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Feeding Jesus 
 

To be frank, I’m very surprised by the buzz about my new book, The Sunrise of the Soul. The Zoom launch 

can be credited with creating the positive chatter. Paraclete Press is offering a 20% discount to Journal 

readers. You can find the discount code on our newly redesigned website: www.SantaChiaraCC.org 
 

Much of the book consists of short reflections. Here is one titled “Exhausting Yet Rewarding.” It comes 

from Part Five of the book; titled “Feeding Jesus” this part of the book features reflections on making poverty 

films all over the world.  
 

Working with the homeless is exhausting and frustrating work. To be on the front lines of charity, 

justice, and peace requires heroic good will, a deep and prophetic faith. Yet, at the same time it is 

profoundly rewarding and gives birth to a deeper awareness of self and love of God. 
 

I never imagined that spending six months on the streets of Skid Row while making my film 

Rescue Me would teach me more about spirituality than homelessness. While walking those mean 

streets, where more than 11,000 people, including hundreds of children, live in cardboard boxes, 

tents, and in overcrowded missions, I frequently encountered deep-seated anger and hostility. A 

woman threw a bottle at me; it landed at my feet and shattered into hundreds of pieces of flying 

glass. A guy threatened to hit me with a metal pipe. A shadowy figure emerged from the darkness 

wielding a baseball bat in a very threatening manner. These and other scary moments made me 

angry. At first, it was easy and natural to harshly judge a hostile homeless person. Slowly I 

learned not to do so. Instead of judging, I learned to look at their hostility differently. They are 

simply having a hard time trying to find happiness and avoid suffering, and it just so happened 

that when they were going about doing so, I got in the way.  
 

When I learned to see myself in the homeless person, my anger at their attacking me began to 

melt away. I learned that my love of God required me to take a stance of gentleness, reverence, 

and respect in my attitude toward all other beings. I especially needed to cultivate respectful and 

gentle mindfulness of the needs of the poor.  
 

The more time you spent with the chronically poor, 

the easier that becomes. 

 

Death in the Neighborhood 
 

When Billy drove up to Santa Chiara there was bunch of neighborhood guys just hanging out. 

The guys are mostly in their 20’s; they have no work…just endless hours of idle time. I waved to 

them as we slowed to turn into Santa Chiara. They smiled and waved back. I was looking for one 

guy in particular, but did not see him. He was short and had a touch of red in his hair. He was 

the begging spokesman for the guys. At first, I found the guy annoying, but I came to like him. 

He spoke a fair amount of English. I remember mentioning him in a Journal before I left for 

Florida. It was at the end of one of the first times that I left Santa Chiara after recovering from my 

illness. The guy spotted me in the car and rushed up say, “Papa Gerry, I heard you were very 
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sick. I no see you for a long time. I’m happy you are better.” He always touched his stomach to 

communicate his hunger. Late yesterday afternoon, I went to see Mr. Mackenson to resume my 

physical workouts. I had promised him I would go to the gym at Ocean Village while I was in 

Florida, but I had to confess I never made it once due to my hectic schedule. Three weeks away 

from the exercise had taken a toll. I barely made it through half the program when I had to stop. 
 

As I approached the gate, a guy came up to me. He said he had to tell me something important. 

He said that the short guy with reddish hair had been shot and killed. It happened just up the 

street from us. He was shot in the head and he heart. The guys were taken up a collection to have 

a sort of remembrance celebration of his short life.  
 

I often comment about the gunfire at night in the pages of this Journal. I wonder about who got 

shot and did they die. One might, the gunfire was so loud and so long and sounded so close I 

expected to see at least a half dozen dead bodies in front of our gate. This is the first time, I actually 

heard about someone being killed…and I knew the person. 
 

I felt sad. I made a small donation to the remembrance event. 
 

I’m sorry I did not learn his name until after he was dead: Kiki. 
 

I had to drive downtown yesterday. The insane level of chaos and disorder slapped me in the 

face after being in a cocoon of normalcy for three weeks. 

 

 
A homeless woman on Skid Row 


