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HELPING OUT: Tourists Tave Teloye and his children Alan and Juliet prepare lentil packets
for earthquake victims May 1 at Assumption Catholic Church in Lalitpur, Nepal.

Welcoming a Stranger to a New Home
The United Nations reports that
as of 2014, there were over 50 million
refugees in our world. Tonight, I’m
going to meet five of
them.
Statistics can
easily make our
eyes glaze over and
maybe even harden
our hearts a bit. And
50 million — that
number staggers
but also dehumanizes. All that misery,
dislocation and pain can’t be comprehended.
That’s why the five people that I’m
meeting, to be relocated from the other
side of the world to Omaha, Nebraska,
the city where I live, will put a human
face on an overwhelming number. It’s
why a group to which I belong, Ignatian Associates, volunteered to help
furnish and equip an apartment for
these newcomers.
We can’t help 50 million people, but
maybe we can do something for five.
Ignatian Associates is a loose community dedicated to the spirituality of
St. Ignatius of Loyola, founder of the
Jesuits. We try to support each other
in prayer and “apostolic activity,” a
fancy term that basically means doing
good things, trying in our small way to
imitate Christ in the world. We don’t
always do projects together, but we
decided to take on this task as a group.
Refugees travel a long road to
resettlement. They’ve fled their homes
due to war, violence, famine, social
disasters.
The United Nations oversees camps
for refugees all over the world. “Camp,”
with its connotation of a few nights
spent roughing it in a tent before heading back to a nice mattress, doesn’t
begin to describe the living conditions
for some of these refugees. Some have
been in the camps for decades, even
generations.
Even when the U.N. chooses someone to be resettled in another country, it’s still a long process. The U.S.

Department of State accepts a certain
number of refugees, and parcels their
cases out to agencies in each of the 50
states that help refugees adjust to life
in a wildly new and different environment.
These agencies rely on volunteers
for help. Naturally, a lot of that help
comes from churches and faith-based
groups who hear the mandate, “I was a
stranger and you welcomed me.”
Some refugees arrive speaking no
English. Some have never seen a toilet
flush or operated a light switch. Relocation is not a magic elixir. It’s hard
to climb out of poverty and overcome
feelings of disorientation and loneliness and culture shock.
Since my husband and I have a relatively empty basement, my house became the staging area for our project.
People helping with the project began
bringing in sheets, towels, futons and
recliners. A man’s bicycle appeared.
Pots and pans, a small microwave, a
toaster, a queen-size mattress and the
essential can opener made their way to
my basement, as well as toothbrushes,
toilet paper and soap. Some things
were gently used, some were gleaming
and new.
As the arrival date for “our” refugees neared, we were given names,
ages, sexes and country of origin.
We were given the keys to a rundown little apartment in a part of town
where rent is cheap. After all, these
refugees will be expected to find jobs
and support themselves in short order.
One of the volunteers rented a moving
truck. Armed with disinfectant and
mops, we cleaned, moved in, took note
of items needed. We had fun. Our project became a community builder.
Tonight, some of us will go to the
airport along with staff from the resettling agency. We’ll welcome a family
who defied all those numbing statistics
and carry in their hearts great loss but
also a deep sense of hope.
— Effie Caldarola
(This column is part of the CNS columns
package.)

It was a grueling game of one-on-one
basketball. The ball swooshed into the
basket once and then twice and even
though the rebounds
bounced on a driveway instead of a
court, the sound of
the crowd cheering
and chanting could
be heard. Except,
it wasn’t a crowd.
It was a 40-year old
mom pretending
thousands of fans
were cheering her
on as she gained points on her 14-year
old son who for 30 minutes, gave her
his time, his laughter, his competitive
spirit and a rigorous workout.
In reality, the crowd was nowhere to
be found, but as my son scored his last
basket in the driveway this evening, I
couldn’t help but feel like I had won.
He seemed pleased with himself for the
10-point lead and even my insistence
that hugging him while blocking a shot
was not a foul, he didn’t seem irritated
with me … for once.
It was a rare moment. On most days,
I’m lucky to get a grunt from my quiet,
moody teenagers. They retreat to their
rooms after dinner, only coming down
to remind me that they need lunch
money or a PE uniform washed by the
next morning. When I inquire about
their day, they seem irritated with me,
even bothered at times.
At first, I took it personally. I mean,
I’m cool, right? I know all the lyrics
to the Top 40 songs on the radio and
I have no problem singing loud and
proud in the car. Then I realized that

maybe, just maybe, no matter what I
know or who I am, they are going to
be annoyed with me because, I’m the
parent. I’m mom. I’m not cool in their
eyes.
And, they are teenagers.
So, I’ve learned to stay involved and
I continue to ask questions, but I’m
trying not to invade their privacy, their
time and their definition of cool. I still
demand we have family dinners and
that we say good morning and good
night. But, I don’t force them to spend
time with me, as much as I want to.
When we returned from dinner
tonight, I fully expected my son to
join the neighborhood kids down the
street in a game of basketball or retreat
to his room and close the door. But
instead, when I grabbed the basketball
and made a few lousy shots, he joined
me, challenged me to a game and
proceeded to give me just enough of a
lead to build my confidence and then
ultimately smash out a 10 point lead to
a hearty win.
I didn’t question why he chose to
play basketball in the driveway with
his mom. I didn’t embarrass him by
singing along to the music playing.
And, I didn’t beg him to play a game
with me every night.
Instead, I soaked in the time he was
giving me, cherished it and prayed that
time would stand still. The game did
end, but the memories never will.
— 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.
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A HUG FROM THE POPE: Pope Francis greets a Scout while visiting Queen of Peace Parish
in Ostia on the outskirts of Rome May 3.

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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