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Freedom through  

Confession 
Colleen Pesci 

  The winter lies heavy on our backs. The 

morning sun rising long after we have started 

our days only to be blocked by the low grey 

sky, turning our strides into a trudge through 

soiled slush, with our minds solely concen-

trated on leaving one destination and arriving 

at another. I walk, clouded, up the large stone 

steps of St. Patrick’s Cathedral, positioned on 

bustling 5th Ave. Commuters hustle by me, 

head down, scarves wrapped, looking for the 

shelter of their offices and the warmth of 

their cubicles. The stone of the church mim-

icking the condition of my heart: heavy and 

cold.  

  I head straight back to the confessionals feeling once again like 

a small fifth grader, heart pounding, palms sweating, mind racing, 

anxious to divulge my secrets and sins. As I kneel behind the 

screen I feel safe, tucked away in this small corner of the church, 

me and the priest, divided by a screen, identities unknown. In 

the opening prayer I am hit with a familiar voice, one that I have 

heard many times, yet one that sits in my memory as speaking to 

a crowd, to an audience. Here, however, there is a personable 

tone, it is Archbishop Dolan.                         Cont’d next page 

The Freedom to Follow 

Christ 
Catherine Huss 

   I have been to more talks and read more 

books than I can remember about how non-

Catholics (and non-practicing Catholics for 

that matter) find religion to be restrictive 

and oppressive, and that not following any 

religious teaching is freeing. Catholic authors 

and speakers counter this assertion with a 

different one: that in reality, following Christ 

brings you “true freedom.”  

   For most of my life I never understood 

that assertion. How could having to follow 

rules, strict rules, that forbid you to engage 

in fun, enjoyable activities be freeing? How is 

it “true freedom” when every Sunday and Holy Day of Obliga-

tion the place I will be and the activity I will partake in is planned 

out for me? How is it “true freedom” when I am told how my 

sexual relationships and weekly tithing should look? 

   Lately, the Lord has revealed to me through small experiences 

(as He usually does) the ways in which I am truly free by follow-

ing Him. 

Drama: I have found that when I try my best to be kind to oth-

ers, smile at people, don’t pick fights, give people the benefit 

of the doubt,                                      Cont’d Next Page 

Sinners Anonymous: the Cross of Christ 
Terence Sweeney 

   The Church sex abuse scandal exploded onto the front pages in 2001, right around the time I was confirmed. Since then, my 

adult life has been punctuated by this painful unfolding of the worst kinds of sins, which were sinfully covered up. The Church has 

been marred to the point that it causes one to ask: how one can be a member of this organization? Think of it: little ones exploited 

by some priests, who were then protected by bishops, including one who anointed my head at my confirmation.  Am I just holding 

onto faith from habit? How can I invite others into the Church? Why “rediscover Catholicism,” when some of our leaders who 

sheltered child rapists, seem to have never discovered Catholicism at all?    

   I love the Church like crazy. Her churches, her schools, the grumpy old men bringing up the collection, the crazy old lady mut-

tering her rosary; every inch of Her, I love. I want bishops and priests to shepherd us. I believe in the Church as a spiritual com-

munion and the hierarchy and laity working together are the bones and muscle of that spiritual body. I love the Church and I be-

lieve She is the surest way to the One who offers salvation to us all, when a new scandal breaks, it hurts me and engages me.  

   How do I justify staying and inviting others to return/join? Because, I am a sinner. I am grumpy, moody, arrogant, I drink too 

much, think about sex too much, and I would rather eat a burger than help the poor. I have never done what some bishops and 

priests did, but I do sin and I need a home with sinners. Jesus did not come to call the righteous; he came to call sinners and he did 

a really good job. Look at the people who surrounded Jesus at the beginning of the Church--apostles, prostitutes, tax collectors, 

Pharisees—all were sinners. And today? Priests, nuns, bishops, laity, and, me: all are sinners. We are like an AA group, a bunch of 

recovering addicts led by recovering addicts. Fr. Romano Guardini wrote “The Church is the Cross on which Christ is always cru-

cified. One cannot separate Christ from his bloody, painful Church.” Our Sinner’s Anonymous group is carried on Christ’s back.  

   God calls us into this Sinners Anonymous group. He surrounds Himself with sinners because under all of our sins, God plants 

and nurtures the good in us. It is in the Church, the Sinners Anonymous, that God makes saints (recovered sinners). God calls 

some of these recovering sinners to have families, some to join monasteries, some to become priests, and some to wear funny 

hats and to bear the authority that comes with them. I am not excusing anyone, nor do I deny the need for reform in the Church. I 

am just trying to explain why I stay and why I am inviting you to join. We all need help, maybe not as much as the child rapists and 

those who protected them, but we too are called to humble ourselves, to see our addiction to sin, and to find the steps of recov-

ery the Church proposes. I stay because I believe the Church is the best place for the recovering sinners who have always sur-

rounded Christ, and will until the day when God recovers all His sinners and transforms us into saints. 
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Cont’d from Freedom through Confession 

   After my initial shock of recognition and at the end of my sharing, he pauses with a 

sigh as he digests what I have given him, and he responds with these words:  

“Remember, my dear friend, the story of St. Andrew. We, as Christians, focus 

on his yes to the Lord, his surrender and trust, his movement towards Christ. 

But with every movement towards something there is a leaving behind, with 

every ‘yes’ there lies countless ‘no’s’. Fulton Sheen is buried feet away from us, 

under this very altar. He wrote once of a scene at the confessional. A line of 

people waiting to enter, backs arched with heavy burdens, yet as they leave, 

they walk with a freedom past piles and piles of people’s pain, sin, and sorrow 

that have been laid down, released from their possession. Leave here, and leave 

it behind. Leave it behind at the door. 

For all is forgiven.” 

   I walked out of the Cathedral, 

down the concrete steps, past the 

booming stone walls, and once again 

into the sharp winter wind, my heart 

no longer clouded by grayness. With 

the morning sun I watched the streets 

become alive with steady steps, hands 

grasped around the steaming cups of 

morning coffee and I recognized the 

Promise. In our human weakness 

there is redemption. My every choice 

and encounter not only is an oppor-

tunity for my yes but also my no. I 

stand in front of these encounters, 

not with a heart of fear but of Prom-

ise, because when shackled to my 

weakness there sits waiting for me, 

tucked away in a drafty church,  an 

opportunity to release my burdens 

and walk away, free.  

Cont’d from The Freedom to Follow Christ 

       and don’t talk about people in a  de-

rogatory manner, my life has become 

drama-free. 

Peace and Patience: Stub a toe? Get cut 

off on the freeway? Get lost in an unfa-

miliar place? Order a plane ticket for 

the wrong day? By realizing and accept-

ing God is in control, and that He al-

lows everything to happen, I have peace 

and patience with a situation and am 

free from freaking out.  

God’s Will: I can’t even tell you how many 

hours and days, weeks and months I 

have spent worrying, stressing and be-

ing anxious about events in my life. 

Whether it is getting a job, being ac-

cepted into a certain school/program, 

having food to eat and a roof over my 

head, it is incredibly freeing to know 

that ultimately it is all in God’s hands, 

and His Will will be done. It’s not en-

tirely up to me. I do the best I can with 

what I am given, and He does the rest. 

   Just because I have decided to follow 

Christ and His teachings (which we all have 

the freedom to choose to do), doesn’t 

mean these freedoms will magically come. I 

still gossip, swear in frustrating situations 

and stress about jobs. But by following 

Christ I am given the tools to work toward 

a drama-free, peaceful life according to 

God’s Will. 

Prayer for a Man’s Man 
Isaac Huss 

   The taste of orange juice right after you brushed your teeth. The sound of nails scratching a chalkboard. The feeling of getting 

kicked square in the crotch. All are things I'd sometimes prefer to spending an extended period of time in prayer. Okay, maybe not 

the last one, but you get the point. Prayer is often hard, really hard. From what I can tell, my struggles with prayer are pretty rep-

resentative of what you might call a normal dude in America today. Men aren’t exactly pounding down the doors of the local parish 

church nowadays. The fact is, there are millions of things men would rather do than sit down and pray. I’m not saying men don’t 

want to pray or don’t understand the importance of prayer, although there are certainly plenty in both camps. I’m just saying the 

average Joe has a hard time with prayer in general, even if he would really actually like to pray. 

   When I was confirmed, I was told to ask God for a gift of the Holy Spirit. When piety was described to me as essentially a desire 

for doing holy things, I thought, “Sign me up! I’d love to actually enjoy going to mass.” When the rubber hit the road, kneeling 

down and praying was not attractive to me at all. Ever. In hindsight, I was probably a wee bit naive about what it meant to receive 

the gift of piety. In other words, “Sure, God, I’ll pray, but what will I get out of it? Can you make it fun and exciting? Or at least a 

little bit enjoyable? Hell, I’d settle for tolerable! Oh, and sorry for swearing. Amen.” 

   Here’s the thing about prayer: it’s the exact opposite of self-centered. Prayer is a turning from self to God. It’s not self-seeking, 

it’s God-seeking. Not self-serving, but God-serving. Here’s where man’s struggle to pray becomes refreshingly counter-intuitive: 

when a man sits in prayer, whether it’s in mass or by himself, and he starts to feel that familiar feeling of I’d-rather-be-doing-

anything-else, that’s not him failing at prayer. In fact, it’s the opposite. It means he’s succeeding and the prayer is doing its work. 

Or, more properly speaking, God is doing His work. 

   When a weightlifter feels the burn while bench pressing, he doesn’t assume he’s failed, he realizes that the lifting is pushing him 

to his limits and making him stronger. Similarly, when we struggle in prayer, we are actually succeeding--pushing our spiritual capac-

ity to its limit and making our love for God stronger. The goal of benching is not perfect form but a strong body. The goal of pray-

er is not perfect prayer, but love of God. I’m not saying that prayer can’t possibly be enjoyable or that the only way we grow in 

holiness is by gritting our teeth. I am saying that the measure of holiness does not necessarily mean that you’d rather participate in 

a 3-hour Latin high mass than watch the Vikings, or that a holy hour miraculously seems so much more appealing than a happy 

hour. Instead, holiness just might mean that you’d rather be doing something else, but you choose to pray anyway. 
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