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Giving In, Not Giving Up
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In this courtroom sketch, convicted Boston
Marathon bomber Dzokhar Tsarnaev stands
as he is sentenced to death May 15 at the
U.S. courthouse in Boston. The Catholic
Church opposes the death penalty except
“if this is the only possible way of effectively
defending human lives against the unjust

aggressor,” but such cases “are very rare,
if not practically nonexistent.” In Tsarnaev’s
case, the Massachusetts bishops said, the
defendant “has been neutralized and will
never again have the ability to cause harm.
Because of this, we ... believe that society
can do better than the death penalty.”

Using Our Hands as Christ Would
In April, a devastating earthquake
hit Nepal. Once again, as in similar
tragedies, we saw news of folks desperately searching the
rubble for survivors.
We’ve seen this
before — and the
poorer the country,
the more frequently
you see people
actually using their
hands to scrape
away at debris and
tumbled buildings.
I had a daughter traveling in Asia
when the earthquake occurred, and
although I was certain her itinerary
hadn’t taken her to Nepal yet, I anxiously awaited word. It’s hard to get
news out of China, where she was
traveling, as Facebook and Google are
largely banned, and calls and texts are
prohibitively expensive.
I was glad to finally hear that my
daughter was still in China and was,
perhaps, more shocked than I was
at the devastation in a place she had
planned to visit. Temples she would
have seen now are in ruin.
Perhaps because of this personal
connection, even though a tenuous
one, I thought of those folks who
searched in panic and terror for their
loved ones, desperately clawing at the
earth with their hands to save someone dear to them.
Many people have written reflections about hands. Each of us has
hands that are uniquely ours. I looked
at my hands this morning and imagined how they would look after hours
of trying to make dusty remnants yield
someone I loved. Envision the cracked
nails, the scrapes and cuts, the grime,
tragedy’s impact traced on each bloody
finger.
St. Teresa of Avila wrote some early
famous words about hands: “Christ
has no body now on earth but yours,
no hands but yours.”
Looking at my hands as the hands of
Christ makes me aware of all the good

— and some bad — I’ve done with my
hands. It makes me aware that maybe
I need to give more hugs, more literal
and figurative pats on the back. I need
to bake more cookies for other people,
extend my hand with more enthusiasm
during the exchange of peace at Mass,
applaud a little more vigorously.
As we age, our hands betray our
years in ways the rest of the body can
sometimes conceal. Have you ever
noticed someone who has skin pulled
tight from numerous plastic surgeries,
not a wrinkle to be seen on a taut and
Botoxed face? But if you get a glimpse
of the person’s hands, no matter how
manicured and pampered, you see the
years displayed there.
My grandmother had severe osteoarthritis, and the fingers of her hands
were wildly disfigured, at least they
seemed that way to a child. Imagine
my grief when, as a relatively young
woman in her 40s, arthritis began to
attack my hands. I told the doctor
about my grandmother and he said,
“Someday you will have hands just like
your grandmother.”
When he left the room to find information for me, I stared out at the rain,
the vision of the parking lot blurred by
raindrops running down the window
and by my tears.
My hands have gotten worse with
the years, but they aren’t grandma’s
hands yet. But if it comes to that, I’ll
accept it because my hands are part of
my story. They tell of my heritage, they
tell of my labor. My hands have held
and comforted three babies, embraced
teenagers, and now have cuddled a
grandchild.
They have planted flowers in rich
earth, typed out reams of words, wiped
away many tears. Today, I’ll try to use
my hands lovingly and pray for those
whose hands were bloodied in the
search for those they loved.
— Effie Caldarola
(This column is part of the CNS columns
package.)

Defeat. Even the word sounds depressing and sad. But, unfortunately,
there will be times in our lives when
we feel defeated.
From a failed test to
a failed relationship
or a debilitating disease diagnosis to the
loss of a loved one,
a heart-aching sense
of defeat is bound to
take over.
As a parent, I face
a feeling of defeat
when I see disappointment in the eyes
of my children when I can’t possibly
attend my son’s track meet and my
daughter’s dance performance because
they are scheduled on the same day at
the same time. I feel defeated when my
work takes me away from my children
a few evenings a week or when I cannot always make it home in time to
greet them after school. I feel defeated
on the days when I forget to send
lunch money or miss the opportunity
to make them laugh or smile. And most
of all, I feel defeated when I cannot fix
their problems, sadness or own feelings of defeat.
Defeat can send people into a downward spiral where a feeling of dread
makes it seem impossible to climb
out of the spiraling web. We may feel
alone, beaten down and lose our sense
of worth. At our lowest points, though,

the feeling of dread that defeat produces can be humbling and positive if
we give in instead of giving up.
The reality is that during our best
and worst times, we are never alone.
The beauty of defeat is that it can
force us to think critically about our
life choices, our commitment to faith,
our values and morals and the result
of our actions. Defeat often prompts
people to pray who have fallen out of
practice or forgotten the importance
of faith. I am a firm believer that daily
prayer can help us through the good
and not-so-good times, but like many, I
find myself more committed to prayer
during those times of defeat. I want
God to fix the problem right then and
there when I should rely on God to
guide me through my daily actions.
We have to give in to our faith
whether spirits are high or low and
know that if a day of defeat is on the
horizon or a day of bliss is in store, our
blessings are always present. I may
feel defeated when I can’t create the
perfect life for my children, but I can
take pride in the fact that my children
are healthy, happy and guided by the
grace of God.
— 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.

Pope Francis greets the crowd after celebrating the canonization Mass for four new saints
in St. Peter’s Square at the Vatican May 17.
The pope canonized four 19th-century nuns.

The new saints are: Marie-Alphonsine and
Mary of Jesus Crucified, both from historic
Palestine; Jeanne Emilie De Villeneuve from
France; and Maria Cristina Brando from Italy.
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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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