
 

Mara Wickett’s Sponsor Letter #2 - June 2020 

Going Deeper 

To my dear mission sponsors, 

I have to laugh a little as I begin this letter. After two 
whole months spent primarily inside the four walls of our 
little house here in Chet-Sip Rai, I feel as though I have 
more than usual to share with you! This strange time of 
pandemic has been and continues to be for so many a time 
of uncertainty, fear, and hardship; nonetheless, God never 
ceases for an instant to reveal himself to us in the context 
of the reality we find ourselves in. We must only be 
attentive to His Presence that shines in often unexpected 
and new ways. This time closed inside has been an 
opportunity to open my eyes! 

First, some updates on the community here: Monika and Fab both made the difficult decision to return 
to their homes as the pandemic began to gain traction. It was sad to see them go, but in these difficult 
times it has only become clearer that God has us and our mission in the palm of his hand. Thiện and I 
remain here in Bangkok, along with (for now) our community advisor. Her mission is in India, but she was 
visiting us when the airports and borders closed. We are happy to have this unanticipated time with her! I 
ask for your prayers for all the Heart’s Home missionaries throughout the world and for more volunteers this 
year. Even with stay-at-home orders in place, businesses closed, and a request from our bishop to suspend 
our activities and visiting in our neighborhood, somehow I find myself feeling closer with the people here.  

“Mom and Dad” 
“Mee” (pronouced May) means mother, and Mee Siin is our “Thai mom” and her husband, Paw, our 

“Thai dad.” In their 50s, they arrived in Bangkok from an outlying rural province some 30 years ago as a 
young married couple, hoping to build a better life for themselves and their children. Starting from nothing, 
they have found success over the years with their small food stand. Mee is a Thai cook extraordinaire; she is 
passionate about cooking and has seemingly infinite knowledge about everything food related. During the 
state of emergency here, Mee and Paw weren’t able to open their food stand which usually keeps them 
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busy from early in the morning until late at night, so they have 
more time on their hands than usual. Mee, who considers us her 
daughters, now appears at our door at lunchtime almost every 
day with freshly cooked, delicious Thai food in hand to spend an 
hour or two with us. She knows our daily schedule and always 
arrives right at our lunchtime. “I just finished cooking and rushed 
over so it wouldn’t be late!” she says, wiping sweat from her 
brow. “I made a separate batch for you so it wouldn’t be too 
spicy.” She learns that I have a soft spot for mango sticky rice, a 
Thai dessert, and the next day she appears at the door with an 
extra large homemade helping for each of us. She fills us in on 
the news, the neighborhood, and her family. For her, time spent 
with us is a little respite from the demands of life at home and the 
weight of the endless cycle of bad news on the TV. She knows we 
are happy to listen and laugh with her. Any need, question, or 
problem we have, Mee and Paw will go out of the way to help us. 
“Why didn’t you tell us sooner?!” is the constant refrain when we 
ask for help. Recently over lunch, Mee told us that before she 
knew us, she didn’t think Catholic people and Buddhist people 
could be friends. She thought we were so different that we must be something like enemies. But, as a 
friendship with the missionaries over the past 8 years has developed and deepened, she realized that’s not 
the case at all. She proudly showed us pictures and videos of a church she stopped to see along a road trip. 
“Before, I didn’t think that I would be allowed to enter, but now I was sure it would be okay.” Mee Siin has 
been a treasure for me to discover during this time at home. How well God takes care of us to give us our 
very own Thai mom! How beautiful to see the fruits of a faithful friendship. I entrust Mee Siin, her family, 
and her journey to your prayers. 

A mission of prayer 
Addiction is a deep wound in our neighborhood and it has many faces: alcohol, gambling, and various 

drugs, all of which have innumerable consequences in the lives of the people. For me, the most heart-
wrenching are the poorest of the addicts who resort to sniffing glue and suffer the stark damage this inflicts 
on their lives and dignity. This suffering can be easily seen as I walk past the wounded people who sit in 
plain sight, having given up on any degree of discretion. They sadly become part of the landscape, and it’s 
inevitable to become somewhat accustomed to their presence. Phuu is one of these people, and while I 
have never spoken to him, I see him daily and have learned about him from our neighbors. I see him 
wandering the streets almost every time I leave the house, dirty and barefoot. He is completely consumed 
by his addiction and covered with ugly electrical burn scars from when he tried to end his own life. These 
scars remind me that underneath is a human heart that suffers. Every time I see him, I am confronted again 
with the harsh and brutal realities of human suffering that exist, and my own powerlessness in the face of 
them. I see Phuu’s misery, his brokenness, his sin, his helplessness, and I feel as though it is a weight that I 
begin to carry with him in the silence of my own heart. Even though I’m not able to be near to him, Phuu’s 
presence has been teaching me an invaluable lesson: my mission here is first and foremost a mission of 
prayer. I carry Phuu in my heart now, and I am most aware of it when I sit in the chapel. I simply present him 
to Christ. I don’t know what to ask for, what solution to propose to God Himself - I can only entrust his life, 
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his misery, his humanity to the Lord. I feel that it’s a great privilege to be able to intercede for this tragically 
poor, wounded man. What a grace that in the middle of a Buddhist country, I can be the one who lays him 
at the feet of Christ. It is a mystery like so much of our mission here. Through Phuu I learn that in the end, 
this is my most important role for each person: to entrust them to the Lord in prayer. No quarantine or virus 
can limit this aspect of our mission. 

In a similar vein, another person also helped me to understand more deeply my mission here with a few 
short words. Luigi is a missionary from another Catholic community in Bangkok. One day he appeared at 
our door out of nowhere. He was passing by on his bike and decided to stop by just to say hello and see 
how we were enduring the confinement. I was in the 
chapel for Adoration and he poked his head in to 
say a quick prayer. He smiled. “I think Jesus is so 
happy to be here. I think this is the most beautiful 
chapel in all of Bangkok. Jesus is so happy to stay 
here in the middle of these people with you.” He 
ducked out, spoke with the other girls a few 
minutes, and left. Such a brief visit, but I am still 
thinking about it! Our chapel is about 8x10 feet and 
very simple. It’s too small for chairs, so we have a 
few cushions to sit on. The Tabernacle is beautifully 
carved wood Thai-style and we have a little Thai 
statue of Our Lady. I love our chapel because it’s 
warm and homey, but Luigi gave me new eyes to 
understand more deeply its significance and beauty. 
That Jesus would choose us and our little house to 
dwell amongst these people here that He loves! That He would humble Himself to be adored under the 
form of a little host and fill us with His love so that we can in turn offer it to the poor and lonely! That in the 
middle of streets so often filled with darkness, the little light by the Tabernacle is always shining, reminding 
us that the victory of Christ’s Light over the darkness is eternal! We have a beautiful chapel, indeed. 

A mission of presence  
Finally, I want to share with you an experience that taught me the unique beauty of our own mission. It 

can be difficult to explain to people sometimes the nature of the Heart’s Home mission: we are here to 
befriend the people, to walk with them, to help them as any friend would, to learn from them, to love them, 
especially, but not only, those that are isolated and outcast. This of course plays out in many concrete ways, 
but oftentimes I hear, “But what do you DO? Do you teach? Do you feed them? Do you give them clothes? 
What do you give them?” The answer is simple: we give ourselves. We don’t pretend to be the fix-all 
solution to all the problems we find - in fact, our neighborhood is blessed with several wonderful 
foundations that work tirelessly to offer goods and services to the people here. But in the end, no matter 
how much good and necessary progress can be made to improve lives and reduce poverty, human 
suffering will always exist in every corner of the world. And so, our mission is distinct. We are here to live 
with the people. Alongside them. To become their honest-to-goodness friends and love them for no other 
reason than that Christ loves them. To stand with them at the foot of their crosses, like Mary did. “Why do 
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you visit me?” They ask. We don’t need a reason, we 
say. We love you. “Why do you put up with my kid 
when he misbehaves? Why don’t you beat him?” We 
love him, we say. We want him to know that. “Why will 
you go with me to the hospital and sit in waiting rooms 
for 6 hours?” Because you’re our friend, we say. We 
don’t want you to go alone. 
All of this said, Coronavirus here has caused massive 
economic hardship like in the whole world. Many 
people in our neighborhood live day-to-day and thus 
were bearing the brunt of this crisis. Our friends of the 
Xaverian missionary community received massive 
donations of food and goods for the people here, and 

we helped them to distribute bags to those that we knew were in true need. It was a unique opportunity, 
because usually, to preserve the gratuitousness of our presence here, we don’t distribute goods. Instead, 
we can help to connect people with the help they need. However, in this time I found myself walking 
around laden with bags of rice and other staples. And I began to rejoice at the beauty of our own mission! 
It was so easy to hand over a bag of food and continue to the next house. It made me realize how much 
deeper my own desire is for our friends here, and how much deeper theirs is! They took the rice, but they 
wanted us to stay so they could talk and unburden their hearts or share about their lives. I wanted to stay, 
too! The rice will be gone in a few days but the consolation of a true friendship is a lasting balm. Though 
necessary, no material solution will ever replace a human presence. 

 

There is so much more to share, but let me 
leave you by saying that as I finish this letter, we 
are now able to go out and visit in our 
neighborhood again, welcome children at 
home, attend daily mass, and I was able to 
restart my Thai language classes! We’re so 
happy to get back to a more normal rhythm 
and see our friends again. The language 
continues to be a challenge but I am picking it 
up little by little. Know that I pray for you and 
your intentions daily and that I am endlessly 
grateful for your support and love. 

Gratefully, 
Mara 

Heart’s Home USA
26 Olive Street Brooklyn, NY 11211

718 522 2121
heartshomeusa.org
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Kiwi, Chompuu, Saviah, Ing, and Nam

Me and my buddy Yo


