
October 8, 2020 

A Living Film 
 

The two close friends who really know me know how much I dreaded doing the Zoom “lecture” 

sponsored by the Trappist monastery in South Carolina. I deeply regretted agreeing to do it. I 

was exhausted and spent all day Monday fretting over it, trying to imagine how I could just sit 

alone in front of my computer and talk for 90 minutes. I had no desire for telling my conversion 

story again, yet the talk was billed as my “journey from Hollywood to Haiti.” My sincere hope 

was to somehow stumble through the “story” and get to the Q&A portion of the event during 

which I could truly speak from my heart. The “story” section followed the short introduction by 

a monk and the playing of a 3-minute video clip that was in essence the mission statement of Pax 

et Bonum Communications. I wanted to show the clip of “Sam & Ester” from the Uganda film, 

but the monk/priest in charge felt it was “too hard” and too long. The PetB clip was the only short 

piece I could think of that would at least set the table for the talk as it had some dramatic images 

from Kenya, Uganda, and Haiti. I do the voice over but I never appear on camera. As I watched 

the video during the actual event, the images instantly took me to the emotions I felt as I was 

filming in the three desperately poor nations. 
 

As I told my story, I had no idea if I was connecting to those watching in their isolation. My friend 

Jonathan Montaldo asked the first question…and I quickly spoke from my deepest inner being. 

It was real and raw. I lost all sense of self-awareness. I had no idea where my own words were 

going. They just flowed from my heart.   
 

At the conclusion of the “lecture” the monk (and priest) in charge of the St. Francis Retreat Center 

at Mepkin Abbey said to me and all those attending the event: “Gerry you’ve ceased making films 

and in your own way have become a living film as way of connecting people like ourselves to the 

suffering part of our own humanity and calling us to ask what we are we doing in our own lives. 

You are more of a monk than you give yourself credit for. Perhaps living with the poor is one of 

the deepest forms of prayer. Thank you for what you shared and the deeper level you’ve call us 

to.”  
 

I said I was uncomfortable with talk like that, that I felt I was no not doing anything special, that 

I was just doing what Jesus asked us to do. I then read the “Life of Holiness” reflection from my 

new book to help them see I was not holy or a saint. I’m just trying to reach God.  
 

After the event was over, a friend who had watched wrote to me saying: 
 

gerry ... 

you  

must be  

exhausted ... 

you gave 

your self totally ... 

You let us see 

your soul ... 

your goodness ... 



your compassion ... 

your authenticity ... 
 

Another friend, more prone to tease me than compliment me, called and said something similar.  
 

I did not really understand. Then late yesterday the Abbey sent me a link to a recording of the 

event. I immediately watched it. After less than three minutes in “my story,” I fast forwarded it 

to about 40 minutes into the presentation. As I mentioned, the first question was from my dear 

friend Jonathon. My response to his question—basically how do I do it (Haiti) and what keeps 

me there―and all the subsequent questions took me by surprise. Heck, at one point I was even 

nearly moved to tears by what I was saying. I saw what the writer meant when she said I had 

revealed my soul.  
 

I get criticized from all sides about how I run the business side of Santa Chiara. I recently said I 

was an artist not a businessman. But that negates that I spent the first 13 years of my professional 

life as an executive at CBS in New York City. (To be clear, I worked my way up the corporate 

ladder from a lowly 17-year-old clerk, to a low mid-level executive.) I know more about 

management and leadership than I admit. At ABC, were I was a producer, I had to manage a 25-

million-dollar annual budget for a wildly popular soap opera that net ABC about 125 million 

dollars in profit. I confess that I don’t try to run Santa Chiara as a business. It is my family. At 

then end of the Zoom event, I was close to tears on camera as I spoke of my love for the kids. That 

is all it is. Love. First, foremost, and last. Yes, I have to rely on credit cards and the credit card 

debt often gets out of hand. But I more firmly rely on God to help me pay the debt. I do more on 

insufficient fund than is really possible. I push myself to the edge and pray God catches me if I 

fall. I fall often. Over the years in many books and films I wrote about self-emptying love. In Haiti 

I am trying to live it. Not easy. But I am richly rewarded in the things that really matter.  
 

Sorry for all this rambling. I’m learning this week that the aftermath of Covid-19 messes with 

your brain. I’ll us that as my excuse for being so agitated and confused these past few months. 

After seven days of being on oxygen 24 hours a day, I basically got up off the couch and went 

back to work. I recall becoming short of breath and losing my balance. Nonetheless, I just kept 

going. True, over the past few months, the punishing workload and exhaustion had given me 

doubts about my willingness to continue. But let me make this perfectly clear: I am not leaving 

Haiti and I will never abandon my kids, even if the funding of Santa Chiara completely 

evaporates. I must confess that the presentation I did not want to give impacted me, helped me 

see more clearly my mission, my destiny. No more talk of not wanting to be there. It is where 

God put and it is where I shall stay…unless God asks me to preach to birds in Assisi. I’m qualified 

for that fowl assignment. I do feed the birds every day in Haiti. Hopefully the two girls to fill in 

for me while I’m in Florida have not forgotten the birds. 
 

Perhaps you can help in the fundraising by sharing the link to the Zoom lecture and asking your 

friends and family to watch and write a little check to The Santa Chiara Children’s Center.  
 

At the end of the lecture, after the monk said it was over, I said, “The lecture is over. Go in peace.” 

Of course, I was mimicking the end of the Mass, but I then spoke for the audience by saying, 

“Great. Shut that guy up.” A little bit of self-deprecating humor to close the night.  


