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Guilt and Atheism 
Isaac Huss 

   I once had an exchange with a good friend 
of mine (we’ll call him Herschel) about the 
existence of God. Herschel asserted that the 
scientific method is the highest and/or only 
way to come to know things. The supernatu-
ral realm can’t be claimed to exist because it 
can’t be tested. After bantering back and 
forth for a while, I was surprised when he 
then turned, looked me in the eye, and said, 
“Isaac, you don’t have to live with this guilt.” 
    I was taken aback; it was clear we were no 
longer debating the existence of God any-
more. We were psychoanalyzing me. Typically 
I require a comfy couch, a pillow, and a wave 
machine before I allow my friends to play shrink. I asked him 
what he meant, and he said one of the most freeing things 
about embracing his newfound atheism was being released from 
the burdensome guilt he carried around from being a Christian. 
The implication being that since it’s impossible to live up to the 
Christian ideal, it’s inevitable that every Christian has no choice 
but to live in the shame. After all, it’s our own sins nailed Jesus 
to the cross. This leaves no choice—unless Christians were to 
stop believing altogether. 
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One Day’s Pilgrimage 
Terence Sweeney 

   I just moved to Los Angeles, California. 
When I move to a new place, I try to get to 
know the place, let my roots start to grow. 
This means finding a local bar, a coffee 
shop, and a church to attend. I also make a 
special point to get to the cathedral. I figure 
the cathedral is the true heart of the city, its 
epicenter, the most important building. It is 
there that the diocese gathers, where the 
bishop has his seat. My architectural inclina-
tions tell me that buildings matter. Just con-
sider the difference between a house and a 
home. The cathedral is the central place for 
prayer; the home of the archdiocese. It is 

where two or three (or a few thousand) gather: bishops, priests, 
deacons, lay people, and me. So this past Saturday, I decided to 
go on a little pilgrimage to the Cathedral of Our Lady of the 
Angels in downtown LA. 
   I figured out directions, and timing. It would be 12.2 miles in 1 
hour and 23 minutes. I hopped on my Schwinn, which was re-
cently shipped from St Paul by a friend. I headed down Flor-
ence, north on Hyde, through Inglewood, past bodegas, and run 
down houses. Then I took a right on Broadway. Not a left like I 
was supposed to.          Cont’d Next Page 
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Marriage: a Calling to Sacrifice and Obedience 
Nell Alt 

   Catholics have this funny thing about sacrifice, and Catholic marriage is no exception. I was the happy attendee at my brother’s 
wedding recently and they had chosen a beautiful and misunderstood passage from the New Testament as one of the readings: 
Ephesians 5. Yup, that’s the one about wives being subject to their husbands written by Saint Paul to the Christians in Ephesus. 
Controversial on the surface, this passage really says simply that marriage is about sacrifice and overcoming our self-centered in-
clinations to be bossy (women) and tuned out (men). 
   First, a moment on the sacrifice angle: husbands’ relationship with their wives mirrors what we Catholics talk about as Christ’s 
relationship to His Bride, the Church. That sounds a little weird if you haven’t had a catechism lesson, so here’s my quick expla-
nation (without a degree in theology). God sends His Son down to Earth to bring redemption to a fallen people, Christ institutes 
a physical and spiritual thing “the Church” to act as His proxy in giving out graces and helping people, and He heads back up to 
Heaven after He dies. His relationship with the Church is like a bridegroom to a bride: He sacrificed His life for her, and she re-
ciprocates by sharing life, love, and His grace (God’s life within us) to the world. Second, the obedience angle: are women consid-
ered second-class citizens? Saint Paul writes that wives should be subject to their husbands, and husbands should love their wives 
as themselves and sacrifice their lives for them. This always rubbed my inner feminist wrong. What does “subject to” mean anyway? So 
women are supposed to be obedient and men just sacrificial? Come on! What are we, chattel?  
   Now that I’ve been married a few years, I see that these two instructions correlate to basic human nature and the psychological 
make-up of both sexes. It resonates that men need to feel respected and listened to by their women who, in general, are far more 
verbal and can run roughshod over their men at any given opportunity (um, me). And women need to feel totally cared for, mo-
nogamously devoted to, and the center of their husband’s worlds because, in general, men aren’t attuned to the constant affirma-
tion we need (constant? Um, yes.).  
   Marriage is a special calling because it mirrors this relationship Christ has with His Church. It also brings out the best of both 
gender’s strengths, and help work on their weaknesses, i.e., being self-centered. Sacrifice and respect are imperative ingredients to 
a healthy marriage, and all relationships. Thanks, Saint Paul, for pointing out the difficult and the obvious.  



Cont’d from Atheism and Guilt 
   I thought for a second, and re-
sponded by saying that I actually 
do know how great it is to live 
without guilt. In fact, that’s what 
I’m doing right now. And would-
n’t you know it, I still believe in 
God. Herschel was operating un-
der a false dichotomy that said to 
believe in God means to live in 
guilt, and the only way out was to 
abandon belief.   
   Catholics in particular get a bad 
rap for this. Anyone familiar with 
the term, “Catholic guilt” has an 
idea that Catholics tend to “focus” 
on sin, so to speak, and its conse-
quences more than the average 
Christian to their own detriment. 
What I tried to communicate to 
Herschel was that there’s no rea-
son for even the most sinful 
Christian to have to be wracked 
with guilt as he described, and it has nothing to do with lowering stand-
ards or manipulating theology. Instead, it has everything to do with love 
and forgiveness, like any good relationship. 
   Sure, I sin. All the time. And if all I did was focus on how consistently 
and convincingly I fall short of Christian perfection, then I would be a 
sorry sack. Instead, I focus on God and his love and the reason he al-
lowed his son to die on that cross in the first place: not to shame me, but 
to forgive me. Does that mean I give myself a free pass to sin at will? Ab-
solutely not.  Do I somehow see my sins as less heinous? No. But my sins 
are nothing compared to that love and goodness. And the fact that he 
loves me so much, even to die for me, does sound too good to be true. 
Not because it’s not true. It’s just sometimes we have a hard time believ-
ing in things beyond ourselves.   

Developing a ‘Sitting Culture’ 
Laura Eusterman 

   Recently, I went back out West to revisit my alma mater. I sat on campus waiting for an old friend. She was very late so I took 
my time to people-watch. Doing so reminded me of an article I wrote for a publication on campus a while back. I called it "The 
Looking Culture." I wrote about a theory that college students are particularly bad at communication. I noted that students spend 
more energy watching each other, talking about each other, and having sex with each other than actually connecting and convers-
ing. Sitting on the quad now I began to rethink my presumptuous theory. I knew a whole lot of watching was going on, but how 
can one measure the quality of other’s conversations?  
   So, I began walking around in order to catch utterances of the many conversations going on during passing period. I wanted to 
be pleasantly surprised, but the popular talking topics of these educated people were the following: hooking up, what teacher is a 
"d-bag," who drank the most last night, what girl is a B, and what guy is "so funny." I noticed that none of these conversations 
were actually conversations; they were essentially opportunities for people to talk. In each instance the speaker spoke over the oth-
er to vent an opinion then the other spoke over the first to vent their own (which were not always related).  
   I was jarred by these conversations, in part, because I have experienced a new kind of culture since college. Conversely, it is what 
I call "Sitting Culture," and one Minnesota is particularly good at living out. It is the habit and ability of taking time to be with 
friends. Time is the necessary ingredient in order for the young person’s frantic watching to become seeing. In sitting with each other, 
we cultivate the invisible things: humor, nuances, patience, trust, and intelligent thoughts.  
   This is also the secret to the happy person in prayer. Many of us may not find peace in the Church precisely because of our ina-
bility to sit with God. This disquiet leaves us watchers of religion and starers at Mass. But God seeks to converse and connect with 
us. He is the God who spent his time with the sloppy Apostles and sinners at table, and the same man who seeks time with us.  
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Cont’d from One Day’s Pilgrimage 
I did not realize my error until I saw signs for Watts. 
Watts? That didn’t sound right. So I biked around and 
around, and back and forth. Suddenly an hour and 
twenty minute bike ride was two hours. My legs were 
getting tired, my dress shirt damp, and my patience 
thin.          
   “Stupid LA! I should have stayed in St Paul!” Finally, 
I found a little pink Catholic Church. “Excuse me, 
which way to downtown LA?” Laughter. “Son, we 
aren’t near downtown. Ya head up Main St. that way.” 
So, a little humbled, I creaked up to and then through 
Downtown. I was an hour late for mass, which by my 
normal math means I missed Mass. But I went in any-
how. And there was a Church full of Catholics, an 
altar full of priests, and the Eucharist elevated by my 
Archbishop, Jose Gomez. I felt the words of the 
Psalmist “I rejoiced when they said ‘let us go onto the 
house of the Lord.’ And now our feet are within your 
gates Jerusalem.” I knelt down behind a Hispanic fam-
ily, next to a Korean couple, and I cried, from exhaus-
tion yes, but more truly, for rejoicing. 
   You see, sometimes, it takes a long time to get 
home, but I was there with my new pastor and my 
new flock. Through God’s grace, and on a vintage 
bike, I had finished my little pilgrimage within the big-
ger pilgrimage of life. It is a long road to the Kingdom, 
with a lot of wrong turns, but I’ll keep peddling on the 
way, and keep finding my cathedrals whether on Sum-
mit Ave, Hennepin Ave, or in downtown LA. At the 
end of mass, I joined a line of Catholics processing to 
a crucifix. Each of us embraced the statue’s feet. This 
is the end of all our pilgrimages. We, with sore feet, 
embrace His pierced feet, surrounded by the People of 
God, and He lifts us up to our true home. 

Charles Aldrich “Station XII” 


