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Everything was going womp, womp, womp!

A Mother's Cry
In August, 2010, a hot Summer morning on my way to
work, I got a call no mother wants to get—“Your son
was shot.” After getting that call, my belly started to
flip, my hands became shaky, my heart was beating fast
while I walked down this long road to get to work. I must say that I didn’t know what to
do. The first thing I did was call home to see if my daughter had any information. When I
was calling her, someone was at the door to tell her the
news as well. It seems like it took me forever to get to the
hospital, and at this time I didn’t know if my son was dead or
alive. When I finally arrived at the hospital, my son was
pronounced dead and taken to the morgue. Dead, and only
twenty years old. I found out later that he was trying to
stop his friend from getting robbed.
I didn’t realize I was in shock because all of my family and
friends were there, and I was lost for words, and everything
was going womp, womp, womp. I sat waiting, holding on tight
to his lovely daughter, Zariah, looking at her with sadness in
my eyes, knowing she will never get the love her dad had for her. Only eight months old
and fatherless now.Then, only one year and three months later, I got another call. My
nephew was murdered on November 12 2011, nine days before my sons birthday. I became numb
and was so afraid to feel the pain once again. It hurts so bad. I miss those two young men so
very much. Sometimes I find it hard to live life without them. My nephew only twenty-one and
killed over $21 dollars in a gambling incident. The streets of Philadelphia have become a war
zone. We are killing one another with senseless acts. What ever happened to “I’m my
brother’s keeper”?
Stacie.
I met Stacie at the Interfaith Service for Light and Hope in December at St. Rita’s Parish.
People of many faith traditions gathered to lift up the memory of the people killed in
Philadelphia in 2012. Stacie is just one of these people affected by this violence. Theirs is a
great cry that rises up from our city, and from every city and town in America and the
world. What are we doing? Why are we solving our conflicts with guns? What are you
doing to change this? Stacie is a member of Mothers In Charge. What can you say to Stacie?
What would you say to her son and nephew if you had the chance? Or to their children?
What kind of hope can we offer to young black males who are so vulnerable? We can
complain about their parentless violent lives, but do we know anything about them? What if

you were born into a situation where selling drugs was the only job that is available to
you? Do something. Anything! You can reach Mothers In Charge at 215-228-1718.
An image comes to mind: two processions of people with crosses (and other religious symbols)
walking across the Ben Franklin Bridge from the Camden side and the Philly side (on the
pedestrian walkway) to meet in the middle. We process across the bridge to symbolize we are
in this together. We process to pray and work for an end to the violence, the guns, the
wasting of young lives, and the poverty in Camden and Philadelphia that fuels this. We are
sending a signal to our cities and to America that we are working together to create
pockets of peace and reconciliation. Young black males can be invited to lead us, since they
are the most endangered and the most dangerous when they have no hope and options.
Organizations on both sides of the bridge can be engaged in this action for peace. Mothers in
Charge (MIC), Every Murder is Real (EMIR), HOPEWORKS in Camden, the Mural Arts
Program, the Cascia Center for Reconciliation and ADROP/Adeodatus Prison Ministry are just
a few of these. We can aim to have this “reach across the bridge for peace” in September if
not before. What do you think?
Mary Magdalen, whom Jesus appeared to first after he rose from the dead, is like Stacie in
some way. Someone dear to Mary had died a violent death. Wracked with grief, her mind may
have been going womp, womp, womp! Being on the Edge and so alone, she went to the grave of
her dear one. What she experienced changed her history
and ours. Are we so different than Mary? If you
believe that Jesus is risen, then witness to new life some
way. Why not come to our Thursday night spiritual
support group? In the moment of silence we take
together, you may hear the ambulance sirens and the
womp, womp, womp of the city, yet experience Jesus alive
in our midst. You will gain courage and hope. Alleluia!
Stacie’s voice cries out from the Edge: The streets of

Philadelphia have become a war zone. We are killing one
another with senseless acts. What ever happened to “I’m

my brother’s keeper”? Our Adeodatus support group--for ex-inmates and any one who cares
about their reintegration into society--meets on Thursday nights (7:30 to 9:00 P.M.). On the
first Thursday of the month, we meet at the Bevilacqua Center at Kensington and Lehigh
Aves, Philadelphia. On all other Thursdays we meet at St. Rita of Cascia rectory, 1166 S.
Broad Street, Philadelphia. Through prayer, the Gospel and Christian fellowship we offer
strength to meet the challenges of life in this world. You are not alone.
Fr. Paul Morrissey OSA

Don’t forget now. Jump into our conversation on this topic. Go to
www.facebook/adeodatusministry.com. and say a word or two. We need your voice from “the
Edge.” We distribute the newsletter to 12 parishes and 20 rehab centers in Philadelphia. A
donation of $5 or $10 dollars would greatly help this mission. Make checks payable to
ADROP/Adeodatus and send to:
Adeodatus Prison Ministry
259 N. Lawrence St., Phila.
PA 19106
Or, go to www.rightsofthepoor.org and press “donate” button. Follow instructions from there.

