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 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Sister Homerine Soucy
(Sister St. Frémont)

November 7, 1921    -    November 23, 2015
“Like a shepherd he feeds his flock;

In his arms he gathers the lambs,

Carrying them in his bosom, 

And leading the ewes with care.”

(Isaiah 40:11)

On November 7, 1907, Homerine Soucy (in religion, Sister Saint Fremont) was born to a very special family in Grand Isle, Maine.  Homerine was the thirteenth child born to Theophile and Olive Dumond Soucy.  She was the beloved “little sister” to six brothers and five sisters.  Sister Homerine followed the star which led her to the Good Shepherd Sisters where she continued to shine brightly sharing her many gifts and talents with the flock of the pastures of Maine and Massachusetts. I shall now let Sister Homerine share her autobiographical sketch with you:

I, Sister Homerine Soucy, was born to Catholic parents in Grand Isle, Maine, a small village tucked into the St. John Valley up in Northern Maine.  My father was a good provider as potato grower and road contractor; my mother, always the faithful and loving homemaker.  I was raised in a large music-loving family, so it seemed natural for me to learn to play various musical instruments.  I especially liked summers when, after “High Mass,” we played music on the veranda while dad read the newspaper and mom hummed as she prepared the meal.  Today, I still associate the delicious odor of roasting meat with home, Sunday, music and a sense of well-being.

The person who had the greatest influence in my life is my mother—my “uncanonized saint!”  I still marvel at her superhuman patience, her untiring dedication as wife and homemaker, her constant motherly love, her extraordinary simplicity, her staunch faith, and her warm devotion to our Blessed Mother.

There is also my favorite brother, Cliff, who accompanied me to parties and protected me from a lot of foolishness.  We worked projects together like raising chicks and caring for sick lambs.  Our relationship remained close because he married my best girl friend and we visited often. I began weekly visits on my days off when I learned that Cliff had been diagnosed with terminal cancer.  He and I had deep spiritual chats.  At times, we were silent simply holding hands and looking into one another’s eyes and that was even more powerful than words. When he died, I shared my terrible pain and tears with a retreat director and a few sister-friends. Their love and understanding brought about the healing I needed. 

A nun-friend, Sister Mary Paula, was a special help in my religious life.  She believed so much in my goodness that I became fired with a strong desire to measure up to her belief in me.  She was only 41 years old when she died of cancer.

During my growing-up years, the Grand Isle population was all Catholic so that our public school resembled a Catholic school.  When I reached high school age, I attended a parochial school in Lawrence, Massachusetts and that is where I met the Sisters whose Congregation I joined at nineteen years old, the Servants of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, also known as the Good Shepherd Sisters of Quebec.  It is thanks to my religious community that I was privileged to attend many fine institutions of learning such as Boston College, Boston University, the University of Detroit and others, obtaining a B.A. in Fine Arts, an M.A. in Religious Studies, and a Diploma in Religious Education from Lumen Vitae, Brussels.  I’m also certified in Clinical Pastoral Education from the Andover-Newton School of Theology, and hold a Diploma in Elder Life Ministry from St. John XXIII Seminary. 

In pre-Vatican II days, nuns did not choose their ministries but were assigned by Major Superiors to certain ministries.  We were trained to see God’s Will in this and therefore “offered up” what we would not have freely chosen.  (How I would have loved to study music!)  However, I don’t remember ever rebelling against this community tradition.  That’s the way things were done, I knew about it, and I accepted it.  Of course, I much prefer how we do things today.  

I taught Junior and Senior High School students in both public and parochial schools for fifteen years and I was vocation director for eight years. I transferred the Vocation Office from Bay View to Brookline, Massachusetts in 1964 and worked with experienced Vocation Directors in the Boston area.  I attended annual vocation workshops in Washington, D.C. under the direction of Bishop Fulton J. Sheen, following courses and workshops in counseling.

I remember having an active horizontal file of 1,000 girls ranging from grade 6 to adulthood.  In my training, I had learned that it was best to start a spiritual program with the very young in order to assure seriously interested young people later on.  With the grade school children it was a pen pal program.  We also printed a bimonthly newsletter entitled “Shepherding” which we sent out to an average of 875 interested young people.  In the 1960’s, it was the trend to give Vocation Talks to students in the elementary and high schools.  Each year, I applied to the Bishops of various Dioceses in the New England States and they would assign schools for me to visit.  Another activity in vogue at the time was setting up vocation exhibits.  This was done in Maine and New Hampshire.

I was also responsible for the “Nun-For-A-Day” program.  I liked this ministry very much and it was only ill health which forced me to resign from it.  There is great joy in the knowledge that so many young people are thirsting for God.  Yet, it was requiring long hours, much pain, and yes, much sweat and tears. 

Then I was encouraged to specialize in religious studies.  This was in 1969.  The Diocese of Portland, Maine financed my two years at the University of Detroit, a Jesuit College, where I received a Master’s Degree in Religious Studies and a diploma in Religious Education from Lumen Vitae, Belgium. I was then named Director of Religious Education in South Portland.  But I soon discovered that my temperament, talents, and present baggage of learning suited me best for pastoral work.  

In 1974 Sister Homerine became a Pastoral Associate in Grand Isle, Maine where she worked closely with Father Bolduc.  When he fell seriously ill, she had to assume full responsibility for the parish.  In his last letter to her before his death, Father Bolduc wrote:  “God bless you for all you have been, are, and will be for me as we share in service and ministry.  My feelings are similar to those of St. Paul when he speaks of the good women who helped him in his ministry and who assisted and encouraged him in his trials and physical sufferings.  I also think of you as a deaconess such as we read about in the early Church.”  Sister Homerine then went on to minister in Springvale, Maine at Notre Dame Parish from 1978 to 1985.  Again in Sister Homerine’s own words:

I looked for a parish not too distant from our convents and small enough to allow me to work as Pastoral Associate, coordinating the four major functions of pastoral work.  I found this parish in Springvale, Maine.  Notre Dame Church, situated in a tourist area, serves five hundred families during three seasons and nine hundred during the summer season.

Notre Dame Parish Council constructed for me a comfortable apartment within a two-story brick structure which was formerly an Ursuline  Convent.  The rest of the building had been divided to serve as conference rooms, work rooms, classrooms and my office. Besides coordinating the Notre Dame catechetical program, I spent my first year organizing the Worship and Spirituality Commission so that there existed a group that met weekly to plan the Sunday liturgy, an altar society, and adult choir, a children’s choir, a program for altar servers, and a monthly family Mass.  In the second year, I encouraged the Commission to recruit Eucharistic Ministers to bring Holy Communion to the sick and elderly once a week.   I also built a program to provide religious education for all parish members, “from womb to tomb.” In order to accomplish my goals I worked closely with the Parish Council Commissions who needed constant support and this has been my role.

Therefore, for this ministry I lived both in Springvale and in Saco.  Though I am living out of the convent, I do feel that I am still in the convent.  Communication by phone and mail between my Bay View Sisters and me is alive and I kept aware of what is going on in my local convent and in the community at large.  However, despite these many contacts, I do miss the Sisters, the convent atmosphere, and the peaceful Bay View Chapel.  I particularly miss the support of Community.  Very often, it is only once deprived of it that one realizes how the daily sharing of prayer, apostolate, and small talk is a source of comfort and strength for a religious.

From this very fruitful ministry, Sister Homerine went on to complete a course in Clinical Pastoral Education and assumed the role of Director of Pastoral Care at St. Andre Health Care Facility which at the time was managed by our S.C.I.M. Community.

My personal relationship with God especially grew when I went into Clinical Pastoral Education and became a pastoral caregiver.  I felt very close to God as I assisted the sick, bringing Christ’s comfort to them, using gentle healing touch, praying for and with them when they were dying, softly singing their favorite hymns to them.  The Presence of Jesus was tangible in their eyes and in our relationships.  The CPE experiences were extremely difficult emotionally, yet I am ever grateful for the “grinding” which I considered the unveiling of who I really was.

In 1990 Sister Homerine transferred to our Mt. Carmel Convent in Methuen where she worked at Lazarus House as Liturgy Coordinator and at Nevins Nursing Home as a Music Therapist. Music was always an integral part of Sister Homerine’s life as she mentions:

Personally, I find that God speaks to me most strongly and intimately through music both instrumental and vocal.  Whether religious or secular, music has the power to calm and uplift me, to vibrate my heart strings and to become prayer.  

All my life, then, I have used music in whatever ministry I was engaged in to illustrate certain points, to teach, to help memorize, to comfort, to entertain…never dreaming that, one day, I would actually be hired  as music therapist in a nursing home.

A little poem written by one of the residents at Nevins describes her presence and ministry at Nevins Home.  It follows:

She enters the room with grace and light.

Her eyes shine like the stars at night.

She sings in a sweet heavenly voice,

Causing all who hear her to rejoice.

She is a true messenger from God above,

Exuding faith, hope, trust and love.

We listen quietly to hear her speak,

And find the inspiration that we seek.

Her lovely smile gladdens every heart,

And her sense of humor is a vital part

Of her own sparkling, endearing way.

Each time she comes, she makes our day.

Now you must know just who I mean…

Yes, it is our beloved Sister Homerine!

In 1994, Sister Homerine returned to our convent in Biddeford.  She was in charge of the following ministries at St. Joseph Convent where our infirmary, Good Shepherd Pavilion is located and again describes this ministry in her own words:

I was in charge of music for Sunday liturgies and feasts at our Community Infirmary.  I also do some pastoral care-giving to our Sisters.  I find the music apostolate challenging when it concerns certain liturgical functions because I do not have much formal music education.  The good, resulting from this ministry, lies in my great dependence on God.  Often times, I’m unsure and afraid but I risk performing just the same taking that terrifying leap in the dark called faith.  Hopefully, it will be through my weaknesses that I will eventually become strong.    

Bertrand was another “special” brother to her.  He was a Marist Missionary Priest who served over fifty years in the South-West Pacific.  She also has a Marist nephew who serves in New Caledonia. 

From a letter written to Bert on December 31, 2006, shortly before his death, we get a personal insight into Sister’s philosophy of death and dying.  I shall now quote sections of this letter she wrote to Bert on his dying bed:

Dearest Bert,


I have learned that you were very sick, and heartfelt prayers have been soaring to our Father in Heaven for you every day.  If you still feel sick, know that our wonderful and powerful God is right there by your side, supporting you as you carry the heavy cross of suffering.  Try to believe this in deep faith because this is reality.  God says:



“Be still, be still and KNOW that I am God!”



“Set aside every fear and TRUST in my LOVE!”


You have given fifty years of your life to God through the poor, the hungry, the destitute who are the Good Shepherd’s LOST SHEEP. How God loves you!  “Come, my good and faithful servant and inherit the kingdom prepared for you.”  Let us pray together that God’s Holy Will be done on earth as it is in Heaven.  I love you, my dearest Bert, and I would love to see you well so that we could continue our contacts by phone.  However, if God wishes otherwise, let us say together “Thy Will be done.”  That is the greatest prayer a person can say because it places all one’s cares and concerns, fears, sorrows, and regrets in God’s Divine Heart.  You also give Him all your life… which was God’s greatest gift to you, now, you give it back to Him. Is there a ticket to Heaven that has more value than THE GIFT OF SELF?


With a heart full of love, I embrace you, my beloved brother, and I wish you faithfulness to God’s Holy Will forever.  Mary, our Blessed Mother, hold in your arms your suffering priest—your Marist Son.  Bert, oh Bert, I will never forget you!








Your loving sister, Homey

Sister Homerine celebrated her 94th birthday on November 7, 2015 and continued her journey to her heavenly home, reaching her destination on November 23, 2015.  While on her death-bed, Sister Homerine promised to come for another of our Community members who was also journeying to heaven.  Fifteen minutes before Sister Homerine’s funeral service began, that Sister, Annette Bouchard, breathed her last breath.

At her wake, a beautiful tribute was given by Ronald Soucy, one of her closest nephews, whom she called her “surrogate son. “He shared the impact that his Aunt Homerine had on his life and the youth of Grand Isle.  His mother died when he was twelve years old, and Sister at that time became like a second mother to him. In his own words, he shared the impact she had:

As a very talented singer and musician, Aunt Homerine saw in me what most Soucy family members had as a gift and decided to develop and nourish that talent in me.  She formed a teenage choir and music group for the folk Mass in Grand Isle.  She was a Eucharistic Minister and Father Bolduc’s right hand.  Our Grand Isle Sunday and holiday Masses often had standing room only. The beautiful ethereal voices and music emanating from the church oftentimes felt very heavenly.  Who can forget the image of Aunt Homerine with her guitar slung over her shoulder directing all these choirs at once throughout these wonderful Masses.  She loved her job, and her vocation of being a nun, and she did everything well.  She was a dedicated and devoted religious until the day she died, celebrating seventy-four years in the Good Shepherd Convent.  She was one of a kind—creative, talented, full of energy and very high spirited. We will never forget all of her musical attributes shared with us over the years.  I’m sure all of her nieces, nephews, family, friends and religious Sisters here would attest to that.  She was indeed a mother to us all and will always be loved, remembered and missed.

Prior to the funeral service, a friend of the family who knew Sister Homerine, Rt. Reverend Leonard Faris, Pastor of the Greek Orthodox Parish in Lowell, Massachusetts prayed the Triasagion Prayers of Mercy for the repose of the soul of Sister Homerine.

Friends and many nieces and nephews filled our St. Joseph Chapel as the Soucy family furnished the music and songs for her Mass of Christian Burial officiated by our Chaplain, Reverend Ron Labarre  and con-celebrant, Rev. Armand Neault, former pastor of the Springvale Parish.  Father Labarre gave a very inspiring homily emphasizing her JOY, LIFE and FAITH and her motto “LET GO, LET GOD!”  

Following the service, a former student from Connor in Northern Maine spoke of the great impact that Sister Homerine had on the lives of the adolescent farm boys in the one-room school.  She organized sports and games with them and won over their minds and hearts with her spontaneous and creative activities.  Mr. Simeon Morin shared his moving eulogy about the tremendous impact Sister had on his life inspiring him to have the self-confidence and courage to trust himself and venture into the world of construction with his eighth grade education and his very special “angel Homerine” on his shoulder encouraging him to meet with great success in life.  He remains eternally grateful to her for all she did for him, his family and classmates. 

 Sister Sharon Leavitt, S.C.I.M.

Feast of the Immaculate Conception of Mary

December 8, 2015
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