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Puppy for Sale 
 

On his first day at Santa Chiara, Bene was on the balcony. She was scared and keeping her 

distance from everyone. At one point, she left the balcony and entered my office. She went 

directly to my bathroom and peed. On my rug. How did she know use the bathroom to pee? She 

pooped often. I cleaned up most of it. Naïve cleaned up a particularly nasty poop. She chewed 

things. Made me think: why did I think getting a puppy was a good idea? As if I don’t have 

enough to do, enough to worry about. But it got worse. Much worse. 
 

Yesterday morning, there was no internet. I attributed it to a power outage at two in the morning, 

which the guys had a hard time restoring. Power would go on for a few seconds, then go off. It 

did it seven times before it was fully restored. So, I turned the internet box back on. It stayed on 

for 30 seconds, then the connection was lost. I managed to send the Journal during one of the 30 

second stretches that the connection was on. I left Gabens a WhatsApp audio message. He called 

Mackenson to come see if he could resolve the problem. I kept telling Mackenson the problem 

was in my computer. Mackenson called Gabens. They had a long talk about it…and I had no idea 

what they were saying. Mackenson crawled under my desk. When he crawled out from under 

the desk, he was holding the wire that connected the internet box to my computer. Bene had 

chewed through the wire. Bene liked sitting on the rug under the desk. I thought about the power 

strip at the base of the wall behind the desk. I had the intuition that Bene might chew on 

something. But I did not take any action to prevent it. Mackenson return with the wire which he 

repaired. And I was back in business. And Bene was banished to the garden. 
 

At first, I felt badly about putting Bene downstairs. But she was doing fine. Mostly staying in the 

garden and avoiding kids and people. I designated a few of the older girls to make sure the puppy 

always had clean water and food. Every time I went downstairs to see how she was doing, Bene 

ran up to me and licked my toes. In the late afternoon, I spent some time at the back of the yard 

with a few of the girls. Bene was close by. I told a few of the girls how not scare Bene with sudden 

movements, to just sit on the ground and wait for Bene to come to them. It slowly worked. Ally 

was the first kid to actually hold Bene…and Bene seemed OK with it. 
 

 



Later when I sat on the bench, Bene sat under the bench between my feet. When Ally saw me 

seated on the bench she crawled along the ground and got next to Bene. Bene did not move. I 

snaped a very funny photo of Bene and Ally. 
 

 
 

While everyone’s attention was on Bene, Izzy was busy creating a memorial to the dead bird. She 

fashion a cross out of two sticks and spread flowers around it. 

 

 



 
 

Very sweet. Izzy is very sensitive child. Tomb of the unknown bird. 
 

The highlight of the day for me was a highly unexpected, very rare visit from Fr. Tom. He had 

heard about the guys with guns at my gate and was concerned about me. He had been in Cite 

Soleil celebrating Mass. He was on his way home and asked the drive to stop at Santa Chiara. He 

said three people had been shot and killed in Cite Soleil in the last week, including a woman who 

was just standing outside her shack of a home. After he visited Moïse, we just sat in my office for 

about 15 minutes. We shared our mutual woes…and the realization that neither of us could really 

leave. He said that no one in the States can really understand what life is Haiti is truly like. 

 

Grace Makes Everything Beautiful 
 

Yesterday morning, Baby and I made breakfast together. Well not exactly together. We made 

breakfast individually at the same time. When Baby entered the kitchen, she had the intention of 

making eggs for breakfast. I said that means I can’t have any because she throws everything she 

can into the eggs, everything from hot dogs to peppers. She said she was just making plain eggs, 

with cheese. I said I’d pass. But I had a change of heart. As I watched her making two eggs over-

easy, I decided to make myself cheese omelet. As we ate our respective breakfasts together at the 

dinning room table, we discussed a wide variety of issues at Santa Chiara. I was on a roll with 

my jokes and puns. But then I got serious as I recalled the beautiful letter, she wrote me while I 

was in Florida, focusing on one line that spoke about her knowing the sadness behind my joy. I 

told her how in the world of professional comedy, it is a known fact that many of the great 

comedians had used humor to mask their own troubled life. Many comedians also use humor to 

show the absurdities in life. Then I told her about how when I was a young, lowly executive at 

CBS in New York City, I used an CBS interoffice envelope to send some joke I wrote for the 



Smothers Brothers. I had to explain the comedy of Tommy & Dick Smothers, who had a hugely 

successful primetime comedy on CBS. Their comedy was essentially boiled down to Tommy 

always telling his brother that “mom always liked you best.” I knew that no top star comedian 

would ever buy a joke from an unsolicited source. Still, I felt that if the joke was delivered in an 

interoffice envelope maybe Tommy Smothers would read it…and laugh. Of course, I was too 

naïve at the time to understanding that Tommy would never see the joke because one of his army 

of assistants and writers would have tossed it into the wastepaper bin.  
 

That little anecdote reminded me of when I sent the world’s biggest, most popular rock star a 

note asking for permission to use one of his songs in a documentary I was making on the homeless 

in Los Angeles. I was surprised that Baby had never heard of Bono or his band U2. The singer 

song writer lived in Dublin, Ireland. Here’s the backstory. In 2003 I spent six months on the streets 

of Skid Row in downtown Los Angeles, where at the time over 11,000 homeless people (including 

many women and children) lived in absolute squalor in a 50-block area littered with tents and 

missions. Many people slept in cardboard boxes. I spent so much time on the streets, down in the 

gutter with the homeless, that many of them knew my name and I knew theirs. One day, I was 

walking with a homeless woman to an area under a freeway overpass where many of the 

homeless lived. Three tough guys approached me. They had baseball bats and machetes. It 

seemed clear to me and the homeless woman they were about to “tune me up.” She intervened, 

saying to the trio of tough guys, “This is Gerry. He is our friend. He is here to help us.” Before I 

knew it, I was awkwardly fist-pumping the tough guys as my heart was rapidly pumping.  
 

On another occasion I was getting a cover shot of the mission featured in the film. I had my camera 

setup on a tripod. A homeless woman came up to me and said, “Gerry, I think it would be better 

to put your camera over there.” She pointed to a spot not far from us. I said, “When did you finish 

film school?” She laughed. I moved the camera where she said it should go. She was right.   
 

The point is that over those six months I burrowed deeply into the lives of the homeless with my 

cameras. I often spend nights sleeping in a mission serving the homeless. I had a small room, 

where I would write my impressions of the day while they were fresh in my mind. The opening 

scene of the film contains some of the best writing I ever did in a filmscript. It was real and raw. 

Combined with powerful images of suffering human beings, the film’s prologue was tough to 

watch and hear.  
 

All of that was just a prologue to the Bono encounter. After spending six months on the streets, I 

spent another six months editing the film, as I had had to review miles of footage and thousands 

of photographs, as well as many hours of 8mm B&W film. When the film was in the final stages 

of postproduction, I recorded the narration for the film, as well as adding the music written for 

the film. My friend, Paul Robie, who recorded virtually every word of my narration in two dozen 

films, made an improbable suggestion. I had ended part one of the film with montage of homeless 

women and their children. Another friend had written a song for the montage. I liked the song. 

But Paul said that a Bono-written song title “Grace,” would be perfect. I had another friend who 

actually had Bono’s mailing address in address in Ireland. I composed a letter to the rock 

superstar. We enclosed a tape of the video with the Bono song and mailed it to Dublin. Of course, 



the request for permission to use the song was quickly denied. Until it wasn’t. It seemed that an 

assistant tossed the request and the tape into the trash. Bono happened to see the tape in the trash 

and asked about it. He watched it. An assistant called me to say that Bono himself authorized me 

to use the song in the film, as long as I did not use Bono’s name to promote the film. I asked if I 

would be receiving any paperwork to confirm the permission. He said, “Bono said you could use 

it. That is all the confirmation you need.” A year after the film was released, I was speaking at an 

all-girls high school in St. Louis on Ash Wednesday. After my talk, the sisters distributed ashes 

to all the students. As they did, I played the clip with the Bono song. As they approached the 

sisters distributing the ashes, I was moved by the sight of so many girls crying.  
 

I asked Baby if she wanted to see the scene with the Bono song. She did. She really liked it. Then 

I showed her the opening of the film. As she watched the painfully sad, 14-minute prologue to 

the film, I could see the shock on her face. The text on the back of the DVD offered this warning: 

“This film, at times, is painful to watch: it contains some very disturbing images which might 

upset you. The film is also very demanding: it forces you to think about things you would rather 

not think about.” That will trigger lots of sales. Worse, the film, divided into two parts, is 

relentlessly long. Part One is an hour and 43 minutes long; Part Two is an hour and 40 minutes 

long. Total running time: 3:24:22.  
 

Making the film had a profound impact on my life and how I saw poverty. Thinking about it 

now, 18 years after making it, I think the film was subversive. The suffering I witnessed was so 

overpowering I found myself becoming obsessed with understanding it. It was one thing to 

understand the reasons for poverty, but if I wanted to truly learn the cause and the impact of 

poverty, I had to enter deeply into it. To do nothing about the pain of poverty, you become an 

accomplice to it.  
 

For me, my response was spiritual: I had to pay attention to the poor and become one with them. 

It is not easy to give your full attention to a sufferer, to sit with their pain, to feel their pain. 

Compassion requires you to identify with an afflicted individual so fully you feed him or her for 

the same reason you feed yourself: because we are both hungry. Compassion requires you to pay 

attention to those suffering. Paying attention does not entail a particular action or stance, but 

instead suggests a form of reception, open and nonjudgmental. Paying attention to another is a 

form of contemplation.   
 

Peter Winch, in his book Simone Weil: The Just Balance, writes: “I cannot understand the other’s 

affliction from the point of view of my own privileged position; I have to rather understand 

myself from the standpoint of the other’s affliction, to understand that my privileged position is 

not part of my essential nature, but an accident of fate.” 
 

My time along poverty road were for me “spiritual exercises” which changed the way I saw the 

world and in turn changed me. Yes, my films were long and hard. So was changing myself. 
 

I end with a note about Bene. Because of a threatening storm, I brought Bene upstairs. While I was writing 

this Journal, he pulled stuff off the bottom shelf of my bookcase and tore it up. I put him outside my office 

and closed the door. He yelped loudly until I opened the door. I walked down stairs and she followed me. 

Everywhere I went she followed me. Bene even followed me back upstairs. I had no choice but to let her sleep 

in my office. I created a barrier to keep her from eating the electrical cords under my desk. 


