
December 12, 2021 

Memories 
 

On Thursday I had the TV on in my office. The sound was muted. I happened to see a segment 

on a news show about the huge Christmas tree near the ice-skating rink at Rockefeller Center in 

midtown Manhattan. Just seeing the tree filled me with memories from nearly 40 years ago. In 

the mid-1980’s I was the executive producer of an NBC soap opera taped at Rockefeller Center. 

My huge corner office offered a spectacular view of the Christmas tree.  
 

I was going to write something profound about memory, but I forgot what it was. 
 

At this time in my life, I’m collecting new memories that will comfort me on the rest of my journey 

through life. There are scores of kids and a new love. 
 

In book ten of his confession, St. Augustine wrote: “Great is the power of memory, exceedingly 

great, O my God, a spreading limitless room within me. Who can reach its uttermost depth?” He 

understood and appreciated the power, presence, and riches of memory. In his truly wonderful 

book Anam Ċara, the late John O’Donohue wrote: 
 

One of the great poverties of our modern culture of rapidity, stress, and externality is 

that there is so little attention to memory. The computer industry has hijacked the notion 

of memory. To say the computer has memory is false. A computer has storage and recall. 

Human memory is, however, more refined, sacred, and personal. Memory has its own 

inner selectivity and depth. Human memory is an inner temple and sensibility. 
 

All of your experiences, both good and bad are “stored within your soul in the temple of 

memory.” 
 

Camus said aptly that after one day in the world you could spend the rest of your life in 

solitary confinement and you would still have the dimensions of that day’s experience 

left to decipher. So much happens to us of which we are unaware even within the simple 

circle of day. To visit the temple of memory is not merely to journey back to the past; it 

rather to awaken and integrate everything that happens to you. It is part of the process 

of reflection that gives depth to experience. We all have experiences, but as T.S. Eliot 

said, we had the experience and missed the meaning. Every human heart seeks meaning; 

for it is in meaning that our deepest shelter lies. Meaning is the sister of experience, and 

to discern the meaning of what has happened to you is one of the essential ways of 

finding your inner belonging and discovering the sheltering presence of your soul. There 

is an amazing line in the Bible from the prophet Haggai: “You have sown so much but 

harvested so little.” Everything that happens to you is an act of sowing a seed of 

experience. It is equally important to be able to harvest that experience. 
 

The book I am struggling to write is about harvesting the experience of filming in the worst slums 

in Africa, South and Central America and in Jamaica, India and the Philippines for nearly 15 

years, as well as living and serving in Haiti for nearly seven years. Also, as embark on a new 

chapter in my life, going from single to married, I remembering past relationships. 
 

When you visit the wounds within the temple of memory, you should not blame 

yourself for making bad mistakes that you greatly regret. Sometimes you have grown 



unexpectedly through those mistakes. Frequently, in a journey of the soul, the most 

precious moments are the mistakes. They brought you to a place that you otherwise have 

always avoided. You should bring compassionate mindfulness to your mistakes and 

wounds. 
 

For me personally I know I need not revisit all the wounds inflicted upon me. I must trust my 

own deeper, inner voice to know what to explore in order to bring the Light of healing to my 

wounds.  

 

Eye Exam 
 

On Thursday, I drove Dr. Steph to an eye doctor in downtown with Jinette. 
 

 
 

I have no memory of the three hours in the doctor’s office as I feel sound asleep in the waiting 

room. The drive to downtown was stressful. Lots of traffic and crazy driving, as well as hordes 

of pedestrians walking the road. I saw evidence of rock-throwing violence as well as the embers 

of once burning tires. 

 



 
 

With the proper medication, Jinette’s eye ailment should be fine. 
 

Grilled by an MC Sister 
 

On Thursday, Stéphanie and I were driving through Delmas, 31 when we came to the dreadfully 

bad road leading to the Missionaries of Charity. I impulsively turned and headed for the sisters. 

I simply wanted to show Steph the place that has played a huge role in my life in Haiti. The 

gatekeeper opened the gate and we drove in. The sisters had already begun their noon prayer. 

Seconds after getting out of the car, the house superior, a diminutive nun from India, left her 

prayer and came out to greet us. I introduced Dr. Steph, saying she was the primary doctor at 

SCCC and has worked there for nearly two years. I then told her we were getting married on 

December 18th. She seemed shocked. “Gerry, what about the age difference?” I fumbled to explain 

we had seriously considered it. To bolster my case, I said that Fr. Tom knew all about the pending 

marriage. The questions kept coming. “Gerry, has she been married before?” No. “Gerry, has she 

had any children?” No. I added that she was a Catholic. “OK, Gerry. What can I say other than I 

will pray for you both.” I told the sister that I had stopped by because I wanted Steph to see a 

place I loved. I asked if I could show her the hospital where the sisters care for malnourished 

children. She said sure. As we walked to the hospital, Steph noted that everyone is concerned 

about the age difference. What is important, she said, is the we love each other. Inside the hospital 

we walked past over a hundred small cribs with malnourished infants and toddlers. It was heart-

wrenching. We then walked to the garden adjacent to the larger chapel. Afterward, we drove to 

Pétionville to buy her wedding dress. It is simple and beautiful. We’ve already picked up the 



rings. Yesterday, we went to a store near us looking for dressed for Baby, Bency, and Naïve. Yikes. 

They found none that worked for any of them. Here are two photos from the first store: 

 

 
 

 
 

After striking out at this less expensive store, we headed up the mountainside to a more exclusive 

store in Petionville. I hate shop. This was going to be a long, frustrating day.  

 



 
Inside the mirrored elevator at the upscale store. My wallet was worried. 

 

Amazingly, in a store with rack after rack of beautiful dresses, the trio could not find anything 

they liked. Finally, I suggested they look for a beautiful blouse and pants. Bingo. That worked. 

 

 
Bency 

 
 



 
Baby 

 

 
Naïve 

 

And Stéphanie found a dress to wear to dinner on Saturday night at the hotel. I’ll wear my jean jacket. 

After shopping the girls were too hungry to drive home.  

We went to the café in the Caribbean Market and ate our choices in the car. 

We left Santa Chiara at 9:15am and got back home at 3:20pm. 

I only caught some heat for my impatient driving. 


