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The Year of  Faith  
  This October marks the beginning of the 
Year of Faith, a year committed to deepening 
and reviving faith. At the Hear of the Matter, 
we look forward to continuing our rediscovery 
of Catholicism with you. We begin with this 
issue and its four different reflections on faith.  
Each is different but each sharing one simple 
prayer: “Lord I believe, help my unbelief.” We 
are grateful to be able to share this prayer with 
all of our readers, no matter how strong or 
weak your faith is.  

Redi scovering Catholici sm  

Whom Do You Have Faith In? 
Isaac Huss 

   Faith has kind of gone out of style lately. For 
many, belief in God is about the same as belief 
in Santa Claus or the Easter Bunny. Prayers 
and devotionals seem to be nothing more than 
superstition. As for believing in an afterlife, it’s 
a nice way to help kids feel better about death, 
but not much more. For those who don’t be-
lieve, faith in a higher power could be seen as 
anything from a harmless personality trait to a 
naïve, unintelligent worldview to a dangerous 
ideology. Some might even be convinced it’s a 
sign of mental illness. 
   I pity those who think faith is in vain. Not 
because I think that their lives would be so 
much better if they believed in God (although I 

do think that). I pity them not because they do not have faith, but 
because they actually do have faith. However, they either don’t 
realize this and/or they simply think they are above such a thing as 
faith. 
   St Paul explains that faith is “the assurance of things hoped for, 
the conviction of things not seen.” The Catholic Catechism, while 
explaining this statement, goes on to say that faith is an authenti-
cally human act, contrary neither to human freedom nor to human 
reason. In other words, someone would have a hard time doing 
anything human without faith.  
Cont’d Next Page 

Letter to Peter: Signs can be Hard to Spot 
Colleen Pesci 

   This past summer was brutal. Heat waves and humidity bogging down my body into a stupor, and falling to sleep with a dream, a 
hope that the morning may bring empathy. The city scrambled for refuge in air-conditioned cafes, shaded benches, and darkened thea-
ters. In final desperation, I booked a flight, destined for Boulder, Colorado to see an old friend.  
  Arriving in the town resting at the base of the Rockies, my heart instantly fell into peace as the cool mountain air brought in the night. 
One evening I encountered a young man on a street bench, in crisp slacks and a blazer, plucking harmonious tunes on a guitar that has 
told many stories. In conversation, I heard the tale of Peter: his strained relationship with his parents, his struggle with deep depres-
sion, and his uncertainty of the present.  
   Our conversation turned to spirituality:    He asked, “Are you religious?” My response, “Yes, are you?” “No.” 
   A long pause ensued as I watched him recall a memory, “At one of my lows, I began to search for a church on a street where I re-
membered it stood. When I got to the end of the block, the only thing I found was a cemetery.”  
   I looked at the certainty on his face; to him, this was a sign of the nonexistence of God. “Be careful with what you see as signs.”  
   In the days following, I was bombarded with stresses, while back in New York my roommates continued the search for affordable 
living. As the anxiety heightened, I began to see the differences in the way of life of the town that I was visiting and the city in which I 
inhabit, recognizing living did not have to be bursting with the struggle to survive. With bags packed, boarding the bus, I looked back 
at my dear friend, and said, “Maybe this is a sign. If everything is falling apart there, maybe it is Christ telling me my place is some-
where else.” Her response was simple, “I recently heard a story of a girl who told a boy to be careful of what he sees as signs.”  
   With my heart heavy and the reminder of my own advice, I hugged her farewell and boarded the bus. Watching the mountains disap-
pear from view, I began to see more clearly.  
   Peter, it is not our search for Him when we are despairing, when the circumstances of this world have crumbled at our feet, do we 
decide to recognize Him. It is the acknowledgment of His presence always, of His constant gift of self in our lives. We do not choose 
what we see as signs when, with blindness and disparity, we need something to hold. We are to live in reality always, aware and alert to 
His constant movement in our work, our encounters, our pains, and our joy. His sign is that He is with us now.   
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The Year of Faith: 2012-2013 

Faith Lives in Community 
Tim DeCelle 

   Faith fascinates. It angers, confounds, and 
challenges. It is one of the least boring ele-
ments of religious life today. It is home to some of the central 
debates of our times regarding religion and science, the nature of 
knowledge, and interpersonal communication. If religion may be 
seen today by some as passé or irrelevant, faith certainly is in 
vogue. 
   This year we celebrate a “year of faith.” Some may perceive this 
as being entirely esoteric, isolated, and personal. In some respects, 
such a conception of faith and religion echoes the values of con-
temporary American individualism. Faith, it is said by some, 
should be a private affair that has no bearing on the larger public 
sphere.   Cont’d next page. 



Cont’d from Faith Live in Community 
Americans want their faith interesting, but as a way of pub-
lic life, visible to many, it becomes somewhat less appealing.  
   I want to suggest something about why faith in practice, 
as a visible representation of a world as well as local com-
munity, is precisely what such individualism needs. Ameri-
can individualism stresses how individuals ought to express 
themselves by pursuing their own goods and sense of fulfill-
ment. It tends to stress individual difference as a corner-
stone of our pluralistic society. 
  One of the major concerns raised here is that such an indi-
vidualism loses sight of how communities both foster values 
within individuals, as well as create larger networks of char-
ity and support for one another. We should not dismiss 
individual expression as simply a fad - its historical reality is 
our ongoing reality. Yet, we don’t have to embrace its pre-
sent state as being fragmented and isolated. We can, in fact, 
form community around large acts of shared engagement. 
  Such shared activity could be understood as ritual, as the 
shared expression of a common set of beliefs and values. 
Religious faith, as an expressive act, is one of the most sub-
stantial examples of such engagement; because, religious 
faith seeks to transcend above, and not diminish, expres-
sions of individualism. 
   And this expressive act finds perhaps its greatest represen-
tation on the cross. As a Catholic community, we experi-
ence this act of sacrificial, self-giving love every time we 
share the body and blood of Christ at Mass. We do this not 
just at the level of our local community, but also as an entire 
body of believers, across space and time. Those who live in 
such disparate places as the Twin Cities, Calcutta, New 
York, and Beijing can join together as one body, one com-
munity, and sharing and expressing their faith. In a frag-
mented, isolated, individual world, faith is the antidote to 
our private sorrows, reminding us of the network of charity 
to which we belong, and which ultimately belongs to the 
love of Christ Himself.  

Cont’d from Whom do you have faith in? 
Marriage, even love itself, is impossible without trusting the promises of 
the beloved. Promises which cannot be proven ahead of time. Promises 
that offer no tangible assurance of the thing hoped for, that is, lifelong 
love and fidelity. In fact, any human interaction whatsoever, from simple 
conversation to purchases to employment contracts require something 
called “good faith.” You trust what the person says or represents to be 
true, even if you can’t be totally sure. And if you can’t do that, well, then 
you can’t really function in the world as we know it. 
   There is another way “non-believers” share the experience of faith with 
those who actually do admit to a life of faith that’s much more profoundly 
comparable. And that’s the faith they put, not in their fellow man, but in 
themselves and their own ability to understand the world around them, 
indeed reality itself. 
   The Christian believes in God and a world created by Him, and seeks to 
live accordingly. The one who 
lives as if there is no God has 
to live according to his own, 
yes, beliefs, as well. And he is 
also left, again, to believe that 
both his beliefs correspond to 
reality and that those beliefs 
will end up making him happy 
and satisfied throughout his 
life. He has no guarantees of 
either. 
  So really, the choice is not 
whether to have faith or not, 
but in what (or whom) to 
believe: God or yourself, the 
Church or a secularist culture, 
etc. Faith in God, or in any-
thing unseen or hoped for, 
but not obvious, doesn’t make 
you naïve, unintelligent, or 
dangerous. It just makes you 
human. 

I Do in Action: a Christian Vision of  Marriage 
Allison Hendrickson 

   I’ve moved a lot over the last fifteen years. Between several cross-country moves from Minnesota to St. Louis, Washington, DC, and 
even Rome, I’ve become incredibly weary of it all. When I met my husband Burton, one of the first things I thought was, “Finally, I 
meet someone who’s actually from Minnesota! I’ll never have to move again!” So it came as something of a blow when Burton came to 
me last winter and said he wanted to pursue medical school—out of state, no less. Initially, all I could think was that this wasn’t what I 
signed up for on our wedding day. I could have put my foot down and said no. Burton would have accepted it and still loved me. Yet, 
even through a lot of tears and heartache, I knew without any hesitancy that I was called to say yes. 
   The truth is, this is exactly what I signed up for. Sacrificing yourself, your own wants, your own needs to your spouse’s wants and 
needs—that’s “I do” in action. If relationships were all about easy love and good times, we wouldn’t need the grace we get from the 
sacrament of marriage. When the angel came to Mary, Mary didn’t respond, “Yes—because this is what I already wanted and hoped 
would happen.” Mary’s “Yes” came despite any fear, worry, and dreams she may have already have had for her life. She needed grace to 
give her answer, and even more grace to live it. 
   My husband and I have been settled in our new home in Philadelphia for a month now. Every day that I wake up, I have to say “I do” 
to our marriage and “yes” to the new path that we’re on all over again. This doesn’t mean I have to pretend that everything is fine. Life 
isn’t easy for me here. He’s invigorated by his studies, but I spend my days looking for a job. I’m homesick, stressed about being unem-
ployed, and feel lonely in a city where I don’t know anyone. But we talk about it, he listens and sympathizes and spends every free mo-
ment trying to make the transition easier. We’ve traveled in the area, walked through the whole city, and been on more dates than we 
ever had before. I feel the grace from our mutual “I do” to be more active in our life than ever before.  
   In a way, I’m actually treasuring this time of difficulty and sacrifice. That seems so backwards, doesn’t it? Certainly people have gotten 
divorced over less. But these are the times when I cling to the Lord. The Lord, in turn, calls me to trust Burton completely, and for him 
to trust me. Our future is without certainty, but we have hope and an understanding that our love means a willingness to sacrifice for 
each other. 
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