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Life.  We all have it.  If you can hear me, you have it.  We wake up each morning with plans for the day.  

We work, we love, we laugh and we assume we are assured another sunrise to do it all over again.  We 

hardly really stop to ponder our finitude.  That is, until we get a formal statement revealing that our 

time is actually finite.   

 

The Giver of Life gives in His own terms.  Elizabeth, barren and in her old age, is with child.  Mary, His 

Mother, is conceived without a blemish of sin.  Sons give their mothers only the best.  Remember that.  

Yet, this Author of life asks the young Mary her consent to give Him life.  The powerful Creator bows and 

respects our free will.  What a fascinating God we have.   

 

And so began my journey of an evolving relationship with this God.   An authentic relationship is usually 

marked by the endearments we use to address each other.  Through the years, I have gone from My 

Lord, My Father, to My Friend.   

 

I try to start each day sitting in silence in front of Him.  I see before me the thickened and calloused 

hands of a carpenter’s Son.  I know by His labored breathing He carries the burdens of mankind.  I 

always put my hands on top of His and ask, “How can I help you today, my Friend?” 

 

And so we strategize on how to help bring light and peace where shadows fall. “OK, I will see 93 young 

men in my classes today, and will try to really see each one; I’m polishing a lecture on 2D motion and 

fingerprinting suspects.  How about Yemen and Libya, the human trafficking and slavery? Got some 

people working on that?  OK.  Oh, yes, make beef stew with care and not haste, and text my kids I love 

them at night.  We got this.” 

 

Three months ago, I was told that my body was failing, that my time ahead was short, that I need to 

make preparations, yet hope for a miracle.  I went home on that fateful day, and looked Him in the eye 

and said, “You and I need to talk.  You can still use me, you know.  This strategy seriously needs 

rethinking.  You just don’t take out people on your side.  I can give you a long list of alternatives.”  

 

But I was met with silence.   

 

I lived what I considered a big life.  Hiking rainforests in Costa Rica, snorkeling in Belize, hosting family 

feasts, teaching the science I love, seeing my seniors and my own children on their paths to their 

destined greatness.  Overnight, my life became small and homebound.  I have joined the category of the 

sick and suffering, the broken.  I am limited to planning for the now and not for the endless tomorrows I 

assumed I had.    



 

 

Despite the many caring hands that hold me, I realize that the path of pain is taken alone.  Suffering 

brings me to a deep space no one else can reach. I never knew my heart could bleed so much.  In a very 

strange way, I suddenly see and feel all the hearts that bleed quietly in the world, in this church as I now 

speak, in our own classrooms, streets and homes.  Each heart carries its own unique pain and sickness.  

Yet in this valley of tears, I encounter our heavenly Mother, who stood by her crucified Son.  She bleeds 

with me and unites me to Her Son’s cross.  And suddenly, I’m not so alone anymore.  

 

She shows me that, with grace, a bleeding heart can always still be grateful.  Gratitude allows me to turn 

outward and leave that solitary space.  And what I see around me leaves me speechless: 

 

 My doorbell stays silent, yet my doorstep is regularly filled with flowers and notes, delicious 

dinners made with so much care and novels to read. 

 

 Funds are raised by generous families, friends and students who give up their lunch money, and 

by my mentees who play shmolly with a new purpose.  

 

 My children come home randomly and keep me smiling. 

 

 Rosary brigades are set up across the world in the Philippines and in my parish. 

 

 A long-estranged family member appears at my door with flowers and only hugs. 

 

 I bring home a box of colored sheets filled with my seniors’ reflections on where they have 

found God and beauty in their lives -- rays of light on my darker days. 

 

 A banner surprises me in my classroom — long enough to hug my whole house, with notes and 

notes of love and well wishes written with rainbow markers — definitely a Miss Dempsey 

touch. 

 

 My husband starts learning how to cook, finally.  

 

 A pretty unusual phone call happens.  I was taking my now routine afternoon nap and my cell 

phone rings.  I answered, and a booming voice says, “Rosanna!  I have heard so much about you 

and how everyone at Fordham Prep is just praying for you and giving you all their love and 

support!”  It was a 212 number so I thought it could be any of my NYC doctors.  “Doctor David?” 

“Oh, no, no, this isn’t your doctor.  It’s just Cardinal Dolan.” 

 

When he heard just my silence, he continued, “I was with Fr. Devron and he told me how your 

community is just loving you so much.  I hope you don’t mind if I call you once in a while to 

check up on you.  Know that I and the whole Archdiocese of NY will have you in our prayers.”  



 

Still dumbfounded, I thanked him and hung up.  I looked at the 212 number and promptly hit: 

Create contact. Cardinal Dolan, Archbishop of New York. Save. 

 

 Then there is a note I receive that reads: “Dear Mrs. Estrella, I don’t really know you and you 

don’t really know me, but we do pass each other in the hallway, and I remember when you 

smiled at me once.  I’m sorry to hear that you are sick.  Cancer sucks.  I struggle believing in a 

God which goes without saying that I don’t pray. But just this once, I am going to make an 

exception.  Take care.” 

 

I was so very caught up with asking God for the miracle I wanted, my cure, that I didn’t realize He was 

and is performing great miracles of healing and giving all around me.  I see now that if He ever chooses 

to heal me completely, it will be because of the faith of the people around me.   

 

Or, He can choose to call me home.   

 

When the One who has given me this life, calls me to share a life everlasting, how can I argue?  Moving 

from these comfortable dimensions of space and time to an Everywhere and an Eternity can still be a 

little scary.  How will He measure my lived life? An old Jesuit colleague of many years, who has written 

dozens of books and sermons, once told me that God asks us only one question when we see Him:  

Were you kind? 

 

Were you kind?     

 

In the meantime, I stay grateful.  I stay obstinate in my vigour and vibrancy.  I stay determined to love 

and live life, despite my running time.   

 

Death is but a pause, a shedding.  

 

And when I cross over, I know there is still so much work to be done, for the Good Shepherd will not rest 

until all of us, His sheep, make it safely home.   

 

And when I finally meet Him, I know I will put my hands on His, look Him in the eye, and with a twinkle 

in mine, I will ask, “How can I help you today, My Friend?”  

 

 


