Mrs. 
D’Souza opens the door. With a big smile 
she says, “Hello Ray. it is so nice to see you 
please come in.”  I take off my shoes and 
go inside and sit on a chair.  Mrs. D’Souza 
sits down with me and Mr. D’Souza is 
laying on the sofa.  Mrs. D’Souza tells 
me it has been a very bad year and Mr. 
D’Souza is not doing well. Mrs D’Souza 
and I talk for 30 minutes about my trip 
and how my family is. Mr. D’Souza does 
not say anything as he is too sick to even 
speak. Each year for my past 21 trips 
when I said good bye to both of them 
Mr. D’Souza would always sing a church 
song and lead Mrs. D’Souza and I in a 
short prayer at his alter on the front wall 

of his apartment. 
This year I know 
he could not do 
it so Mrs. D’Souza 
and I sang a short 
song as best we 
could and I lead us 
in a short prayer. 
When I was at the 
door to say good 
bye Mr. D’Souza 
reached out and 
took my hand and 

sang  two lines of a church song that had 
the words  “God will always be with you” 
and kissed my hand. As I closed the door 
and walked back down the long flights of 
stairs I knew this would be the last time 
I saw Mr. D’Souza and said a prayer that 
God would look after him in Heaven.  I’m 
sorry to say my friend Mr. D’Souza  (Doris 
Louzado D’Souza)  passed away May 22, 
2017.  God Bless You Mr. D’Souza may 
you rest in peace. I will always remember 
you and miss you.

At 4 PM I walk to St. Teresas School to 
play with all the Angels from the Street 
children only to find there are no classes 
today as the school is having their an-
nual concert tonight at 7 PM and I am 
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told I am invited to attend. Sister Margret and another 
Sister see me in the school and ask to speak to me in 
the school office. They have a problem. There is a fam-
ily who is living on the street who needs help. It is not 
a good story and I will not give details but the Sisters 
told me they are desperate to help two of the older 
children both girls. They told me they have a home 
where they could go and be cared for and the Mother 

and Father are ok with it. I told the Sisters I would help fund the two children for them. 
The Sisters were pleased. Children are Angels from Heaven can only do so much each 
year but I could see in the Sisters eyes they needed help at this time. There was no way I 
could not help them. When you are living on the street in India that’s just what it means. 

You live on the side-
walk with your family 
or all alone. There are 
no handouts or social 
programs you are on 
your own.  No hotels 
no food stamps.  It’s 
you against all odds.

After my meeting 
with the Sisters I go to 

the annual concert at the School. It is held outside in the schoolyard.  It has hundreds 
of chairs that have been set up with a big beautiful well-decorated stage at the end. I 
sat in the very back and still had a good seat. Before the show started, I met up with an 
old friend Blossom. She walked over to me and said hello Uncle Ray. I was shocked to 
see her.  I have watched this little girl grow up, and now she is in 10th grade. We talked 
for just a few minutes then she had to leave as she was part of the show.  It did not 
take long and every chair was taken to watch the show.  The show was very well done 
by the Saint Teresa School children with many different acts. I enjoyed it well into the 
early evening.        

At 8 PM I walk to the Guest House and meet Cheryl and Victoria who have all 
the drawings to give to the Westfield, MA Girl Scouts Troops 11396 & 41059. The Girl 
Scouts and the Loyola School share a picture project with each other.  Each student 
or Girl Scout draws a picture of the area they live in and they exchange the drawings 
with me just being the mailman.  It’s a great program where children can connect with 
a different culture and another part of the world. Cheryl also looks over the quality of 
the new blankets she ordered for the Municipal School that were delivered to me. She 
is very happy with them. We will give them away to the school children on Thursday. 
Before Cheryl and Victoria leave Cheryl calls Domino’s and orders me a nice farm house 
pizza. I say thank you and good bye to them as they both leave the Guest House. It 
takes 30 minutes and my pizza arrives. I give Raja, the guest house worker, a few slices 
and I sit and watch my TV in my room for a short time, then call it a night and get 
washed up and go to bed.  

Blankets Farm House Pizza

Wednesday,  November 30, 2016 
 

Today will be a fun day as 86 stu-
dents from the afternoon classes at St. 
Teresas and St. Agnes Schools along with 
three teachers, two Sisters, my friend 
Dibyendu and myself, are all going back 
to Nicco Fun Park again. Every year I ask 
Sister Margaret where the kids would 
like to go for a field day, each time it’s the 
same answer Nicco Park so she always 
sets the trip up for when I am in Kolkata. 
This year there are so many children we 
need two big buses. Dibyendu and I ar-
rive at St. Teresas and meet everyone. The 
children are all very excited. The teach-
ers and Sisters work hard to account for 
the children and load the bus with many 
snacks for the ride. After everyone is in 
both buses we start to drive away. There 
is so much noise from the children yell-
ing and waving out the windows at ev-
eryone you might think this is one of the 
biggest events of their life. It will be a 45 
minute ride to Nicco Park. Ten minutes 
into the ride the children are all given a 
Bread Bun and something to drink. The 
Sisters want to make sure everyone has 
had something to eat today so when we 
arrive at the Fun Park none of the chil-
dren are hungry. When we arrived the 
children were very good staying in line 
and listening to the Sisters and Teachers 
for directions where to walk and where 
to go.  When we got inside the park and 
went to the rides the kids eyes were 
wide-eyed looking around at everything. 
When the kids got off one ride, they 
would run to the next with the Teachers 
and Sisters right behind them. Dibyendu 
and I just took our time and watched.  Ev-
eryone was having so much fun. At 12PM 
it was time for a nice lunch. The children 
sat at small tables and were given a nice 
meal and a short time to rest. After lunch 
off they ran again to go on more rides. 
At the end of the day the Teachers and 
Sisters got everyone lined up to get an 
ice cream before we got back on the bus-
ses and went back home. I’m telling you 
it was a day those kids will never forget. 
The total cost for the entire day including 
snacks, bus ride, lunch, ice creams and 
admission to the fun park, for everyone 
came out to $ 8.96 USD per person. This 



27Volume 19 – January to December 2016

amount of money would be out of reach for many people in Kolkata to go on a fun trip 
like this.  Look at the Happy faces in the photos below.

     

It was a fun day for everyone. When 
we arrived home and got off the buses 
many of the Mothers were waiting for 
us. The kids could not stop talking about 
how much fun it was. Before it was all 
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over many of the children came to me and said thank you Uncle. I said good bye to all of them and Dibyendu as he took the bus 
home and I walked back to the Guest House. It was a long day for the Teachers, the Sisters Dibyendu and myself. Everyone but the 
kids! I watched a little TV and just went to bed as I was beat. 

Thursday, December 1, 2016  

Today will be my last full day in India and I will have a very busy day. At 7 AM Cheryl 
arrives at the Guest House with a big bunch of bananas for me and asks if everything is 

ok. Soon afterwards Dibyendu also arrives. 
 It’s now about 8:15 AM and we will visit the Mu-

nicipal School morning class today and hand out the 
nice warm blankets Cheryl had purchased to give to 
the children. The three of us walk to the school each 
with a big bunch of blankets in our arms. When we ar-
rive the kids are very happy and excited. One by one 
each warm blanket was passed out to the children. 
When we were finished we said good bye to everyone 

and went back to the Guest House to get ready for another visit at a local school. 

    Cheryl went to work at the Church Rectory while Dibyendu brought my boxes 
of school supplies from colored pencils, to lined paper exercise books I also had jump 
ropes, Frisbees and balls along with a bunch of calculators to the Guest House lobby. 
Raja got us a taxi and helped load everything into the trunk. Dibyendu and I are now 
off to visit the Adarsha Hindi Vidyalaya School in Alipore. It is a fifteen minute ride. 
When we arrive Mr. Ashok Tiwari, the headmaster of the school, has arranged to have 
a few bigger boys meet the taxi at the street to carry the heavy boxes to the school. 
Dibyendu and I arrive at the school after a short walk. The children are happy to see 
both of us again because they remember us from past  year’s visits to the school. It was 
here that Dibyendu had made the high-low benches for the school this year. Please 
see the related story on pages 31 and 32 of this newsetter. Dibyendu and I visit every 
classroom in the school classes five to twelve. With the help of Dibyendu and Mr. Ti-
wari translating the language for me from English to Hindi I ask the students if school 

is hard. The response was yes Uncle, it is 
very hard at times. I tell all the students 
that it is good it is hard, as life can be 
hard at times. You do not understand it 
now, but when you graduate from this 
school and get a job and a family you will 
then understand how hard life can be. It 
is here in this school where you learn to 
grow and become a part of society to 
be happy and productive with knowl-
edge. It is not done overnight and takes 
many years of hard work at school to do. 
Someday when you have graduated and 
on your own, you will look back and re-
member this school, all the teachers and 
how important it was to learn here. Don’t 
be foolish and waste your time. Learn all 
that you can every day and take it with 
you in your journey through life as there 
are no second chances. 

After I was done speaking to all the 
classes, I gave the boxes of donations 
to Mr. Tiwari for the students and then 
I personally passed out the calculators 
to the senior class. I have visited these 
children since they were all small. I told 
these children most likely I will never see 
you again, but I will carry each of you in 
my heart every day. I wish you the best of 
luck in the future. It is now time for you 
to enter the working world. It will not 
be easy, just remember what you have 
learned here at school and never forget 
it.   

Before we left the school Mr. Tiwari, 
Dibyendu and myself took a few minutes 
to inspect the new high low benches. 
They looked great!  Dibyendu did a won-
derful job on this project and it was not 
easy for him. 
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At noon I meet Cheryl again at the 
new St. Catherine’s Seniors Home. It is 
today we sponsor a Chinese dinner for 

everyone in the home. The food always 
comes from Lee’s Kitchen on Bentinck 
Street in Kolkata. It is real good and the 
seniors look forward to it every year. 
The food arrives by motorcycle and taxi. 
It is brought into the building and the 
food transferred from Mr. Lee’s big tin 
pots to the St. Catherine’s pots. The girls 
who look after the senior’s home do this 
in the big new kitchen area. While this 
is being, Cheryl and I walk around the 
home to see what the new building is 
like. It is very big with small rooms along 
the hallways.  It has an elevator and each 
floor has its own kitchen.  The new build-
ing also has a big balcony for the seniors 
to sit outside where I find the Christmas 
tree that Children are Angels from Heaven 
had sent to the seniors a long time ago. 
It was packed away during the construc-
tion of the new building and here it is 
again out of the box and set up. I walk 
back into both dining rooms just as the 
food is being served. Everyone was very 
happy and enjoyed it. Many of the se-
niors tell me they look so forward to this 

special meal every year.  Both Cheryl and 
I leave the home before the meal is fin-
ished. I wanted the seniors to enjoy the 
meal in peace and not have me taking 
photos and talking to them. It was a nice 
visit with everyone again this year.     

At 2 PM Cheryl and I walk to the 
Guest House and gather up all the re-
maining warm blankets and bring them 
to the afternoon class at the Municipal 
School. Again, when we arrive at the 
school and the children see everything 
they get very excited. The teachers and 
Cheryl passed the blankets out to each 
afternoon student and also gave one to 
each teacher and to the school cook. Our 
visit was short but the smiles were big 
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from all the chil-
dren. 

Cheryl and I 
now go back to 
the Guest House 
and get the final 
boxes of dona-
tions and bring 
them to the Provi-

dence Sisters Girls Home. It is a short 
drive by taxi. 

When we arrive the children and 
Sisters are waiting for us. They open the 
gate and let us in.  These children have 
no family and stay with the Sisters. Each 
girl has her own personal story. The 
Sisters look after everyone and make 
sure the children go to school, do their 
homework and in some small way look 
after the home. This is the home where 
my friend Blossom stays. Cheryl and I 
meet Blossom along with all the other 
children. We have brought with us lots 
of Beanie Baby stuffed animals,  along 
with some sweets, drinks, and potato 
chips for everyone. Cheryl puts every-
thing on the big long table. It only takes 
one minute after the Sister said a special 
prayer before the meal that the kids are 
cutting the cake and getting the drinks. 
It was nice to see everyone so happy.  
The Providence Sisters help Cheryl and 
I in anyway they can to make our visit 
with the children very special.  At the 
end of our visit, after giving everyone a 
stuffed animal to remember this night, I 
gave Blossom a nice hooded jacket and a 
watch sent by Sara back home who loves 
Blossom. It was a nice day for everyone, 
thanks to the many people back home 
who help me do this work. 

At 7 PM I go to meet Dibyendu and 
Priti Bhattacharya in New Alipour and 
we go out to have something to eat 
together at a restaurant named Zyka. It 
was on the 4th floor of a building. My trip 
is now coming to an end and I wanted 
to say thank you to them in some small 
way for all their help this year. We had 

a nice quiet dinner together. It was not 
rushed and it was a good local place to 
eat without going far away. The food was 
excellent. After dinner I went home to 
the Guest House and started to pack my 

bags for the long ride home tomorrow 
night.  

Friday December 2, 2016  

Today is my last day in India. I go 
to church in the very early hours of the 
morning to give thanks for a great trip to 
India and ask God to keep me safe on the 
way home tonight.  At 11AM Cheryl and 
I are off to New Market.  I have to turn 
in my telephone and take care of all my 
unfinished business with Jeet at Curio 
Cottage. I also have a little shopping to 
do that Cheryl helps me with. After the 
shopping was completed, Jeet, Cheryl, 
and I went to Jimmy’s for one last meal 
together and I thanked them both for 
their help on this trip.  After lunch to-
gether, Jeet had his driver take Cheryl 
and I back to Kidderpor where I said 
goodbye to Cheryl and gave her a hug 
and thanked her again for everything. 

I now go to the Guest House and 
finish packing my bags.  At 4 PM Cher-
yl has arranged for a taxi to take me to 
the airport. He arrives on time and I say 
good bye to Raja and all the Guest House 
workers and thank them for all their help 
this year. I get in the taxi and 45 minutes 
later I am at the International airport. I 
check in and wait for my long flight to 
Dubai then to Boston.  It takes two full 
days to travel back home but I have no 
problems at all. I can say Emirates air-
line was again great this year to fly and 
Mystic Valley Travel in Medford, MA did 
a good job with all the flights.  When I 
arrive home in Boston, I gather my bags, 
go through customs and meet Patty my 
wife who is waiting outside in the car for 
me. This was a very different trip to India 
this year because of the Indian cash cri-
ses. A few times I had very little Indian 
cash in my pockets but as always God 
looked after me and sent many Angels to 
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help me. With these Angels stepping for-
ward to help me in India, money never 
became a problem. I did everything I had 
set out to do when I arrived in India and 
did my best to look after our programs 
and tried to make as many people that 
I could happy.  But now it is good to be 
home again in the USA. 

                                   

                                                      

Accomplishing two needed projects for children this year was not easy !

This year Children are Angels accomplished two very big projects to help many 
children. To do it we needed help from some very special people, Sister Mary and the 
Daughters of the Cross Sisters and Mr. Dibyendu Bhattacharya. Let’s take a look at each 
project one at a time.

The first project was to have a water well drilled deep into the ground at a rural 
village named Phalsa Orissa, India because of an inadequate water supply. Sister Mary 
and Sister Rose of the Daughters of the Cross Sisters took the responsibility of finding 
a contractor, who had the knowledge and skills that could do this work far away from 
the city at a reasonable rate of payment. The contractor was found and everything 
looked good. I will show you the photos of the work that Sister Mary had sent me. It 
will tell the entire story. This was all done because of your generosity to Children are 
Angels from Heaven and the Sisters good work finding the right person for the job.  

Getting ready to drill

In the Beginning, we pray Arrival of the friendly giant

And more dustFirst the dust

Phase 2 - The hook upAnd more water

The hand pumpThe electric pump

Until finally water

The plumbing
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The second big project of the year was 
the making of 20 high-low benches for the 
Adarsha Hindi Vidyalaya School in Alipore 
Kolkata India. This project was funded by 
Children are Angels from Heaven and man-

aged by Mr. Dibyendu Bhattacharya.  This year the school has added the 11th and 12th 
grades to the school but they did not have tables and chairs (High-low Benches) for 
the students and the School Headmaster, Mr. Ashok Tiwari, asked Children are Angels 
from Heaven if we could help. I said yes I could, but only if Dibyendu was willing to help 
us. Dibyendu went to the school and looked at all the other desks that we had made 
many years before with Mr. Tiwari. He thought he would be able to complete the proj-
ect with no big problems. That was a mistake.

This project was the hardest project the Angels was ever involved in to get done. 
Dibyendu had to work long hours and extremely hard to get the project completed. 
He became a one man army to complete this project. The main reason was the transfer 
of the money to do the job. Dibyendu is a private citizen and does not have a permit to 
cash foreign checks. I could not send cash in the mail and my only option was to send 
a money transfer by Western Union only for Dibyendu to find out that the transfer of 
these funds by Western Union is only good between blood relatives and no Western 
Union office in the entire city of Kolkata would give the funds after I had sent them. 
After weeks of trying, Dibyendu did find an understanding person to work with him to 
give him the funds after he told them about the desk and chair project at the school. 
So now Dibyendu had the funds and he started getting estimates for the tables and 
chairs. He found it better if he had the desk parts made in pieces at local shops and 
then had everything welded and assembled along with being painted, that it would 
end up to be the lowest cost for us.  Over a time span of about four months Dibyendu 
and I shared about 50 Emails. 

I would like you to see some of his own words from a few Emails and then you will 
understand that this project was not easy to accomplish and that he did it for the love 
of the children and his love of the world. 

“The first attempt to retrieve Western Union remittance has been unsuccessful today. 
However, nothing to worry I would make further attempt tomorrow.

There was no progress today, I met six agents of Western Union today but no one is 
confident to handle remittance from a non relation foreigner. There has been recent re-
strictions and new rules imposed to restrict inflow of foreign fund for criminal activities. 

All these are part of the game in the world of work and money. I would do all possible 
things before giving up. In case I need any help from you regarding this, I would let you 
know.

There is utter confusion among Western Union agents regarding payment rules, most 
know that money can be transacted between blood relations only. I know a good number 
of people in the financial world who should be masters in such matters but I wanted to sort 
out the thing myself without help of a source.

There will be more obstacles like the present one but we will swim through all of these. 
If we fail, we will prove ourselves to be worthless fools, I will do everything to disprove that.

I have been able to swim ashore at last. Things will move like this and students of 
Adarsha Hindi School will sit on nicely made desks soon.

That’s right the ball has started rolling. Let us all hope that everything else goes well.

You have got nothing more to do now. 
I will tell you well in advance when any ac-
tion is necessary from your end. Take good 
care of yourself, there is a lot of good things 
to do in this world but only a very few are 
ready to do that without personal gain.

So far as I have calculated till now, we 
would be able to achieve nearly the price of 
Rs.3500 per set as originally thought of the 
maximum amount that may overshoot 
the estimate is Rs.200 per set. We would 
remain 100% within Rs.3700 per set. The 
work of frame fabrication has very satis-
factorily progressed, I am keeping track of 
the quality very closely and feel confident 
to end up with a very good product.

There was another unforeseen matter, 
in Kolkata no registered seller would agree 
to sell materials to anyone having a for-
eign address, as it requires a special license 
for such sale, which is not held by sellers 
operating in Kolkata market. 

The desk project is right on track, 
the iron frames are all ready, the wooden 
planks are at advanced stage of finishing. 
Fitting of the wooden planks on frames 
and painting is left. I hope the final thing 
would come out in another 10/12 days. 
I am happy with the quality of work and 
hope the desks would be better than the 
earlier ones in all respect. It is true that the

desk project needed 
more effort than 
what I thought at the 
beginning. However, 
it was an enjoyable 
challenge and the 
result is almost at 
hand. I am enclos-
ing two snaps of the 
desks as they look 
before painting and 
fixing of shoes.

The painting of the desks are in prog-
ress but a bit slow, only about 20% has 
progressed in three days. I am fully after 
the job and trying to expedite.
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It is true, at one point of time things 
looked too tough, I was worried but did 
not leave anything for God to handle, I did 
everything which the situation demanded.   
I am happy now. Uncertainties are reduced 
almost to zero now. I myself feel that I 
have done justice to the job entrusted to 
me. Hope the students who would use the 
desks and all others involved would be 
happy in due course.

Desks are now getting a final coat of 
paint. Have a glimpse of how they look af-
ter painting.

 After a long and consistent effort to-
day was the day to celebrate. Finally 20 
sets of desks for the Hindi school were suc-
cessfully delivered today. School students 

happily participated in unloading the 
stock from two small trucks and arranged 
everything in the class room. I learned from 
Mr. Tiwari that classes for class XI and XII 
would start on 7th July wherein the desks 
would be used.

I would indeed be happy if I see more 
and more people showing concern about 
good things in our mother earth which is 
getting engulfed in dark clouds all too fast. 
Ray, I am with you. I have very little fortune 
to get things done myself. You have the 
zeal and I have wish, let us forge all these 
together and try to pay back a little bit of 
the debt that we owe to the mother earth. 
Instead of burning me out, the desk project 
has rejuvenated me, I am feeling younger. I 
am really feeling like wining a war. At times 
the early part of the war was indeed tough, 
I had even started feeling like a loser. All is 
well that ends well.

         

Mr. Ashok Tiwari (left) & 
Mr. Dibyendu Bhattacharya (right)

A visit to an orphanage 
near Calcutta

Like every year, Ray O’Brien visited 
our home during his latest Calcutta trip 
in December 2015. During his visit, we 
discussed about an orphanage near 
Calcutta, where 37 orphan boys from 
poorest of poor families are sheltered, 
getting an opportunity to have a small 
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space in the world of education and two square meals 
a day. The orphanage is run by an organization named 
‘NabaTarun Sangha’ (Translation: New Generation 
Youngsters) located in Falta, a place by the side of river 
Ganges 40 miles south of Calcutta.

The orphanage is entirely dependent on and fund-
ed by charities.

The members of ‘New Alipore Ladies Forum of 
which Priti (Anwesha’s mother) is a member, had al-
ready made a visit to the orphanage in August 2015 
and noted the unfulfilled urgent requirements of the 
place. On being briefed by Priti, Mr. Ray O’Brien gener-
ously agreed to equip the place with two plastic study 

tables and six chairs. He also sent thirty seven tennis balls and two footballs and a few 
Frisbees for the boys, which was a part of the consignment sent by him in advance for 
distribution during this year’s trip.

The visit by ‘New Alipore Ladies Forum’ members to the orphanage was organized 
on 17th January 2016.The boys heartily welcomed the troupe with a lot of smiles and 
cheers. The ladies offered them chocolates and cakes, the taste of which is relished by 
these small children once in a blue moon.

This day might not have had any permanent happy effect on the lives of the 
unfortunate 37 children, but they did get to enjoy a few hours of merry making and 
treats, something for which all children across the globe are tempted and wait for. 
What more can a common man do? He does not possess a magic wand which would 
make this world a place for all children to live and grow with equal support and 
opportunities. Let us dream of a day when it would happen, and in the meanwhile, let 
us do these small bits for their smiles and cheers, however short lived those may be.

      Dibyendu Bhattachara
      (Anwesha’s father)

Expenses incurred :
Ray O’Brien had contributed a sum of $100 for the event during his last visit in 

December 2015. The $ was exchanged which yielded 6250 INR. The cost of 2 tables and 
6 chairs – 3400 INR Cost of chocolates, cakes etc – 590 INR The balance 2260 INR has 
been retained and plans are underway to contribute the same to a hospital in south 
Calcutta engaged in treating underprivileged children suffering from thalasemia.

A Special Walker, from a Special Family, to a Special Sister

In 2016 I was given a very special walker from a family who had just lost a very 
dear family member.  When I was given the walker, I was asked to find someone very 
special to give it to as this walker was special to the entire family. I could see the hurt 
in the family members eyes as they told me this, and I said yes, I will find someone very 
special to give it to. 

 I took the walker apart so it would fit in a small box I was able to ship it to Rourke-
la, Orissa, India. As God works!  When the walker was in the mail to India, a very special 
Sister in Rourkela, Sister Anna Mary, had fallen down and did major damage to her 
knee and had to have an operation  and could not walk. When she was recovering 
Sister wrote and asked me if I had a walker she could have. I told her one is in the mail 
to Rourkela right now! It arrived a week later and the girls of the home put it all back 
together again.  How, I have no idea but they did a great job. The walker was given 
to Sister Anna Mary and she has used it to get back on her feet again. Here are some 
photos that tell the story.
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Halloween Candy
  

Every year just before Halloween, 
Katy and Chris McDonagh of Natick, 
MA manage our candy project and help 
me collect Halloween candy to send 
to many places that would appreciate 
a nice sweet treat.  This year the staff 
and students at the at the Montrose 
School in Medfield, MA along with the 
staff and students at St. John School 
in Boston, MA  with a few Children are 
Angels from Heaven donors, collected 
125 pounds of Halloween candy. This is 
a very special project every year and it 
brings happiness to many people. I want 
to say Thank You to everyone for your 
help especially the school children of the 
Montrose School and St. John School. I 
could not do it without all of you. 

Here is a list of where all the candy 
was distributed.

1. Dana Farber Cancer Institute -  
Boston, MA

2. Florida Baptist Children’s Home -  
Lakeland, FL

3. Nazareth House - Boston, MA
4. St. Charles Children’s - Rochester, 

NH
5. Pine Street Inn,  Boston, MA
6. New England Shelter for Homeless 

Veterans - Boston, MA
7. Friends of St. Francis Food Pantry  

Medford, MA
8. Pittsfield NH - Youth Workshop
9. Pittsfield NH Seniors Center
10. Hundreds of Children in India

Angels From Heaven 
and Other Charities

Each year Children are Angels from Heaven reaches out to support as many projects 
as it can, not only in India but also in the United States. We were happy to be a part of 
these special charities this year. Toys for Tots Drive at Christmas,  Guide Dogs of America 
providing Guide Dogs to the Blind at no cost, St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital, 
Aleppo Shriners Children’s Transportation Fund, The American Cancer Society and the 
Special Olympics. It is directly because of your generosity, that Children are Angels from 
Heaven can reach out to help these worthwhile charities each year.

Can Tabs
                                                                                                                                                  
The total of can tabs collected in 2016 was 40 pounds. Our grand total 

for the past few years is now 247.6 pounds. The tabs were again turned over 
to Mr. Lloyd Wentzell who is a member of the Shriners. The Shriners turn the 

tabs in for scrap metal and use the funds to help the Shri-
ners Hospitals. The Shriners hospitals help children free of 
charge and they do a great job. I give all of you a challenge, 
get a small plastic bag and fill it with the tabs and when it is 
full send the bag to me. Or you can be like my friend Mike 
Wenetta from Florida who gives me tabs by the shopping 
bag full. Last year Mike gave me 18 pounds.

 If you start collecting the Tabs you will soon find out 
how hard it is to do. Your effort will help a child in need at 

the Shriners Hospitals. If you give me small amounts or large amounts they are all ap-
preciated and are given for a good cause. A big THANK  YOU to everyone who helped 
with this project. To find out more information regarding the Shriners or the Can Tabs, 
check out this web site http://www.alepposhriners.com/ads/TabCollectionTriFold.pdf

Non–Profit Status

We are a tax deductible and legal non-profit organization. Our International Revenue Foundation Status Classification is 501 C 
(3). This was done by our accountant, Mr. Robert Johnston, CPA of 444 Washington St., Boston, MA.1-617-787-8520. Rob has done 
everything for us from A to Z with not one cent accepted as payment. Rob suggested right from the start that the bookkeeping be 
accurate and available for review by the IRS at any time. Rob also suggested all purchases or payments be made with check or credit 
card only. Rob has also helped us in many other ways to become what we are today. He is a great guy! If you ever need tax help he 
is the man to see. Thanks Rob for all your help you are the best!
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Deposit Cans

Here are the totals of the deposit cans for the year 
2016 and the Grand overall total. I am sure you will be very 
surprised when you see the numbers. I have worked hard on 
this project just about every afternoon, counting thousands 
of cans and bottles that are given to me from many people 
and businesses. It is not easy work, but you do what you have 
to do to raise funds to help the kids. 

Total cans collected in 2016 was 8,292 for a cash total of 
$414.60.

Our Grand total since we started this program is as follows  
199,242 cans and bottles have been collected for a Grand 
Cash Total of $ 9,547.66.

Here is a dedicated Angels from Heaven bottle collector Don Grigas on his motorcycle 
with the side car full of deposit bottles making a delivery to me with the deposit 
money going to the kids.

Civic Clubs

 Two very special clubs and their members have supported our work for a long 
time. These clubs never forget the children that we help each year. The Suncook Valley, 
NH Rotary Club in Pittsfield, NH and the Kiwanis Club of Medford, MA. I take my hat 
off to both of these fine clubs, not for just supporting our efforts but for the many 
things they do each year for their communities..  I have visited each club many times 
and have had a great experience doing it. I do my best to show our work and what we 
have done to all the members. The members of each club always find a way to have 
fun and laugh with each other at a weekly meeting over dinner, but when it  is time to 
reach out to help with a special needed project in their community or helping Children 
are Angels from Heaven, every single member in each club is there to help. It is a great 
honor for Angels from Heaven to have each of these clubs help us in our work to help 
children in need each year. 

Union Help

 I would like to say Thank You to local Unions who help Angels from Heaven, 
International Association of Machinists Union Local #447 and Teamsters Local # 25 The 
Union workers have been a big part of Children are Angels from Heaven helping the kids 
in India for many years. Area Director IAMAW of Local # 447 Mike Vartabedian in Boston, 
along with Business Manager Robert Motisi, and the Directing Business Representative 
Juan Negron of #447 in Bronx, NEW York, along with Mr. Sean O’Brien President of the 
Teamsters local #25 in Boston, the Executive Board Members of Teamsters Local #25 
in Boston, including all the Union Memberships in each union, have always stepped 
forward to help the children in one way or another each year such as the Toys for Tots 
program at Christmas time for poor children. I am proud myself to be a Union member. 
One of the great things about each of these Unions is I never have to ask for anything. 
The Union members just step forward to help me every year. 

Parking Our Storage Trailer

I would like to say Thank You to 
Veritiv Paper Company, 613 Main St., 
Wilmington, MA for letting us keep our 
storage trailer parked in their lot. It helps 
me many times over the year to gather 
needed donations stored in it to ship to 
the children. I would like to say thank you 
to all the Veritiv workers and managers 
for the help and support they have given 
me over the years. We could not do this 
work without their help. 

Newsletter Printing

Bunny and Victor Stoykovich of 
Town and Country Reprographics, 230 
North Main St., Concord, NH, have always 
made a great newsletter for Children 
are Angels from Heaven.  Bunny has 
donated all her free time to help us every 
year and the charges for printing are for 
materials only with just a small service 
fee. I am so taken back by their effort and 
generosity to help us year after year to 
tell our story. 

It is directly because of this gener-
osity that I am able to have extra money 
in our checking account to reach out to 
many more children in need. Each year 
because of so many people working 
together to help me, Angels from Heaven 
grows more and more. This means we 
always need additional newsletters 
printed or the newsletter grows to more 
pages. 

Thank you Bunny and Victor for all 
your help. If you are looking for printing 
work to be done large or small Town and 
Country Reprographics in Concord, NH 
is the place to go. Give Bunny or Victor a 
call at 603-226-2828
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In Closing

I hope that you have enjoyed reading this newsletter. It was another great year for 
Children are Angels from Heaven, I have worked very hard to write this newsletter and 
to be as accurate as I can. The one thing that makes it very special for me is the smiles 
we make in someone’s life with just a little bit of effort or the smiles from someone 
reading this newsletter. I never have, or never will ask anyone for donations to help 
me. I was brought up the old school way of doing things right no matter what it takes. 
Our work has to speak for itself. Just because you send me a donation that does not 
mean every month for the rest of your life that I will send you a mailing asking for more 
donations like many non profit charities do. I want you to reach out to help Children 
are Angels from Heaven because we are a good charity responsible and accountable 
for everything and that you want to help and be a part of it. I want you to look us up 
and check our record to see that we help people and are not a scam or a fraud or have 
self interest in this work.  Over the years we have done so many wonderful projects 
for children and connected so many people that I have lost count of them. If I live to 
be a hundred, I will never be able to thank all of you enough for all your kindness and 
generosity to help me do this work. I could never do it without you. Together one day 
at a time, in a very small way we make the world a better place. I look forward to my 
next trip November 2017 at Thanksgiving…

Thanks again for everything,
Raymond C. OBrien 

                        LETTERS              

Hi Ray,
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to you and yours. Best wishes for a healthy and 
hopefully generous out pouring for the Children you work so hard for in 2016

All the Best 
David                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                
Dear Ray,
I have been reading your newsletter about the kids in India. It’s so nice to hear about 
the smiles that you bring to their faces. I find it amazing how you can make a difference 
with the kids lives half way around the world.

Jay                                                                                                                             

Hi Ray,
I hope that you have all you need for the water project and the needed desks. If you 
need more let me know. Thanks a million for all your work.

Phyllis                                                                                                             
                                                                                                              

 Hi Ole Buddy Ray,
You and Patty make the Stairway to Heaven much brighter for everything you two do.

Always your Friends                                                                                                         
Bill & Barbara                                                                                                                                

Ray,
Enclosed is a donation made at the 
request of Professor Bruce Murphy. 
Congratulations on the wonderful work 
your organization does.

David                                                                
           

Ray,
Please put this donation to good use for 
the children.

Taxi Angel & Family                                          

Ray,
Enclosed is a small donation towards 
your work with Children are Angels. I am 
Very Happy that you were able to get the 
water pump installed.

God Bless You 
Barbara

Dear Ray,
I like seeing your E-Mails because I like 
seeing the variety of projects that we 
support in India. Like the water well, and 
life’s treats like the toys and all the school 
supplies. Thanks so much for all you do. 
You are amazing!

Sincerely
Kathy

Ray,
You touch so many lives each year I do not 
think the enclosed donation represents 
even a penny for each one. Thank You for 
all that you have done for so many.

Joe

Dear Raymond,
We are thankful for the amazing work you 
are doing for all the children.

God Bless You
Wally and Olive,  Toronto, Canada 
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Ray,
I know this will go to where it is needed most. You’re a good man and it does not go 
unnoticed.

Be Blessed 
Bill P.

Hi Ray,
Just a small donation to help your wonderful mission. We keep you and the children 
in our prayers.

Best Wishes
Mary and John
     
Hi Ray,
With many wishes for a safe, productive, and Happy Journey. I can’t wait to hear about 
it. You are an inspirational Reporter.

Lindsay

Dear Ray,
I read your newsletter about Children are Angels from Heaven and want to compliment 
you on the work that you are doing. Please accept this small donation.

Merry Christmas and Happy New year 
Peter

Ray, 
Thanks for all the good work that you do!  My sweet son David turned 29 yesterday. He 
is from the IMH Nursery in Kolkata 1988 

Warm regards & Thanks 
Cathy 

Hello Mr. O’Brien
This donation is in Memory of our dear close friend Rick O’Brien. It is from his friends 
at the Wednesday morning Breakfast Group. He talked so often to us about the work 
that you do with children.

Frankie, Moe, Dennis, Phil, Jim

Children are Angels from Heaven,
Thank You for your generous donation to our Empty Bowl’s program.

Pittsfield, NH  Middle High School Students

India’s currency, Rupees which were so dif-
ficult to exchange.
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Please visit our web site
www.childrenareangels.org

and “Like” us on Facebook
www.facebook.com/Children are Angels From Heaven
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