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Re-Launching the Idle Faith
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PRAYING FOR PEACE IN OUR NEIGHBORHOODS: Parishioners from Blessed Teresa of
Calcutta in Ferguson, Mo., hold a prayer vigil for peace Aug. 11. Protests and riots in
the neighborhoods of Ferguson have followed the Aug. 9 shooting and killing of unarmed
teenager Michael Brown by a police officer.

Grace and the ‘Gift’ of Tears

Those of us who cry easily are
blessed. A good cry can mend the
heart and heal wounds. Scientists even
tell us that crying
rids the body of
toxins.
Nevertheless,
crying leaves us
exhausted.
It was afternoon
when it hit me. The
weary feeling, that
grainy nagging in
my eyes, the desire
for a nap. Why am I so tired? I wondered. Ah, yes, I had been to a funeral
that morning and the tears had come
freely.
Tears may drain you of toxins. But
in a good, cleansing way, they also simply drain you. The Jesuit pastor of my
parish died after years of struggling
with leukemia and the aftermath of
treatments. He simply wore out.
He was a kind, gentle man who
seemed younger than his 55 years. He
had a heart for the poor, serving in
the Peace Corps as a young man and
in foreign missions as a Jesuit. He
volunteered at ground zero after 9/11.
He was about as universally loved as
anyone I’ve known.
The church was full. Tears, spontaneous and unbidden, came to many.
It struck me that tears are very complicated visitors, arriving stealthily,
beyond our control. They touch something deep, areas we can’t express or
explain.
We cry for the dead, for the abruptness of this end. Yet our faith assures
us that for Father Pat, life is not over.
Sometimes, funeral tears reflect regret for a life left unfinished or poorly
lived. But that bore no reflection of our
tears for Father Pat.
Some tears are shed because we
miss the dead, for the pain the absence
brings into our life. I didn’t know
Father Pat very well personally. I
admired his homilies, his liturgies, his
demeanor, the stories I’d heard about
him.
But the absence I felt was far more

abstract than the absence one would
feel at the dinner table where a vacant
seat proclaims a searing loss.
No, I think that at funerals such as
Father Pat’s, often we are crying for
ourselves and for the overwhelming
juxtaposition of the reality of death as
our life’s companion, and the depth of
the faith which sustains us through it.
We cried because Father Pat’s life,
and the liturgy that so beautifully honored it, strengthens us and brings us
hope, and yet calls us into an unfathomable mystery. It’s the Holy Spirit,
interceding for us through our tears.
The founder of the Jesuits, St. Ignatius of Loyola, believed tears could be
a “gift,” especially when, in prayer, we
cry, not out of sadness, but because we
have touched on something profound.
St. Ignatius would have appreciated
the tears that accompanied Father
Pat’s funeral liturgy.
At the end of the service, many
Jesuits gathered around Father Pat’s
coffin, and a version of St. Ignatius’
prayer, “Suscipe,” was sung. This
prayer is a beautiful one to hear, and a
difficult one to pray. “Take, Lord, and
receive, all my liberty, my memory, my
understanding, and my entire will, all
that I have and possess; you have given
it all to me, I now give it back to you,
O Lord. All of it is yours now, dispose
of it according to your will; give me
only your love and your grace, that is
enough for me.”
A reception in the Jesuit gardens
featured lemonade and cookies and
the inevitable realization that for those
left behind, life moves on.
Afterward, I slipped back into
church to use the restroom and left
by the front door. There, at the foot of
the stairs, was the hearse with Father
Pat’s body. I walked by, almost alone
on the empty sidewalk, said goodbye
and asked Father Pat to pray for me.
In the end, the Lord receives it all,
and returns love and grace. The tears
are an added gift.
— Effie Caldarola
(This column is part of the CNS columns
package.)

As summer winds to a close, I often
jokingly say that I’m counting the days
until school starts while mediating arguments and dealing
with restless teenagers. As a teacher,
I love the fact that
I get to stay home
with my kids during
the summer. We stay
busy with day trips,
dance and football
practices and jaunts
to my sister’s pool,
but at times, it seems that the kids are
restless when a day of “there’s nothing
on the calendar” arrives.
The busy-ness that consumes our
society has unfortunately become the
norm, and I am a guilty culprit. If I am
free from grading or writing, I create a project around the house. From
painting the deck and planting flowers
to cleaning out closets, the urge to accomplish something is gnawing away
at me during my free time. My children
have picked up on this and find themselves wanting to make plans for every
minute of the day.
What’s missing is time for relaxation
and reflection in our lives. By staying
busy with physical tasks, we miss out
on opportunities for reflecting, praying
and focusing on our faith. While many
of us take time for nightly prayers or
blessings at meals, do we really ever
etch out time in our day to reflect on
our faith besides weekly Masses?
The focus of our busy-ness drive

should be to make time for these
peaceful moments, take time to show
God that he is a priority and set an
example for our children.
Although I’m not one for sitting still,
I have found a way to compromise and
make time for reflection. This week, I
bought a bike. It has been at least 10
years since I’ve hit the pavement, but
I challenged myself to up my fitness
goals and find some “me” time. What I
have found is that while riding my bike
through the neighborhood or on the
local trails, I am making time for reflection. My thoughts are running rampant
while the breeze blows in my face, and
I’ve made it a goal to ponder my faith
while pumping the pedals.
While riding my bike, I’ve been able
to think long and hard about my family, my goals, my blessings and most of
all, my faith. I’ve worked out a mental
plan about how to be more involved in
my faith community, how to put others
first and how to be a better person in
all that I do. These plans are a work in
progress, but without making time to
reflect, they would still be lost in the
busy-ness that surrounds life.
My bike is just a tool to fuel my
faith. I just need to make sure it
doesn’t remain idle so I can practice
what I preach.
— Shannon Philpott
Shannon Philpott is a freelance
writer and college journalism instructor, but most of all a mother of
two teens. You can see her work at
www.shannonphilpott.com.

Liberian children are encouraged to wash their
hands as part of an Ebola sensitization program in Monrovia, Liberia, Aug. 5. The death

toll from the Ebola outbreak in Guinea, Liberia
and Sierra Leone has risen to at least 932, the
World Health Organization said Aug. 6.
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Fresh Take: a way to look at faith from a different perspective
This is an online-only page dedicated to young adult Catholics, their
interests, their needs, their challenges
and their faith.
We want to give young adults
something to “chew on,” to think about
when they’re looking for something
more than an on-line horoscope or the

latest star news.
This page offers columns we believe
will interest our young adults. Let us
know.
Email us at cathnews@bellevillemessenger.org with questions, suggestions or for more information.
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