November 18, 2021

First Accident
In yesterday’s long Journal I mentioned that I bought a car for Moïse to ride on. I shared a photo
Steph took of my pushing him around on it. What I failed to mention that on one turn Moïse fell
off the car. He screamed. It didn’t take two minutes for us to have our first crash. Moreover, the
toy car was too big for his feet to reach the floor. Steph told me I needed to bring it downstairs
for Patrickson and other older toddlers to use. I snapped a few photos of Moïse seated on the car
before I followed her directive.

Yesterday, Nurse Rose drew blood from Moïse and Naïve. Moïse hated it.

Naïve never had blood drawn before. When she saw the needle, she refused to do it.
I had to talk her into it. She did great.

Defining a Culture
I really struggled about sending yesterday’s Journal which detailed the anguish caused by
mindless, hurtful gossiping. When I told Gabens and Dr. Gabens I wanted to write about the
events of Sunday, they both felt I should not. I had to follow my gut. I wanted readers to know
about the kind of destructive behavior that fights against the goals of Santa Chiara. In the end
both Gabens and Steph gave me the freedom to do what I thought was right. The following is one
of only three responses to the long Journal. The writer is a man who lives in Minnesota; seven
years ago, he invited me to be a speaker at the annual congress of the National Association of
Catholic Media Professionals held in St. Louis in May 2014.
Thanks for sharing, Gerry! I know you said the other day you were going to quit sharing
about your personal life. I surely respect that.
However, your statement, "I had worked hard to make Santa Chiara a home not an
orphanage” is what makes, to me, your work different from other organizations
like Food for the Poor. Some may think your personal stories verge on crossing boundaries
as a non-profit leader, but I think that your level of sharing brings to us an intimate view
of how God works through a real human being. You share your very real, bonecrunchingly deep spiritual insights and struggles that make people like me remember
what death and resurrection is all about. You live a life I can only cheer on from the
sideline. By telling your Story, you are defining a culture… at least for me. …
Thanks for being Gerry! and know I keep you in my thoughts and prayers! Especially
during this time of great struggle, but wonderful hope as you approach Dec. 11.

Family Photos
I promised in yesterday’s Journal to share photos of the four girls seated on the couch on Tuesday
looking at the two large photo albums containing hundreds of family photos. What I hailed to
mention was that before the girls had entered the office, Steph went through my closet and tossed
out all my old frayed shirts and jeans. When the girls spotted the bag of clothes, they dumped
everything on the floor…and began putting on my old clothes. They roared with laughter. Many
of the old clothes were from the days I weighed 20 pounds more than my current weight.

Naïve checking me out as a baby and a TV producer.

