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Weakness and Strength 
 

Perhaps I am stronger than I think. 

Perhaps I am even afraid of my strength, 

and turn it against myself, 

 thus making myself weak. 

Making myself secure. Making myself guilty. 

Perhaps I am most afraid of the strength of  

God in me. Perhaps I would prefer be guilty 

and weak in myself than strong in Him 

whom I cannot understand. 
 

-Thomas Merton 
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Pass It On 
 

On Monday, I found only three pieces of mail in the post office box. Two of the envelopes were 

from readers/donors I knew. The third envelope had a return address I did not recognize: 

Moraga, California. When I got to my car, I opened the envelope. Inside was a notecard featuring 

a painting by Vincent van Gogh, Green Wheat Field with Cypress (painted in 1889). Longtime 

Journal readers know that in the early 1990’s I spent nearly two years writing a novel about an 

unpublished writer who was consumed by the lives of Vincent van Gogh and St. Francis of Assisi. 

The novel explored the connection between creativity and spirituality. In researching the novel, I 

traveled to Italy and France. It was in an empty church in Rome that I had my conversion 

experience. In time, I abandoned the novel and devoted five years to writing a book on St. Francis 

and St. Clare, The Sun & Moon Over Assisi. That book led me into the dark and dangerous world 

of extreme poverty, where I attempted to put the power of film at the service of the poor. Over 

the next 15 years I made over 20 documentary films on poverty around the world.  
 

Vincent still captivates me. I have over a hundred books about him. And this week, I will be 

submitting an article titled The Room Where Vincent Died to a magazine. The article was drawn 

from one chapter of the unfinished novel, The Canvas of the Soul. I didn’t need to open the card 

before knowing I would like whoever was writing to me. The hand-written note was short, 

consisting of only three sentences: 
 

Dear Gerry, 
 

I enjoy reading your journal! It makes my morning. Thank you and please continue 
to take care of the children of Santa Chiara. 
 

God bless, 
 

I had no idea who the woman who wrote the note was. I never heard of Moraga, California. But 

here is the important part: clearly a Journal reader must forward the Journal every day to the 

woman from Moraga. I know some readers forward occasional Journals to friends. I send the 



Journal to 187 people every day. That is a pretty miniscule audience for something that takes so 

much time and energy to compose each day. Santa Chiara needs to broaden our support if we 

hope to keep serving our children. The Journal is an effective fundraising tool. The woman from 

Moraga enclosed in the Van Gogh card a check for $500. I imagined Vincent smiling. Francis too. 
 

I actually never thought of the Journal as a fundraising tool. For nearly seven years, I simply told 

the heart-wrenching stories of the children who came to us hungry, abused, and abandoned. I 

also wrote about my spiritual struggles and how my understanding of what it meant to be a 

follower of Christ evolved and deepened. At the heart of the Journal is my personal encounter 

with extreme poverty and its consequences.  
 

So, if you want to be a Santa Chiara evangelist, spreading the word of our work, perhaps it could 

be no easier than pass on a few Journals each week to friends and family. I have a good friend 

who is a former SCCC board member who posts the Journal each day on a social media platform. 

Every month I get at least one donation, usually under a $100, from someone I don’t know; they 

usually donate via PayPal and if they don’t include their address, I have no idea what state they 

live in. In fact, just as I was writing this (no kidding) I received a notice of payment from PayPal 

informing my that Bridget ______ sent $100. No address. Have no idea who she is. This is a 

hopeful sign for me.  
 

As we keep expanding the service who provide the children (such as psychological support) our 

donor base remains small and insufficient to the task at hand. Right now, we have the funds to 

last through the middle of December. I am already concerned about the expense of getting 

Christmas gifts for all the children and having a big Christmas party for them. We will need to 

find a new Santa Claus…and hopefully we can find the old Santa costume.  
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