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Unplugged Blessings

YEAR OF CONSECRATED LIFE: In the Diocese of Belleville, the parishes of Holy Cross
in Wendelin, St. Joseph in Stringtown and
St. Joseph in Olney are observing the Year
of Consecrated Life, which began throughout the world Nov. 29, 2014 and concludes

LIZ QUIRIN

Feb. 2, 2016. On Aug. 23, members of Holy
Cross celebrated the 25th anniversary of
a daughter of the parish, now Sr. Simona
Frohning, a member of the Sisters of St.
Francis of the Martyr St. George, with their
motherhouse in Alton, Ill.

Lessons Learned on a Late-night Journey

When I was in high school, I attended a party at a classmate’s house on a
military base. Most of my friends were
a few years younger,
so I volunteered to
drive them home.
When it was time
to leave, the three
friends I expected
joined me. So did
five others. I was
driving my father’s
pickup truck. It was
winter. It was cold.
Everyone had to squeeze in.
Amazingly, everyone fit. Few people
in the truck were comfortable, but it
was tolerable for a 20-minute ride.
Unfortunately, our ride ended when
the gate I used to arrive at the base
was closed for the evening and I didn’t
know where to find an open gate. It
quickly became part of a comedy of
errors involving eight passengers trying to give directions at once. Every
direction led to the wrong way. We
were lost, minutes from my friend’s
home. After almost an hour, we found
the main gate and escaped. I began
dropping off friends at their homes.
Some arrived just before curfews, others after.
Needless to say, I got home late -very late.
As you might expect, my parents
were waiting. When I walked in the
door, they were staring at me. I was
expecting a severe talking-to. Instead,
all I heard from my father was, “Erick,
go to bed.”
By the time you become a teenager,
you know your parents well. You know
what upsets them. You know what
pleases them. And you know sometimes you just don’t know anything
about what they’re thinking.
That’s what awaited me the morning after my unexpected journey.

I never had a curfew as a teenager.
My parents expected that I would tell
them where I was going and when I’d
return. Coming home two hours late
broke that agreement. It didn’t matter
that I didn’t have a cellphone. It didn’t
matter that I had been trapped on a
military base with no apparent road
signs to direct us to the main gate. It
didn’t matter that I had done the right
thing and offered rides to those who
needed them. What mattered was that
I should have remembered what was
expected of me.
Being a teen is about being given increased responsibility and then being
watched as your parents see if you can
handle it. At least, that’s what being
a teen was like for me. Not all parents
are the same, and not all parents are
good at letting their children grow up.
But every teen is on the same journey,
and at the end of that journey is adulthood.
When I woke up, I was ready to take
responsibility for my mistake. I was
prepared for punishment. That punishment never came. Later I learned,
after I went to bed, that my father got
mad at my mother for waking him for
no reason. He knew I was responsible
and she did, too. I’m sure if I’d made
the same mistake twice, the response
would have been different, but I never
did.
Today I still remember the lessons I
learned that night: Ask for directions,
even if you think you know where
you’re going. Always find a reason to
laugh, especially when you’re lost. Be
generous; there’s always room to give
one more person a ride. The most important lesson: Don’t let others worry,
especially your mother.
— Erick Rommel
(This column is part of the CNS columns package.)

Traveling with teenagers is very
different now than what it was like
when I was a teenager. My sisters and
I had arguments
about smelly feet,
sharing covers or
even deciding who
got to sleep in the
back window of the
station wagon. My
parents controlled
the music playing
on the cassette tape
or 8-track and our
contact with friends and family back
home was via mail.
After spending a week on vacation
with our blended family – consisting of
four teenagers from 15 to 18 years old
– I was fully aware that the challenges
of traveling 14 hours each way to our
destination would be quite different
than my experiences with my family.
No one argued about smelly feet and
all teenagers were neatly tucked into
seatbelts, but trying to charge six cell
phones was an obstacle we had to
overcome.
I worried the entire way to visit family in Texas that the cell phones and
social media would be a crutch, especially for my teenagers who were meeting family members for the first time.
I prayed that they would be embraced,
that they would act respectful and
most of all, that this experience would
bring us all closer together – besides
the physical togetherness of cramming
together in a vehicle for the drive.
I gave my worries and fears to God
and he did more than just answer my
prayers. He blessed me this week.

For five days, our four teenagers
and two more who joined the family
reunion played cards while sitting
together, laughing and joking, at the
kitchen table. They journeyed to the local swimming pool together, they went
shopping together and they played
corn hole against each other in 109
degree heat.
Cell phones were not the priority.
Yes, a few would still be sitting on
the counter or plugged into nearby
outlets, but they willingly put them
away to spend time with each other
and socialize by actually conversing
versus just liking each other’s pictures
on Instagram. At one point, I told my
daughter that her phone was beeping
with a new text message and she just
shrugged and said she would look at it
later – something that rarely happens
at home.
Even if they revert back to their
technology-obsessed ways upon our
return home, it’s okay, because each
and every one of them learned that a
‘like’ or a ‘tweet’ doesn’t make you feel
connected like cramming six teenagers
into a small den to watch TV together
or playing a 3-hour game of Monopoly.
On this very long drive home as the
aroma of smelly feet is reaching me as
I type this, I can’t help but feel blessed
to have a higher power providing me
and my family with these unexpected
and unplugged blessings.
— 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 firefighter flees as a wildfire advances unexpectedly near Twisp, Wash., Aug. 20. Crews
battling a flurry of wildfires raging unchecked in the Pacific Northwest braced for high winds
forecast in the region a day after three firefighters were killed and four others were injured
in Washington state.
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