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Brother Hollywood 
 

In the mid-1980’s, I lived in the little town of Cambridge in upstate New York. I had left 

Hollywood and my television career and had secluded myself in a quiet corner not far from the 

Vermont Boarder. I lived in a one-room apartment above an antique store for about six months. 

During the dead of the winter, I did little more than read philosophy and history books. I was on 

a search to discover if there was any meaning to life. My friends thought I had lost my mind.  
 

Just outside the town, atop a mountain, there was an Orthodox monastery. Even though at the 

time I considered myself an atheist, the monastery became my refuge. The monks called me 

Brother Hollywood. Among other ways of earning their daily bread, the monks made sausages 

and delivered them to stores throughout a wide region. I worked in the kitchen, and often 

accompanied Brother Stavaros when he made deliveries. The conversations were always 

stimulating. It was one of the best times of my life. I went from General Hospital and “Luke & 

Laura” on the run to making sausages with Orthodox monks. I considered it a promotion. 
 

One monk, Brother James, became a priest and eventually left the monastery to pastor a small 

Orthodox mission in Georgia. We remained close friends, exchanging lots of emails and phone 

calls until he retired in 2018 and moved to Hawaii, where his brother and mother lived, and he 

cut off all communication with everyone. Fr. James called me “The Jerk.” I was friends with two 

other monks. One was Brother John. Sometime in the 1990’s I returned to Cambridge, New York 

to visit the monks. Brother John’s welcome was deeply heartfelt. I was saddened to learn of his 

death in January, 2020. What follows is something Br. John wrote with the request that Br. David 

read it at his funeral. 
 

Why, O Lord, is it so hard for me to keep my heart directed toward you? Why do the 

many little things I want to do, and the many people I know, keep crowding my mind, 

even during the hours that I am totally free to be with you and you alone? Why does my 

mind wander off in so many directions, and why does my heart desire the things that 

lead me astray? Are you not enough for me? Do I keep doubting your love and care, 

your mercy and grace? Do I keep wondering, in the center of my being, whether you 

will give me all I need if I just keep my eyes on you? 
 

Please accept my distractions, my fatigue, my irritations, and my faithless wanderings. 

You know me more deeply and fully than I know myself. You love me more deeply and 

fully than I can love myself. You even offer me more than I can desire. Look at me, see 

me in all my misery and inner confusion, and let me sense your presence in the midst of 

my turmoil. All I can do is show myself to you. Yet, I am afraid to do so. I am afraid that 

you will reject me. But I know—with the knowledge of faith—that you desire to give me 

your love. The only thing you ask of me is not to hide from you, not to run away in 

despair, not to act as if you were a relentless despot. 
 

Take my tired body, my confused mind, and my restless soul into your arms and give 

me rest, simple quiet rest. 



 

Brother John was a monk at New Skete Monastery for at least 40 years. Yet, he still harbored all 

the doubts and confusions as the rest of us…especially me. 
 

It is Memorial Day; the sun is now slowly lifting its head over the island. In the complete silence of my 

home (without noisy chickens, goats, and barking wild dogs below my window) I read Brother John’s 

deathbed words aloud. I read them very slowly. They really spoke to me. Like all of life, monastic life is a 

daily struggle. Merton’s life surely illustrated his struggle and confusions, his doubts and secret 

aspirations. He would passionately write something and within pages or weeks or months and sometimes 

years, he would contradict himself. His early spiritual writings were very dogmatic. His initial writings 

on the Eucharist and Mary the mother of Jesus were very stringent. But in his Asian Journal, written in 

the last months of his life, we see a much different Merton. He no longer brims with certitude. He has 

become marginalized. He had embraced the poverty of the Gospel and the simplicity of Zen; he held onto his 

Marian devotions while treasuring Buddhist meditation.  
 

My inner monk needed to hear the honest voice of Brother John as he was about to be embraced by Sister 

Death. I too asked God to please accept my distractions, my fatigue, my irritations, and my faithless 

wanderings. I realized I could no longer beat myself up for my failures and faithlessness. God does not do 

so. God only and always comes with a gentle touch, a healing balm. The still small, silent Voice always 

says, “It’s OK. Pick yourself up, dust yourself off, love yourself, and strive to do better. You have the 

amazing gift of today.” 

 

 
 

I took these photos just before sunset on Saturday evening. 



 
 

 
 

 


