
FLASHBACK: March 10, 2017 (five years ago) 

A Very Productive Two Hours 
 

Yesterday, my friend Mary Nally showed up at my home in Burbank at 10:30 in the morning. 

Mary is a member of my parish and was on the founding board of Pax et Bonum 

Communications. She is a very busy woman. She only had two hours before she had to dash off 

to her duties at the USC Medical Center where she teaches surgery. I was just happy to see 

her…and figured we would just stuff a few boxes during her short visit. But Mary had a better 

idea. She saw all the boxes of spiritual books I had already packed. I told her I could not take 

most of the rest of my books, including my vast collection of literature and philosophy books. I 

told her how I had hauled two boxes to a used bookstore earlier in the week and they took half 

of the books, and so I had to lug half of them back to my home…and all I netted was $25 in cash. 
 

Mary said she knew two places in Pasadena that would take the books, and the proceeds from 

the sale of them would go to a charity helping kids. Mary grabbed a chair and began taking down 

books that were stacked atop the tall bookcases. She would dust the books, put them in a box, 

then carry the box to her car, where she emptied box and brought it back to my home. We quickly 

hit our stride, I would pull books off the shelf, she would dust them, box them, and lug them her 

car. We did this over and over again without stopping. I set aside a very small percentage of 

books that I would take to Florida. By the time she had to leave, she had place over 300 books in 

her car. 

 

 
 

It was the most productive two hours I’ve had since I returned from Haiti. I felt a huge burden 

had been lifted. On my own, it would taken forever to try to sell the books…and tossing them 

into the trash would have been very painful. 

 



 

The books spilled into the back seat of Mary’s car: 
 

 
 

 
 

What made this work was that I didn’t have the time to look inside the books…I simply let them 

go. I still have at least another 100 books that I must dispose of.  
 

A week later, I hit the road for Florida. I really miss California. I can’t believe it has been five years since I 

left the Golden State. The first three full days in Haiti have been rough. Disobedient kids, harassment from 

the government, trouble with the school, insane traffic. No time to write an original Journal. 



 
A pair of young students, Stephania and Judline, doing their homework. 

 

 
One day this week, I was out for a few hours. When I got home, Moise came running to me. 

I picked him up and held him…until he spotted Jinette and waved to her. 

Next thing, she was holding him. 

 


