
from Suzanna Harland, PA

Pilgrim: “A person who
journeys to a sacred place for religious 
reasons.” Montreal is a sacred place 
for the Sisters of Providence and 
the Providence Associates. Walking 
in the footsteps of Blessed Emilie, 
seeing and learning more about her 
amazing life, has been so inspiring. 
Experiencing the many ministries 
of the Sisters of Providence has 
stirred in me a desire for a new and 
closer relationship with Emilie, this 
amazing woman, and to her work.

I was especially inspired learning of 
her life-changing care of deaf children, 
and eventually of all the deaf in 
Montreal. It was so interesting seeing 
the early hearing instruments used 
to aid hearing deficits, the boarding 
schools and the huge facilities for care 
of the deaf that still are standing.  
Emilie was a woman ahead of her 
time, sharing the love of Christ in life-
changing ways; gathering the Sisters 
of Providence, calling them to her 
charism of caring for the poor. Blessed 
Emilie Gamelin continues to call and 
empower us, the Providence Associates, 
to embrace that same charism.

To make the journey with lovely 
friends/associates/sisters who are 
devoted to the Sisters of Providence was 
a gift. Our pilgrimage was inspiring, 
amazing and delightful. Providence 
of God, we thank you for all. ●

from Marian Julum- 
Weaver, PA

The pilgrimage, “In the 
Footsteps of Emilie,” was far greater than 
we Providence Associates expected.   
I enjoyed visiting with the sisters.  One 
of my friends, Sister Georgette Rochon, 
which whom I taught at Maryville in 
Des Plaines, Ill., near Chicago, took me 
on a tour of the motherhouse. I did not 
realize it was as expansive as it is.  

Sister Georgette introduced me to 
one of the last sisters of Our Lady of 

the Seven Sorrows. It is a 
small community of deaf 
sisters within the Sisters 
of Providence that was 
started 127 years ago. I 
signed to her that I was a 
Providence Associate from 
Seattle, Wash. Her expres-
sion changed when she 
saw that I could actually 
sign. I told her I worked 
with Sister Mary de Sales 
each Sunday for three years 
with the deaf children in 

Vancouver, Wash., instructing them in 
CCD (religious education) and accompa-
nying them to Mass. She gleamed when 
I continued to sign, stumbling in my 
effort to communicate with her. I related 
to her that I had not signed for over 
40-some years . . . so please forgive my 
fingers. She was pleased to see that I was 
trying to communicate in sign language. 
I do need to brush up on it, I know.

On we ventured to the seventh 
floor, were there is an outdoor patio 
with a view of Montreal which took 
in some of the past establishments 
which were started by the Sisters of 
Providence. The sisters gather here for 
an afternoon of relaxation, visiting with 
one another in the fresh air, or just to 
take in the scenery. Here they enjoy 
planned recreation and exercise, or 
give thanks for being in such a peaceful 
place. “Deo gracias,” as one sister said.

Later, I met some of the sisters from 
fourteen different communities who 
now live with the Sisters of Providence. 
It was beautiful to speak with them, 
hearing their stories, expressing how they 
appreciate the Sisters of Providence.

from Eileen Norris, PA

Our stay at the Providence 
International Centre, the mother-
house in Montreal, was ideal.  Our 
group was together and we could eat in 
the adjoining dining area and reflect 
together often. The schedule was full.  
Each day brought us new experiences of 
the history of the Sisters of Providence.  
We visited the archives, where we saw 
a display of things related to Mother 
Joseph, along with the records, artifacts 
and photos of the Sisters of Providence 
that have been collected over the years.  
We visited St. Martin Church, where 
Mother Joseph was baptized.  We saw 
the house where Emilie Gamelin stayed 
with her aunt. We visited with the 
sisters in the infirmary.  We walked the 
footsteps of Blessed Emilie Gamelin.  
We visited basilicas, cathedrals and 
shrines.  We attended Mass, we prayed 
and we reflected.  It has given me a 
renewed appreciation of my call as an 
associate of the Sisters of Providence.  ●
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qThe pilgrims gather around the 
statue of Blessed Emilie Gamelin 
in the Metro station in Montreal.

q Providence 
Associates Margaret 
Bauer (left) and 
Suzanna Harland 
enjoy the tour at 
the Providence 
International Centre.

t General Treasurer 
Rollande Malo, SP, (center) 
gives the pilgrims a look at 
archived financial records. 
Joining her are (from left) 
Annette Martinez, Suzanna 
Harland, Dorene Plampin 
and Kathe Boucha. 
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Each community has its own wing or 
area of the motherhouse, depending 
on the size of that group of nuns, so 
they may continue their own customs. 
I was greatly impressed. Yes, the large 
chapel accommodates all of 
these holy women. How these 
good women have contrib-
uted to bringing the love 
and knowledge of Christ to 
all parts of the world. And 
through Emilie Gamelin, the 
Sisters of Providence continue 
to share her charism . . . “The 
charity of Christ impels us.”

There is much more to 
share. I invite you to see 
what Emilie Gamelin accom-
plished. Take the pilgrimage 
“In the Footsteps of Emilie”. 
You will be amazed what 
one woman can do.  ●

“Formation for Mission”...

vegetables, and maybe fish. The times 
were tumultuous and yet this woman 
remained faithful to what she knew in 
her heart must be done. She cared for the 
poor, the widowed and the orphaned. 

Before we left Montreal, we were 
asked in one of the writings what 
questions we would ask Emilie. I would 
like to ask her if she was ever afraid.  It is 
my hunch that she would not be afraid; 
that her faith 
would protect her 
if she ever was in 
need. Her passion 
was her care 
and love for the 
poor and vulner-
able. May we be 
able to follow 
in her footsteps 
with that 
same passion 
and care.  ●

from Geri Ann Johnson, PA

This trip was such a wonderful 
experience.  There are many images 
and memories, but one image I find 
myself continually coming back to is 
that of Blessed Emilie leaving church, 
walking over those cobblestones and 
going into the market to beg for food 
and/or money. Because I worked so close 
to Seattle’s public market, I relate the 
market we saw in Montreal with the 
market in Seattle. In Blessed Emilie’s 
time, the Montreal Market was probably 
much like Seattle’s is today: full of fruit, 

from Dorene Plampin, PA

When I saw the invitation 
to maybe go to Montreal, I was ready 
to throw my name into the pot.  Then 
the waiting. Some fears began to creep 
in. What will happen if I get to go? 

The last year and a half have been 
challenging for me since my husband 
of 57 years passed away. I have felt de-
tached from the church and community. 
I hoped Montreal and the sisters and 
Providence Associates could bring much 
needed healing to this troubled soul.

tMother Joseph 
was baptized 
here in St. 
Martin Church.

Enjoying the Montmorency 
Falls in Quebec are (from left) 
Mary Ann Wilharm, Sister 
Virginia Miller, Geri Ann 
Johnson and Eileen Norris. u

t After a lot of walking, a few 
folks take a seat.  Pictured from 
left are General Councilor Josie 
Lerios, SP, Sister Virginia Miller 
and Providence Associates 
Eileen Norris, Suzanna Harland 
and Geri Ann Johnson.
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(continued from page 9)

Joined by Sister Jo Ann and the 
other PAs, we continued on to the 
motherhouse. What a revelation 
that was! So big and beautiful; 
so welcoming. We were given our 
room keys and again my fears quickly 
vanished. I had tried to quell expec-

tations before leaving home, but I had 
expected a very small room with a 
bath down the hall. What awaited me, 
like the others, was a gorgeous suite. 
Hospitality was in full swing. This set 
the tone of the pilgrimage for me.

There was sharing time at our dinner 
and we gathered afterwards to get to 
know each other and discuss the next 
few days. For me, it was lights out. 
Fatigue and happiness surrounded me.

Our days were filled with learning 
more about Mother Gamelin. Her presence 
seemed to be everywhere, in the house 
and even in public places and parks. We 
toured gorgeous cathedrals and were 
given time to reflect and be still in the 
presence of The Blessed Sacrament.

  I think for me the most important 
times were spent at the motherhouse. 
Meal times and evenings together 
gave time for sharing our stories and 
laughing. We were privileged to meet 
with the sisters in residence and even 
visited some who were in the infirmary.

I had a chance to be alone at Mother 
Gamelin’s tomb and to sit quietly in 
the beautiful, cool chapel. My thoughts 
were changed from when the pilgrim-
age began. There was a calmness in 
my soul. It was time to go home.

I want to say thank you to Sister 
Jo Ann and (General Councilor) Sister 
Josie Lerios for all their planning and 
giving of themselves. Also to Sister 
Roberta Rorke, who invited me to 
become a Providence Associate. 

 Mother Gamelin’s work continues 
in each of us.	 	 ●

Sister Jo Ann began our preparation 
for the pilgrimage. This helped dispel 
some fears I still had, like whether I 
would be dramatically changed.  And 
what would the people be like, and how 
would I fit in? Trying to trust in 
Providence became a daily prayer. 

On arriving in Montreal I was 
greeted at the airport by (General 
Councilor) Sister Alba Letelier. With her 
warm smile and hug, I began to relax.  
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Postscript:
Interviewed after her return from 

Montreal, Sister Virginia described 
the experience as “unbelievable,” 
adding that for Marie-Claire Frigon, 
“It was a kind of healing, as well, 
to have the general superior and a 
general council member there to see 
her.” Marie-Claire, a retired radiolo-
gist at Sacred Heart Hospital, cancer 
survivor and world traveler, said she 
would keep in contact with them, 
Sister Virginia said. Aided by Sister 
Rollande, the two shared stories and 
laughter. It took just a few minutes 
for the years and the miles that 
had separated them to melt away.

P LEASE REMEMBER        
            IN PRAYER

Editorʼ’s note:

It came as a surprise to Sister 
Virginia Miller in Seattle when 
she received an unusual invita-
tion from General Superior Karin 
Dufault. She invited Sister Virginia 
to accompany her back to Montreal 
after the Discernment 
Chapter to visit the site of 
Sister Virginia’s profession 
of final vows 61 years ago.  
It was a place full of painful 
memories, but also was where 
she first felt the joy of fully 
embracing religious life.

The painful part began 
in 1953, when young Sister 
Virginia was diagnosed 
with tuberculosis and sent 
with another sister, Elinor 
Brennan, to convalesce 
in Sacred Heart Hospital, 
a TB hospital in Cartierville, 
Quebec.  It was especially distress-
ing because while Sister Virginia 
had permission to make final vows, 
that step was being questioned 
because of health  issues.

“It was very, very painful,” 
Sister Virginia recalled.  “I spoke 
no French.  It was almost as if you 
were a leper; you had no visitors 
and the nurses wore masks.  
It was a very lonely time.”

She was allowed to make final 
vows in the TB hospital’s chapel, 
along with another tuberculosis 
patient, Sister Corona.  After 
three months, the doctors there 
said Sister Virginia did not have 
TB after all, so she was sent back 
to Seattle.  When she arrived, the 
doctor in Seattle said the TB still 
was present, so she spent another 
eight months confined to bed.

Still, Sister Karin’s offer of the 
journey back to Montreal all these 
years later was tempting.  “She said 
I could go back with her and do the 
steps of Mother Emilie Gamelin and 
then return to Seattle with Sister Jo 
Ann Showalter,” who was bringing 
a group of Providence Associates to 
Montreal on a pilgrimage.  “I decided 
to do it,” Sister Virginia declared.

I t is very hard to put into words what  
I experienced as I visited Sacred Heart Hospital in 
Cartierville, Quebec, 61 years after I made final vows 
in that chapel.  Memories of being isolated, lonely, and 
afraid were replaced by feelings of much gratitude to 
God for the privilege of once more visiting this place 
where I gave my life to God in a very profound way.  

The day after we got to Montreal, Sister Karin 
walked through the tunnel with me to the hospital.  We went through the chapel 
where I made final vows.  It was a very profound experience to relive that.

I was overwhelmed when Sister Karin told me all the things that Marie Claude 
Bèland, archivist for the General Administration in Montreal, had done to search for 
that great day in 1953.  I was given a copy of the liturgy and the homily that were 
recorded in the chronicles, the names of those who participated in the liturgy, as well 
as a description of the day.  I was blessed by a trip to the cemetery, where I was able to 
pray to and for several of the sisters who also were patients in the infirmary and who 
since have died, and also the sisters who were so good to me while I was a patient.  

The greatest gift of all was to be told that my profession companion of that day, who 
later had left the community, was still alive and wanted to see me.  What joy it was to be 

able to visit with Marie-Claire Frigon and be able to spend some 
time with her, even though she does not speak English and I do not 
speak French.  Due to the kindness of Sisters Karin and Rollande 
Malo, general treasurer, who interpreted for me, I was able to 
learn a little of what had happened to Marie-Claire, formerly 
known as Sister Corona, over these many years. 

I am deeply grateful for the privilege of being able to return to 
Montreal and revisit a place that, at the time, was a very painful 
experience for me, and end it in such a joyful, powerful way.  

Providence of God I thank YOU for ALL! 	 ●	 

After their reunion, the two 
share a fond farewell.

Today they are Sister 
Virginia Miller (left) and 
Marie-Claire Frigon.

by Sister Virginia Miller

Return to              
     Montreal
is “unbelievable”  
and a “healing” 
experience
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Amor Valerio, mother of Angelica V. Malaluan, 
PA, died June 10 in Bataan, Philippines.

Gladys McGuire, sister-in-law of                       
Mary Catherine McGuire, SP, died June 20 in                     
Stanwood, Wash. 

Mary Silva, aunt of Julie Wokasch, OSB, PA, 
died in California.

Gen. Valerio Perez, uncle of Felma Cerezo, SP, 
died July 7 in the Philippines.

Louise Ann Berger, sister of Susan Fitzmorris, 
SP, died July 7 in Olympia, Wash.

Frank Benoit, brother of Maryann Benoit, SP, 
died July 25 in Yakima, Wash. 

Josefino (Kuya Boy) Rayray , brother of   
Dalisay (Beth) Rayray, SP, died August 3  in             
Manila, Philippines.

Tontiano Hernandez,  grandfather of Margarita 
Hernandez, SP, died August 11 in El Salvador.

Mary Carter, sister of Cecilia Paganessi, SP,    
died August 16 in Denver, Colo.

Emilio Troncoso, step-brother of Silvia          
Troncoso, SP, died August 24 in Osarno, Chile

Russ Fuller, uncle of Beatrice LaFramboise, SP, 
died August 25 in Port Orchard, Wash.

61 years later

 
 

Sister Corona (left)
Sister Virginia (right)



u

“Spiritualty” and “Art of England”                

Sister Rosa Sen Nguyen  
    studies abroad with 
Gonzaga University          
                   students

The classes called me 
to become a more spiritual 
person in many ways and 
motivated me to study. We 
had classes from Monday 
to Thursday from 9 a.m. to 
noon.  Afterward, we toured the city and then wrote reflection 
papers connecting what we had seen to what we had learned 
in the classes. In five weeks we wrote eight papers, plus took 
midterm and final exams. The Art of England class took us 
through western civilization, ancient Greece and ancient Rome 
in terms of their social, political and theological thinking. 

The spirituality class was very prayerful. Some mornings 
we took 15 to 20 minutes to meditate on one of the charac-
ters in the Bible, some Bible verses, or some paragraphs in 
the assigned readings. Or sometime we went to the park 
to sit on the grass and share what we learned from the 
readings, the old buildings and churches, or the people we 
met. This class caused me to slow down and empty myself, 
to invite God into my inner being and to let God work in 
my life. I often felt the theology class was my retreat time 
and the art class was my pilgrimage journey with God.

These experiences called me to understand myself more. 
I grew up in a very strict Catholic family. I never went out 
by myself or lived independently. Then I went to a boarding 
house and entered the Sisters of Providence community. I did 
not have to do things alone because we did things together 
as a community. However, in this experience I had to stand 
on my own feet and plan my own schedule: attending daily 
Mass and classes, finishing school readings, and finding direc-
tions to places I wanted to visit. Thank God for technology 
and clear maps, which directed me from Point A to Point B. 

From this experience, I discovered that I am a mature, 
responsible and strong woman. I am not only able to adapt 
well to living in a community, but I also can live indepen-
dently. At the dorm, I enjoyed spending time with my 
classmates, cooking and sharing meals together. We played 
games together on Sunday nights and sometimes I taught 
them how to do origami, allowing me to get to know my 
classmates better and to develop deeper friendships. 

It was a blessing and a privilege to have had the trip to 
London and to take two courses in a foreign land. Having a 
class as my retreat time and visiting the places as my pilgrim-
age were almost beyond my comprehension. They were a 
deep spiritual experience and gave me a broader understand-
ing of England’s past and present through its artworks and 
architecture.  I thank God and our community for granting 
me this once in a lifetime experience. I will continue to 
treasure this remarkable time as I walk toward the future 
and remain open to the Holy Spirit leading me to trans-
formation. Providence of God, I thank you for all. 	 ●
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Sister Rosa Sen Nguyen is on the left in this 
photo taken with other Gonzaga University 
students in England.

by Rosa Sen Nguyen, SP

S urprise is always part of life in our ongoing 
journey. As a junior in the theology department at Gonzaga 
University in Spokane, I was asked if I would like to study 
abroad in England for five weeks this summer. The program 
consisted of two classes: “Spirituality” and the “Art of 
England”.  I gathered information, got the blessing of the 
Formation Team and the Leadership Team, and then left for 
England with fourteen other students and two professors. 

 It is difficult for me to put my experiences in those 
five weeks into words, but what comes to mind are the 
wise words of St. Augustine: “The World is a book, and 
those who do not travel read only a page.” As I reflect on 
the trip, I’ve discovered that the two courses were inter-
twined because one class was academic and spiritual while 
the other was experiential. I also grew personally because 
I had the chance to make decisions on my own and to live 
with the students who were close to my own age. They influ-
enced me to become a more spiritual person, to understand 
myself better and to appreciate God’s beauty through the 
diversity of architecture and artworks we encountered. 

We either visited or attended prayer services in places 
such as Westminster Abbey, Westminster Cathedral 
Church, St. Paul’s Cathedral, Canterbury Church, the British 
Museum, the British Library, Shakespeare’s Globe Theatre, 
Phoenix Theater, Hampton Court Palace, Stonehenge and 
many other places. Each place had a unique significance not 
only for my homework assignments, but they helped me 
to understand the social, political and theological perspec-
tives of their time. One example is Canterbury Cathedral, 
which we made a slow pilgrimage through. As I experienced 
its beauty, I sensed a deep mystery which seemed to grow, 
and as I walked through the West Gate, I saw many small 
churches and convents for religious men and women. 
I was impressed by the name of the street, “Friars”, where 
many priests, monks and nuns worked and lived. The street 
name represents the consecrated lifestyle of the people 
who lived there. This was a precious and sacred place. 

Sister Rosa in front 
of the Canterbury 
Church


