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Mercy College 
 

Yesterday morning, as I descended the stairs a group of about six of the older gathered to greet 

me. As I stood on the bottom steep, they each gave me a kiss on the cheek. They kept looking at 

my shirt pocket and kept saying “thank you.” At first, I did not understand. Then I looked down 

and realized I had on my Mount Mercy College shirt. For the girls, merci means thank you. 
 

 
 

In what seems like ages ago, my friend (and SCCC board member who is stranded in Panama) 

Bill Mulcahey invited me on at three occasions to speak at Mount Mercy College (now a 

university) in Cedar Rapids, Iowa. Bill was the Director of Campus Ministry and a professor. On 

one occasion he brought both me and Fr. John Dear to the school. I bought the shirt in the school 

gift store. When I got home and put the shirt on, I cringed as it was too small even though it was 

size large. The shirt hung unworn for many years. When I got back to Florida after the four-month 

quarantine during which I was so sick with Covid-19 that I lost 27 pounds, the shirt suddenly fit. 

Since then I wear it all the time when I am in Florida. On this last trip I packed it for Haiti. 
 

Bill and I go back a long way. We attended the same Vincentian minor seminary in Princeton, 

New Jersey in 1964. He was a year ahead of me. In the short time I was in the school, our paths 

never crossed. Years and years later, Bill came across my name in a story about my film ministry 

that appeared in the National Catholic Reporter. My name rang a bell, so he dragged out the 

school year books and spotted my name. He wrote to me and the rest is history. His daughter, 

Shannon, even spent a part of a day at Santa Chiara. Her class at Jesuit university was in Haiti on 

a field trip. She forced a stop at Santa Chiara onto the professor’s agenda. She reads the Journal 

each day.  



Setting a Table 
 

When Baby and I returned from the market, the kids pulled me into the schoolhouse before I 

could go upstairs and unpack the boxes. They were excited to show me something. 
 

 
 

Our new weekend activities director, Brenda, was teaching the kids an array of domestic skills, 

such as how to properly set a table. The kids seem to cling to her. They were blowing up lots of 

balloons. Not sure why. But it was fun. Most of our kids never had a table to set or food to eat. In 

the afternoon, once the lunch crew had cleaned up the kitchen after the Sunday meal, Brenda 

conducted a cooking class. The kids loved this.  
 

 



 
 

 



 
When I go shopping all the older girls ask me to get haircare products, especially gel. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

In tomorrow’s Journal I’ll share photos from the cooking class and the finished gourmet meal the 

kids prepared. 


