
November 14, 2020 

Bungee Jumping 
 

Yesterday was the Feast of St. Frances Xavier Cabrini. She was born in a small village south of 

Milan, Italy. Robert Ellsberg writes, “Trained as a teacher, she dreamed of becoming a missionary 

to China.” I had a similar dream as a teenager, a dream that led me to a Vincentian Minor 

Seminary in Princeton, New Jersey. The dream died. I ended up in Hollywood instead. Mother 

Cabrini tried to enter two congregation of sisters and was twice rejected due to her frail health. 

So, instead she founded her own congregation, the Missionary Sisters of the Sacred Heart. She 

ended up in the United States; her initial mission was to serve poor Italian immigrants living in 

the slums of big cities. Subsequently, Mother Cabrini and her sisters established schools, 

orphanages, and hospitals across the United States, and eventually in Latin America. She died on 

December 22, 1917. She was canonized in 1946. Having become a naturalized American citizen, 

she became known as the “first citizen saint” of the United States. 
 

Yesterday, I arrived at the Missionaries of Charity at 6:10am. The only sister in the chapel was the 

old, bent-over sister from Iowa. On Thursday before Mass, my first time back since my return 

from Florida, she again was the only sister in the chapel when I entered. She always sits on the 

back bench, she at one end, me at the other. There are no more visitors. On Thursday, she slid 

across the bench to get next to me. She asked how I was doing. I told her about the extremely 

bleak financial outlook, that survival beyond December was in grave doubt. I added that 

whenever I get down about the lack of funds, I hear Sr. Immacula’s voice telling, “Gerry, trust in 

God. God will provide.” The old nun said she would pray we get the funding we need. 
 

Now to yesterday. The old sister was sitting at the far-left end of the bench. Holding her rosary 

in her gnarled hands, she was reading. I was on the far-right side of the bench reading the daily 

devotional Give Us This Day. When I came across this quote from St. Frances Xavier Cabrini: 

“Money we have no but from our faith will spring forth miracles.” I smiled, even though I know 

my faith was not as strong as the saint’s. I slid across the bench until I reached the old nun’s side. 

I pointed to the quote at the bottom of the page. She read it…and she too smiled.  
 

So, what about this thing we call faith. I think Jesus is calling us to kind of spiritual bungee 

jumping. That is a faith which lets us just jump into the void, trusting fully in God, and living 

fully in the present moment. Fr. Tom says that a little bit of heaven can be found in the present 

moment, if we respond to the grace needed to see it.  
 

It is a bit reckless for me to be in Haiti. But I must trust God and leave my survival in God’s hand. 

Fr. Tom says Jesus calls us to a reckless spirituality. Mother Cabrini certainly had a reckless 

spirituality. After Mass, one of the sisters told Fr. Tom and me about a Haiti priest who was a 

member of a religious community had been kidnapped not far from where we were. He was 

pulled from his car. His name was Fr. Rolland. The kidnappers demand $80,000 (in US funds) for 

his release. Sadly, more often than not, whether the ransom is paid or not, the victim ends up 

being killed by his captors. Fr. Rolland often said Sunday Mass at the sister’s large church that is 

part of their school. Fear of being kidnapped is what is keeping my friend Fr. Dumarsais in 

Florida, though he longs to return to Haiti. 



After Mass on Thursday, I also shared the dismal reality of our financial situation with Fr. Tom. 

He too is in a tough spot financially. He has begun laying off some of his staff. He is having a 

hard time meeting his payroll. He also claimed the dramatic reduction in the exchange rate was 

wreaking havoc with his sprawling ministry that operates eight free schools in Cité Soleil. Yet, he 

said he would check his accountant to see if they could free up $10,000 to help us get through 

December. He also said he would visit Santa Chiara for the first time on Friday.  
 

After Mass, yesterday, I asked what time he wanted me to pick him up. He began to say that it 

would not be a good day for a visit. I opened a little black notebook I had. As I flipped through 

the pages as if I was searching for something, I said, “Let me see. I think this is excuse number 

197.” He laughed. He said his accountant needed a bit of info before he could release a check for 

$10,000. When I didn’t see his car, asked where it was. He said he walked because the early 

morning sun with the change in time blinds him when he is driving. I told him I would give him 

a ride home. He asked how much I would charge him. I said, “One mil gourde.” (Creole for 1,000 

gourdes.”) But I added, “For you, just 500 gourdes.” 
 

As we drove, he asked what time would be a good for me to visit him. I said anytime, any day. 

He said, “Could you pick me up at two o’clock today?” I said sure. He said it would be a canonical 

visit, that is he would be looking for wrong doing on my part. As he got out of the car, a gathered 

group of people surrounded him, all seeking his help. 
 

And so it came to pass…Fr. Tom’s first visit. I arrived at his gate at appointed time. I harbored a 

hope that on the drive back to Santa Chiara no one would attempt to kidnap up both of us. Fr. 

Tom was greeted with the “welcome” song. He spoke Creole with the kids and they seemed very 

responsive. I gave him a tour of the place. At every stop he said, “This is wonderful.” After the 

tour we sat on the balcony and talked for a half hour. That was wonderful. I showed him the 

Merton manuscript. He asked a lot of questions about the monk. We spoke about some of the 

current “top” spiritual writers. He had a very stressful day before I picked him up. I told him I 

had one of my most stressful days I ever had. (More on the later, except to say that three people 

were kicked out of SCCC.) He said the visit calmed him down. 
 

 



 
  

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 


