
A Short Story on Being Woke 
By Deacon Gerry Palermo 
 

We say a lot of things. Some trivial, some important and still some of supreme importance. When we 

can we’ll record to remember what people say. 

Do you recall the first ‘Mama’ from your first born? 

You certainly recall, if somewhat dimly now, the first time your beloved said, “I love you”. 

Did you ever wonder what Adam’s first words were? Words of the trivial, the important and still the first 

of supreme importance? Genesis tell us Adam was given the task of naming all the wild animals and 

birds of the sky. Yet we did not record his replies. I am sure there was plenty of dialog about the garden 

and the animals. 

The first recorded and of supreme importance of man’s first words are found here: 

[After putting Adam in a deep sleep]… The LORD God then built the rib that he had taken from the man 

into a woman. When he brought her to the man, the man said: 

“This one, at last, is bone of my bones and flesh of my flesh; 

This one shall be called ‘woman,’ for out of man this one has been taken 

Gen 2:22-23. 

These first words we use a lot in faith dialog. The first and immediate that comes to mind is the marriage 

covenant. This reading is often selected for the Nuptial Mass. It works well and rightly so. 

But take a step back an even more fundamental step back. 

Adam is Woke. 

Adam is woke to relational existence and the priority of relation. 

Until this point Adam had a divine relationship and a stewardship relation with creation. But now, in the 

Other of Himself, Adam finds his existence in relation. 

Adam discovers himself as much as he discovers Eve, and she him. 

College 

It was 1979 and the fall college semester begins. 

Tradition held that the student leadership would address the incoming freshmen. I was a part of the 

student leadership so today was my turn. 

Among the incoming freshmen was a young black woman I shall name Eve. She was maybe the second 

black student on the entire campus. For that alone she stood out. 

Clearly she was disoriented by this new experience but that isn’t uncommon. Everyone is struck by the 

excitement and unsettled by the newness of it all. 



But this was different. Eve felt way, way out of place. Eve was an Upward Bound student. This program 

was only then being used to bring students with good academic skills into higher education and who 

usually were without resources. Upward Bound was the final hope she had in breaking through the life 

path she was destined to follow without any chance of better. By sheer luck she was guided to this 

outpost of the American West. Nothing would be familiar. Nothing would be the same. 

She was without resources. She was without friends. She was frightened and like a marked person ready 

for the next street battle. 

Eve’s countenance was one ready for battle. Her dress and grooming of one who is practiced in self-

preservation above all things. 

I did not have frequent contact with Eve since we were two years apart in class and 5 years apart in age. 

But from afar I watched Eve change. I prayed for Eve often. 

By the end of her second year, Eve was a completely different young woman. Confident, yes, her skill 

was ready for this opportunity. Eve found her dignity among those different from her own. She found 

peace at last. She at last found her flesh and bone. 

In a calm place she found herself. In a safe place she found herself. In a non-judgmental place she found 

herself. 

NYC 1989 

I worked for Shearson Lehman Brothers an American Express company in NYC. I had a wonderful boss, 

John Vandenberg, who was a good catholic man. We hit it off well and enjoyed story telling. Mostly he 

telling me stories of his work life and family life. One story stood out. 

One time the family was on a road trip. I think a vacation. Jill, the daughter, was acting up in the back 

seat. Dad, John, reached around from the driver seat and gave her a swat of some sort. Nothing big as 

one is twisted around while driving. In the back seat was little John (now an attorney). When he saw his 

little sister get swatted, he mustered up all the courage he had and said, 

“Don’t you ever hit my sister again!” 

Marie and John looked at each other amazed by the five year old bold declaration. 

John told me at that moment he wasn’t sure if he should cry with joy or stop the car and hug his little 

boy. For you see, little John found bone of bone and flesh of flesh. 

On the occasion of my ordination wrote Maria, “If John were alive we would be going to your 

ordination. He would be so excited for you. You were right he would have wanted to know. He will be 

there in spirit on September 17th, 2011.” 

Marie widowed since May 2007 was kind enough to write to tell me of her loss and her joy in friendship. 

Maria found bone of bone and flesh of flesh. 

Being Woke 



And do this because you know the time; it is the hour now for you to awake from sleep. For our 

salvation is nearer now than when we first believed; the night is advanced, the day is at hand. Let us 

then throw off the works of darkness and put on the armor of light; let us conduct ourselves properly 

as in the day, not in orgies and drunkenness, not in promiscuity and licentiousness, not in rivalry and 

jealousy (Rom 13:11-13). 

Awake, O sleeper, and arise from the dead, and Christ will give you light (Eph 5:14b). 

Contemporary Insights 

There are many contemporary insights into relationships. So much is written about the topic, secular 

and religious. Social justice, my friend, is about relationships. 

Why then are you still asleep? 

Peace be with you.  

Deacon Gerry  

Disclaimer – Names, times and places are fictional or obscured to protect the privacy of others without 

distorting the essential truth of the encounter. The Vandenberg family is real though. 
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