
December 24, 2020 

Mary’s Song 
 

The following was written during the last week of Advent 2015. At the time I was living in the small, 

cramped apartment with at least a half dozen kids which was the first home of Santa Chiara. 
 

To live in Haiti within the confined context of a small, impoverished space is to confront my own 

selfishness. Instead of seeing the needs of others, I see only what I’m lacking…such as a clean, 

private bathroom. It is in places of destitution I see my own true destitution. While in Haiti during 

Advent of 2010, I began to hear more clearly the subversive and prophetic words of the Canticle 

of Mary. The Magnificat boldly proclaims God has “cast down the mighty from their thrones and 

has lifted up the lowly.” Mary sings about the hungry, those who have been denied access to 

stable food supply, because she believes God promise that the weak and vulnerable will be lifted 

up. We may sing those words, but we don’t really take them seriously. But the reality is that the 

birth of God will turn everything upside down. Mary prophesies a new world in which no one is 

hungry or exploited, when all the lowly are lifted to a place of dignity. (The word that has been 

translated as “lowly” was often used in Septuagint to refer to the sexual humiliation of women.) 

Choosing a virgin to be the Mother of God was no accident; in fact, it spoke loudly to God’s 

preference for the lowly and the outcast. In the Jewish world of the Old Testament, virginity was 

not seen as a virtue; in fact, virginity was held in very low esteem, considered to be useless, 

despised, and pointless. Virginity struck a strong negative chord. But Christ, of course, 

befriended the weak and fragile. The deeper message here is that God makes our barrenness 

fruitful. Mary sings of a time when all who are poor will be filled with the rich bounty of God. 

That song becomes our song as we feed the hungry and lift up the lowly. 
 

In John’s Gospel we read: “The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome 

it.” On Christmas eve, as I walked in the darkness past a park crammed with tents on my way to 

midnight Mass at St. Peter’s Church, it was abundantly clear that much darkness continues to 

abound in our world. Yet, we know, believe and see that there also is much Light. Holding the 

tension of the darkness and the light and being agents of peaceful change in the world is our 

primary task in life. Before reaching the safety of the church, the words of Mary’s Canticle in 

Luke’s Gospel were ringing out loudly in my mind. We are the instruments Christ wishes to use 

to lift up the lowly and feed the hungry. On Christmas Day in churches around the world I’m 

sure you will find lots of sweet and sentimental piety, but I doubt you will hear how the truth of 

the Gospel should compel us to speak out against the reality of the poor living in tents, going to 

sleep hungry. The promise of liberation is the essential message of the Incarnation, which frees 

us from all kinds of bondage. It is essential that we build a bridge between spirituality and social 

justice, which would be a true Christmas gift to the world. 
 

Christmas Comes Early 
 

For reasons I’ve never understood, Christmas is celebrated on Christmas Eve in Haiti. Yesterday, 

Bency came into my office to remind me that Christmas was today. The day before, I asked Naïve 

when Christmas was. She said, “24 December.” I asked what 25 December was. She said, 

“Nothing.” 



So, here is our schedule for the day. Soon after a light lunch, the talent show will begin. Madame 

Frances, our main teacher, will be the master of ceremonies. The kids will each perform a song or 

a dance. It is a real show. Lots of laughter and cheering. Afterward, the Christmas meal will be 

served. Madame Brenda will be in charge of the cooking team. When the meal is over, Santa 

Clause enters, carrying a huge bag of gifts. He will sit in front of the beautifully decorated 

Christmas tree. One by one, he will call the names of each child. The child will approach Santa 

and receiver her or his gift. The children of the staff, as well as some kids from the neighborhood, 

will also get gift.  
 

After the gifts have all been dispersed, we have desert. And we will celebrate Baby’s 21st birthday. 
 

I will leave the compound at 9:15pm and drive to the Missionaries of Charity. Midnight Mass 

begins at 10:00pm. Fr. Rick, the Passionist priest and medical doctor, will be the celebrant. He will 

probably arrive on his motorcycle. After Mass, there will be a little celebration featuring snack 

and cake. This will be the third or fourth time I’ve been invited to attend. 
 

After Mass yesterday, the house Superior, Sr. Adnette, invited Fr. Tom and me into the small 

reception room adjacent to the chapel. The room is used for visiting priests to eat their meals 

alone. When I gave my day-long retreats, the sister’s served me lunch in that room. Sr. Adnette 

hand Fr. Tom and me a gift bag. Fr. Tom asked why my gift was bigger than his. They gave me a 

rum cake. The beautiful Nativity card enclose wished blessing for me and “all the children in 

your loving care.” 
 

It is on occasions such as this that I really feel part of the Missionaries of Charity family. For me, 

it is both humbling and an honor.  
 

I really do miss Sr. Immacula. When I was down, I used talk with her. I can hear her gentle words 

of encouragement. 
 

Tomorrow, the actual Christmas Day, I’ll share a special gift I will give someone today. You will 

not want to miss that. 
 

Visiting a Sick Priest 
 

A couple of weeks ago, I told Patrick I wished I could find a priest to come to Santa Chiara to talk 

to the kids about Jesus on Christmas Day, to remind them of the deeper meaning of the day. He 

said he knew one priest who had been sick but might be able to come, as he was from Belgium. I 

said there was a priest who used to come to the Missionaries of Charity when Fr. Tom was away. 

I did not know his name, but I described his unusual appearance. I knew he was older, perhaps 

in his 70’s, but he had very long hair. I mean really long…and straggly. He always wore a white 

t-shirt. We were talking about the same priest. He always celebrated the Eucharist at the sisters 

in French. Patrick said he spoke fluent Creole as he had been in Haiti for 40 years. His name is Fr. 

Ghe. (His last name in unpronounceable…and I’m not sure of the spelling of his first name.) He 

is a member of the Congregation of the Holy Spirit, a religious order known as the Spiritans. 
 

 

 

Yesterday, Patrick and I spent most of the day in maddening traffic. We had to get the last part 

for the restoration of our electrical system. We visited two stores before finally located a place the 



carried the part, which cost $90. The gift-wrapping team said we were six gifts short. So, toy 

shopping was our second mission. The first place we visited had all we needed. The store was a 

bit pricey, but we were pressed for time. We spent $120 on six cool toys. Then we had to get 

sneakers for all the kids who attend the external school. They have a party this morning and they 

are not to wear their uniforms. I didn’t want to buy the sneakers, but the staff twisted my arm. 

We paid $166 for three dozen pairs of sneakers.  
 

Along the way, we were close to where Fr. Ghe lived. The guard let us in. The priest emerged 

from his living quarters walking very slowly. We sat outside. At first, he did not recognize me. 

But when I mentioned the MC sisters, I could tell he made the connection. He said, “You are 

always there.” Then I heard his story. I was surprised he spoke excellent English. About a year 

ago he had a stroke. He was paralyzed on his left side. He could not speak. He easily became very 

emotional, crying over little things. They did not think he would ever walk again. He said he was 

73. I told him we were the same age. He doesn’t want to leave Haiti. He spoke warmly how it 

used to be. He is upset by the violence, and does not understand it. “This is not Haiti.”  
 

We spoke about Sr. Francisca, the MC sister who is also from Belgium. He had not heard that she 

was bed-ridden after her last fall. He kept saying the doctors said there was no hope his walking 

would improve beyond his current situation. I told him I would remember him at Mass this 

evening and keep him in my prayers. He basically said he can’t improve. I spoke about something 

I never speak about. It happened at least 14 years ago. A person was miraculously healed after I 

prayed for them. The doctors did not understand how the cancer had disappeared. I shared 

somethings that Sr. Immacula said to me. At one point, I turned to Patrick and said, “I’m telling 

the priest that prayer works.” As I spoke, Fr. Ghe began to cry. I told him about my battle with 

Covid-19 and how the kids and the MC sisters prayed for me constantly. At my age, I should not 

have survived. The prayers helped. I told him if he needed anything, he could call me. I said I 

would visit him again. He said he would like that.  
 

I was very happy Patrick brought me to the priest. It was a touching, yet sad experience. 
 

We left Santa Chiara at 10:00am and did not get back until 4:30pm. The women were just starting 

to prepare the Christmas party meal. Thanks to all the donors who made the Christmas 

celebration at the end of a very hard year possible. Last night, beyond our walls, the extremely 

loud music began. There was a cartoon circulating that said Christmas was canceled because 

Santa Claus had been kidnapped. 
 

I wish everyone a joyful celebration of the Incarnation of God. 
 

FYI: Yesterday my good friend Dr. Tony who has been caring for poor kids who are facing severe 

medical problems in Peru for nearly 30 years wrote in response to yesterday’s Journal: 
 

Gerry, I have the same problems with my staff but the labor laws here are so rigid that I cannot fire them 

unless they commit a grave error, which is interpreted by the Ministry of Work. I have fired two employees 

and we are being sued by them and if they win I have to pay them $7,000 apiece and the employees almost 

always win the judgement. The gossip, backbiting, negligence are part of the human condition and, 

unfortunately, will exist wherever humans congregate. Tony 


