
People of Pentecost 

Enjoy some stories from our 
parishioners…... 

EWA 

My name is Ewa, I am the first generation in America. I left Poland 

during the Communist Regime in 1984 with my husband and 

three sons. My road to Sacramento was long and led through 

several countries: first was former Yugoslavia (two months here), 

then Italy - Roma city (one year), then Canada - Newfoundland 

and Labrador for another year, then Canada - Toronto (five years). 

Here my middle son received his First Holy Communion. We came 

to Sacramento, USA in 1990, where we found Holy Mass in St. 

Philomena's Church in Polish and here my youngest son received 

his First Holy Communion. Then, for several years, we participated 

in the Holy Mass in the Polish Chapel at the Polish Cultural and 

Pastoral Center. We continued attending Holy Mel's Church in Fair 

Oaks, CA, Holy Family Church in Citrus Heights, CA, and 

eventually ended up at Divine Savior Church, Orangevale. 

 

 

After Graduation from High School, 

I went to work in Washington, D.C., 

became an Executive Secretary, met 

my husband, Dan, who brought me 

to California where we celebrated 

40 years of marriage. A few years 

after his passing in 2017, I moved 

to Gold River to be near my 

daughter, Stephanie, her husband, 

Dario, and my grandchildren, Shae 

and Mateo. I feel blessed to have 

found the loving Community at 

Divine Savior where I hope to share 

my gifts. 
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BEV  

My late husband who worked for Raytheon in Massachusetts, 

got a job in London, working for a Saudian Arabian holding 

company. The company was owned by the late and somewhat 

notorious Adnan Khashoggi who was the uncle of the 

brutally murdered journalist in Istanbul.  

 

We were young and adventurous, so the company moved us to 

London. After 3 years living in Wimbledon, the company 

downsized and moved its office to Luxembourg where we spent 

an amazing 7 years. I, of course, was unemployed and was able 

to travel extensively and did a lot of very fulfilling volunteer 

work, my son was born there. 

 

Learning French was very helpful for daily living and travel - 

emphasis on oral French, very little reading and writing. Haven't 

used it for many years, so most is forgotten. I am so blessed to 

have this amazing life experience. 

 

(And prior to Europe, we lived on St Thomas - husband's first 

job out of college was the accounting manager for Sapphire Bay 

Resort, that too was quite an experience!!) 
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STEPHANIE  

My Mother, Stefania, was born in Pennsylvania in 1908.  Her family 

moved back to Poland where she grew up, married my Father, 

Walenty, had two boys, Emil and Steve, returned to the United 

States in 1933 pregnant with her 3rd child, Joseph. She worked in 

a sugar refinery and placed Joseph in Salvation Army day care.  In 

1938 she was able to bring my Father and two brothers from 

Poland to the United States, prior to Hitler's invasion of Poland.  I 

was born on 9/19/1946 in Philadelphia, PA. and was taught by the 

Sisters of the Holy Family of Nazareth, a Polish Order, at St. 

Stanislaus Catholic grade school and Nazareth Academy High 

School.  St. Stanislaus was a Polish Parish.  We spoke Polish at home, 

and celebrated the traditional Christmas Wigilia and Easter 

Swieconka.  Being a member of the Polish Arts and Culture 

Foundation, San Francisco, provided an opportunity for me to 

converse and experience many Polish activities over the years.  

 

After Graduation from High School, I went to work in Washington, 

D.C., became an Executive Secretary, met my husband, Dan, who 

brought me to California where we celebrated 40 years of marriage. 

A few years after his passing in 2017, I moved to Gold River to be 

near my daughter, Stephanie, her husband, Dario, and my 

grandchildren, Shae and Mateo. I feel blessed to have found the 

loving Community at Divine Savior where I hope to share my gifts. 



People of Pentecost 

Enjoy some stories from our 
parishioners…... 

KHANNA  

My Mom and Dad God bless their souls, were born in 

IRAN, they spoke Aramaic and Arabic Languages, their 

honeymoon was in Baghdad, Iraq .  My life started when 

I conceived in my mother's womb and I was born in 

Baghdad Iraq. I speak Aramaic, Arabic and English. 

 

I lived with my parents and had a  very happy life for 27 

Years. I got engaged through my husband's family 

(Engagement Arrangement) .  My husband Mike was in 

America and I was in IRAQ.  My Mom ,Mother in-law, 

my Aunt and I went to Amman Jordan. We met Mike in 

Jordan after he left America to meet us. Mike and I went 

to look for Catholic Church to get married, finally we 

found a church called Annunciation / Aman , and in 

08/12/1981 we got married. 

 Mike 

returned to 

America but 

my mom, 

mother-in-

law ,aunt 

and I we 

stayed in 

Jordan till 

my 

paperwork was complete done from the  Immigration 

office. After that I came to America and met my husband 

again on 10/05/1981 in Los Angeles. We stayed there for 

3 days, then, we came to San Jose where Mike was living. 

We lived there for 10 years, then moved to Sacramento 

Ca in 08/1990 after buying a new house we have lived in 

till now, 33 years. 

God has blessed us with 4 boys and one granddaughter so 

far . 

 

 

I was looking and searching to find a Catholic 

Church near us, so we can take our kids to 

church. Luckily I found in the yellow pages a 

phone number for Divine Savior Catholic 

Church.  Immediately I called and talked to one 

of the parishioners and she told me “It is a 

bingo hall, and we do our masses here”. I said 

no problem, I need to come to the church with 

my family , I was very happy to be with Divine 

Savior and I have stayed here till now because I 

found My heart. 

 

I was one of the parishioners involved for 

fundraising money to build the church from 

bingo hall to the tent and then the high tech 

church! 

My family was chosen by Divine Savior to 

be the Honored family for the day 

of Dedication for the church. Happily we 

accepted. 

After my boys were full time in school, I started 

looking for a job because Mike at that time was 

working three jobs to take care of us, and I do 

have my College Degree in Chemistry. My first 

Job was with City Of West Sacramento as 

Laboratory Analyst . And now after my 

retirement, I am working as Interpreter with 4 

different agencies on call. 
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Meki 

My name is Mechthild,'Meki', and I was born and raised in 

Germany. I have a B.A. in Italian and English language and 

literature. 

In 1983 I married and moved to Sorrento, Italy. My 2 children 

were born there, and then in 1993 my family emigrated to the 

United States/California. 

I work as an interpreter for Italian and German at Language Line 

Solutions. 
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My parents immigrated to the United States in 1975. According to them, 

my mom, nine months pregnant with me, along with my dad and 

grandmother, escaped the war in Vietnam as the Communist North 

invaded the South. They were shoved into a cargo plane and left their 

homeland.  They had a brief layover in Guam, then flew to the US and 

were housed at Camp Pendleton, San Diego, where all the Vietnamese refugees were taken. Two days 

later,  I was born.   

Even in the midst of war, my father managed to pack in his old suitcase a bottle of champagne to 

celebrate my birth.  As lost and frighten as they were, my dad fought hard for my mom to stay in the 

hospital for longer than 2 days, using his limited and broken English.  He didn't want her at the camp 

with a baby they so waited long to have.  I was named after California .... the last 3 letters ... Nia.  My 

parents envisioned going back to Vietnam after things settled down and my name will remind me where I 

was  born.  They were not able to return.  They quickly learned English and became American 

citizens.  They have never missed an opportunity to vote and are proud to be here.  They do not take 

their life here for granted. It is their new home and they would not have it any other way.   

I am the oldest.  I have a younger brother and sister.  We grew up in a tight knit Vietnamese 

community in Sacramento where my father eventually felt called to be a deacon.  He has been a deacon 

for 30 years.  

I learned all the prayers in Vietnamese (I am better with them in English now) and can get by with 

speaking conversational Vietnamese when need be. Growing up, I did not speak English or Vietnamese 

well and felt that I didn't belong in either culture.  I was an outcast in many ways.  

I left for college and got married and have 3 kids of my own.  My husband 

is part Chinese and European. My kids are blessed with the gifts from 

many cultures and we wanted a community where they would always feel 

loved and be accepted for who they are without judgement.  We have 

been to several parishes, even almost leaving the Church entirely, until 

we found Divine Savior in Orangevale.  

What we found was a welcoming community where we felt an acceptance 

on a deeper level.  We were being spiritually fed, supported, inspired, and listened to.  We didn't have to be 

the perfect Catholic family to belong.  We were still welcomed.  Our family has made friendships that will 

last a lifetime. We want to be that for others who may feel lost like we did ... like my parents did when 

they first came.  So ... here we are at Divine Savior hoping to give others the support that we were so 

lovingly  blessed with.    
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JIM 

I was a happy and college-bound 17-year old in San Bernardino in 

southern California when around the first of July a letter arrived, 

announcing that I had been accepted as an AFS (foreign-exchange) 

student with a family in Mestre, Italy. I knew something about 

overseas travel through my brother and sister, who had spent a year 

and a summer in other countries, but had no idea what Italy was 

like. I postponed college a year, crash-coursed the language in the 5 

weeks before I left, attended a 2-week language camp in San 

Gimignano (Tuscany), then arrived in Mestre, on the mainland next 

to Venice. Landing in a foreign country with no real language or 

ethnic/cultural background is like becoming a functional 2-yr old in 

a 17-yr old body. I gained a bunch of weight, and in the late fall 

was transferred to another family further north, in Udine. By four 

months I could piece apart what people were saying; by six months I 

was dreaming in Italian; by the ninth month I was third in my class 

of 30 at the Scientific Technical Prep School (Liceo Scientifico) that I 

attended. When I first returned to southern California, I was more 

comfortable expressing myself in Italian than English.  

 

Fast forward 45 years, and I have monthly calls with two or three 

of my good friends there, am teaching Italian at the Murer House 

(Italian Cultural Center) in Folsom, and am leaving on June 8th for 

the fourth time in nine years to spend three weeks with my friends 

and the family in Udine that hosted me. 

That's the basics of why I speak Italian, and why I love returning to 

visit the country, especially in the northeastern regions. 
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PRISCILLA 

I was born in the Philippines and, thanks to my father who was in the 

Navy at the time, my family and I migrated to the US when I was 

three and a half years old. It was a culture shock for me and my 

family, most especially since my brothers and I did not speak a word 

of English. Imagine trying to have a conversation in Pangasinense 

with the neighborhood kids! My mother was aware of the language 

barrier, so she put her teaching skills to work and, being the most 

eager to learn, I was speaking English AND Pangasinense, in no time 

at all. I wound up speaking English more often than not however, and so I lost my command of my original 

tongue. I relearned Pangasinense when I moved back to the 

Philippines. I was eight years old then. Tagalog (Pilipino) was a 

whole new ballgame for me and my brothers. Not able to speak or 

understand a single word of it, we struggled to learn it in school, 

but learn we did since it's the national language in the Philippines. 

In order for us to keep our command of English, my mother made 

it a household rule to speak only English inside our house. She said 

that we can chatter all we wanted in the dialects while out with 

friends, but once we're back inside our house we're to change gears 

and speak English. What a language workout!  

To this day, whenever my brothers and I chat, we switch back and forth between English and Pangasinense 

- our two "first" languages.  I honed my Tagalog speaking skills when, besides learning it in grammar and 

high school, I attended university in Manila, the melting pot of the Philippines. My classmates came from 

all parts of the country and spoke different dialects, but Tagalog is the one language by which we all 

conversed. My husband speaks Tagalog and Ilocano as well, so in my household 4 languages/dialects are 

spoken. Can you guess which ones dominate our conversations? 

I returned to the US in 1980, having lived in the Seattle area first, then moving to California 4 years later. 

For as long as I've lived here I have registered my family in at least 3 parishes, but Divine Savior has made 

me and my family feel so welcome. I've been encouraged to participate in several ministries and help 

promote religious cultural diversity in the parish. I am blessed and thankful to have the ability to be 

multilingual and help spread God's word and our parish's mission in this capacity.  I returned to the US in 

1980, having lived in the Seattle area first, then moving to California 4 years later. For as long as I've lived 

here I have registered my family in at least 3 parishes, but Divine Savior has made me and my family feel 

so welcome. I've been encouraged to participate in several ministries and help promote religious cultural 

diversity in the parish. I am blessed and thankful to have the ability to be multilingual and help spread 

God's word and our parish's mission in this capacity.  
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MARY 

My parents emigrated from Germany after WWII. My mom 

survived Hilter, despite being half Jewish.  My dad was a 

physician in the German army, but was court marshaled 

because of his anti-Nazi views.  I was the first child born in the 

United States.  My oldest brother was born in Germany; the 

second oldest was born in Panama, where my parents landed, 

initially, because my grandfather, who was Jewish, had the 

foresight to leave Germany and move to Panama in 1932.  My 

first language was German.  My father taught me how to read 

and write German because he wanted me to become an 

interpreter. I even spent my junior year of high school at a 

German Gymnasium (college prep high school) in Regensburg, 

where my 2 aunts were teachers.  However, I ended up 

becoming an engineer. 


