
September 12, 2020 

The Letter 
 

Yesterday I to Mass at the Missionaries of Charity. Fr Hugo, The Passionist priest from Mexico, 

was the celebrant, which meant the liturgy began early at 6:00am. That meant I was late even 

though I arrived at 6:15am for the normal 6:30am Mass. I entered the chapel just after Fr. Hugo 

had completed his homily. There were many sisters visiting from other locations in Haiti. The 

sisters along the back bench slide over to make room for me at the end of the bench. After Mass, 

one of the sisters came up to me and told me that Sr. Immacula left a letter for me. The sister asked 

me to wait and she would go get it. I waited until I got home to read it. It made me cry. I really 

miss her. I initially felt I would keep the letter private, but during the day I elected to share it in 

this Journal entry. The hand-written letter was dated August 27th, the day she departed Haiti for 

India.  
 

Dear Gerry, 
 

I want to say a big thank you to you for who you are and what you do for God’s little 

ones. 
 

You have been saying your “fiat” to God all these past years, especially in difficult 

moments. 
 

May our Blessed Mother be with you and help you all the days of your life. 
 

The Lord himself has chosen you to be His presence, love and compassion to the 

suffering little ones and He who has begun this work in you will bring it to completion. 
 

I entrust you and your mission to the Heart of our Blessed Mother. 
 

Sr. M. Immacula, MC 
 

I share that letter to give you insight into Sister’s heart and faith. I will surely miss her. For nearly 

three years of attending daily Mass, Sr. Immacula rarely failed to come talk with me outside the 

chapel after Mass. She was always encouraging and supportive. On two occasions she visited 

Santa Chiara. Her inviting me to give two retreats for the sisters had a significant impact on me. 

For one, the first retreat lead to my writing The Sunrise of the Soul which immerged from my notes 

for the retreat. Sr. Immacula loved the title. Fr. Tom thinks she was called back to India because 

she is being groomed to one day being the next successor to Mother Teresa as the head of the 

entire Missionaries of Charity. On the spectrum of faith or dogma, I’m certain that Sr. Immacula 

and I are on opposite ends of the scale. The difference did not matter to me and I doubt it would 

matter to her. She was very supportive of my decision to end my marriage to a woman who was 

endangering the well-being of the children. Whenever I was deeply discouraged about the 

financial peril we seemed to always be facing, she was the source of tremendous encouragement 

and filled me with hope. When I was so dreadfully sick with Coronavirus, she offered prayers for 

my recovering during daily Mass. I have a photo of her smiling taped on the wall of my office. I 

see it every day and I smile. 
 

Yesterday, the Sisters remembered those who perished at the World Trade Center on 9/11/11. 



An Angel Departs 
 

 
This Angel. She has been with us for a year. 

 
Her mother came for her on Thursday. 

She wants to take her away for a month. 

During that time Angel will visit her father, who no longer lives her mother. 

The mother thanked me for caring for Angel for a year. 

 



 
Rolland, back from his month suspension, conducts an impromptu class. 
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On Thursday, I made at least a dozen peanut butter & Jelly sandwiches 

for the steady stream of kids who visited the 2nd floor. 

 


