
The Heart of the Matter 

July / August  2012 Volume II  Issue 7 

On the Road Again 
Terence Sweeney 

   Ever since I moved to the Twin Cities in 
2009, I have not been certain where to say I 
am from: NYC, NH, or one of the other 
places I have lived. Nor have I known 
where I was going, but I knew I had more 
steps in my itinerant life. I often wondered: 
‘Whereto next?’ and I wasn’t just choosing 
between Bryant Lake Bowl or Pat’s Tap. 
Now I find myself without an apartment, 
my only possessions are my clothes and 
books. I am moving to Los Angeles and 
leaving the Cities behind. 
   What does it mean to move? Most of us 
are in our twenties wandering from place to 
place; job to job. It feels like we are a generation of nomads 
looking for that one oasis where we can pitch our tent. May-
be this sense of searching is what gives people our age a 
unique insight. We are in the world but not of it, passing 
from Manhattan to Portland and on to LA. Life is not a set 
path but a long pilgrimage to the Kingdom. 
   Like Christ, we are meant to pass through this world with-
out a place to rest our head. This doesn’t mean we ignore the 
world around us. No wherever we are we should drink local 
brews, listen to Trampled by Turtles, and eat jucy lucy’s. Love 
the place where you are but be prepared to give it up for a 
God who is calling all of us to something beyond Uptown 
and Cathedral Hill. 
   It means preparing oneself to leave this world behind. Mov-
ing reminds me of the fact that someday I’ll die and my 
memory will pass from this world. Nothing is permanent. We 
are going somewhere. We are going home. 
  How do we get there? A lot of that depends on who we are. 
A musician playing at 7th street entry has a very different path 
than chemistry student at the U; however, we all meant to be 
in the Kingdom with God. We get there by listening to his 
word, by handing each other along and being handed along, 
by living a life of hope, faith, and love. At each step along the 
way we have friends, family, angels, and saints to lend us a 
hand.  
   Above all we have the Holy Spirit in our heart, Christ on 
the altar, and our Father pulling as along. So wherever our 
pilgrimages takes us, let’s keep drinking Surlys and Summits, 
keep listening to Roe Family Singers, but we must walking to 
the Kingdom. If we have let the world distract us then lets 
slip back into a church and say a prayer. God gives us way 
stations to rest on the path to His Heart. I’ll be praying for 
you on your journeys and eagerly await the day when we all 
meet again in the Kingdom. Hopefully, they’ll serve Minneso-
ta beers there. 
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God, the Dentist? 
Gretchen Sonnen 

   Heading to the Cathedral for Mass one 
night, I decided to arrive early to pray. I was 
dressed for coffee shop coolness--black 
pants and a long-sleeved flannel. The Ca-
thedral was hot. Breezing (there was no 
breeze) into my usual mid-section pew, I 
unzipped my Bible case, and slipped off my 
flip-flops. I can discretely take off my shoes 
in the comfort of my own home, right?  
   I opened my Bible to the day’s Mass read-
ing from Hosea (2:16-22). First of all, I 
must confess that I read the wrong verses. 
My bad. But Jesus spoke to me anyway. He 
always does. If you’ve never read Hosea, I 

highly recommend it both, because it’s the Word of God, and, 
because it’s about a cool guy (Hosea—or “Zea” if you’re tight 
with him) and his prostitute wife. Throughout my life, the Lord 
has spoken to me a lot through Zea. Tonight was no different.  
   I busted through the passage once pinpointing a verse 
that struck me: “You shall call me ‘My husband,’ and you 
shall never again call me ‘My Baal.’”  I like it.  Approved. 
   After taking a few moments to think about it and count the 
doves above the altar, I took a second glance. This time a dif-
ferent verse caught my attention: “I will make you lie down in 
safety.” (Hosea 2:18) Now that is a juicy verse. Lord, you’ll 
make me lie down in safety?  
   My nephew, Gabe, is a little over 18 months old. Every night 
before bed, my sister and bro-in-law brush his teeth. He 
HATES it. Torture. Agony. 1.5 minutes of misery. Poor little 
dude. But it’s a necessary pain, right? If the forced tooth brush-
ing wasn’t inflicted, he would get cavities. His teeth would rot. 
It would be gross. And I would love him less. Kidding.  
   Can’t every one of us think of a necessary suffering that leads 
to something good? Of course, we have our Lord’s ultimate 
suffering for us—the greatest tooth brushing of them all. And 
then there are the rest of us, trying really hard to be good peo-
ple. Going the extra mile to grow in faith. Honestly, the past 
several months have been a pretty crazy tooth-brushing session 
for me. God has been doing some major dental work, getting 
all of the spiritual coffee stains, corncob remnants, and burger 
grease off. It doesn’t feel good. But is it worth it? Is my suffer-
ing worthwhile? Yes. An absolute and exuberant “yes.” 
   Now let’s go back to Hosea: “I will make you lie down in 
safety.” If tooth brushing is necessary in our mouth and in a 
spiritual sense, then what areas do we need to surrender?  What 
sufferings have I been fighting because they don’t feel good—
things that I need to abandon to God for my own benefit? 
Thank God! He has led us to be open to a good hard tooth 
brushing. It is though that painful cleansing that we are made 
to lie down in safety.  
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What Fell Furtive Thing Within? 
Michael Panka 

 
What fell furtive thing within 
My beating breast  
Doth don a darkening cloak?  
What deadly secret whim 
Doth hold my heaving chest, 
And with a poison soak 
The marrows of my soul? 
 

What wretched act unknown, 
Too well preformed, 
Doth make a conscience ache 
With grievous moans? 
What holds a man forlorned  
Of what doth make  
The angels Heaven keep?    
 

What thieving ghoulish mark 
Of blackened orb  
Doth dot my holy spirit sore? 
What cunning comer harks 
The measure to absorb  
Of all my better lifelong lore, 
For to abolish all that’s in me good?  
 

Alas! is it not my own and secret sin? 
Is it not my own and evil act? 
Is it not my own and wretched whim, 
That ruined the everlasting pact, 
I made of old in younger years  
To keep for sure through  joys and tears? 
 

And now it’s broke; and I do weep 
To have forsook the Lord who keeps 
Me still within my cheat, 
And loves me, more my heart doth beat 
The pulse of holy life within. 
And I am not in soul yet dead; 
I’m not forsaken of the One  
Whom I have oft offend. 
 

My Lord, my Lord 
O good and gracious Lord! 
My doomed sin I place  
‘Fore Thy forgiving throne, 
And swear to Thee  
Upon Thy longing love 
That never more my sin shall be.   

Who is Our Neighbor? 
Kari Elsen 

"For you are all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus." Galatians 3: 
26 
   The first question I get after from returning from our annual mission 
trip is, "So, where did you go? Mexico? New Orleans? A reservation in 
North Dakota?"  
    It's not uncommon to witness a look of surprise when I tell him I was 
with 100 teens in North Minneapolis serving Ascension Parish and the 
people within the community. Yes we stay local. The week is filled with 
repairing fences, painting kitchens and cutting down trees. The evenings 
are spent in reflection, Eucharistic Adoration and socialization.  
   I always tell parents when they drop their children off the first day, that 
they will most likely have a changed teenager coming home to them at 
the end of the week. It's an interesting transition as the week progresses, 
most of these teens on the mission trip are from the Western Suburbs 
and have no clue that North Minneapolis exists. 
   I often tell the teens that through this service, you are going to come to 
realize who you truly are, and who those are around you are as well. This 
week becomes a lesson in identity. You truly cannot help your neighbor 
unless you know who you are. If you don't know who you are, then you 
do not know who is your neighbor. This mission trip is in proximity 
helping our neighbor, but it stems to a familial, local and global perspec-
tive.  
   As Catholics we are so incredibly blessed to be tied to one another 
through the Eucharist- through Jesus Christ. If God is our Father, then 
that makes us His children. If God is the Father to all, then we have a 
ton of siblings. Nothing makes our Father smile more than us helping 
out our siblings.  
   This is why we help, this is why we go on mission, and this is why we 
love. We are all one family under the protection and reign of our Heav-
enly Father. So always remember you are a child of God, and the next 
time someone needs you, don't ever forget to serve them as anything less 
than your brother or sister. 
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