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PART I
EARLY FORMATION OF FAITH
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CHAPTER 1
THE SEED

As a child, I remember watching The Flying Nun, a popular
television show in the 60’s. I very much admired this nun and
secretly wanted to be her when I grew up. It wasn’t the flying
that interested me so much; it was the people whom she helped
that caught my interest. Don’t get me wrong, the flying part
would have been a cool bonus, and I would never have objected
to soaring right into a situation in need of my service. It was
one of those rare shows that offered a little fantasy that captured
one’s interest.
At the age of eight, I had a desire to uncover the mysterious
lives of these women who were clothed in very unattractive
dresses, living in a world in which they did not fit. I had no
desire for the clothing whatsoever, especially those sheets draped
over their heads and under their chins, which seemed to squeeze
their cheeks right over the corners of their mouths, creating
a resemblance of a wooden puppet. Why did they wear them
anyway? They seemed to be more of a hassle than a benefit, but
what did I know? I was only a kid. I had so many unanswered
questions about these unique women who were beneath layers
and layers of clothing. Where did they live? What did they do
when they weren’t helping people? Why don’t they talk to us kids
like they did on television?
I didn’t have the opportunity to ask them any of these questions
as I, like most other children in the neighborhood, attended public
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school, and they were only allowed to teach at Catholic schools.
In fact, I was only around them for a brief time once a week for
religious education. There was just not enough time to become
acquainted or even have a conversation with them. Our weekly
classes began by gathering on the playground until the bell rang,
at which time we formed lines in total silence. How could I get to
know them better when we were silenced at the sound of the bell?
They didn’t mingle with the kids on the playground. In fact, they
kept their distance from us until the bell rang.
We did not speak in class unless we were called upon, which
was the norm for all classroom education back then...at least in
the northern part of the country. You dared not raise your hand to
ask a question that didn’t pertain to the classroom material being
presented. Therefore, the opportunity to explore the possibility
of a life of service was not even an option for me. The fear of
being ridiculed prevented me from speaking in class. Being
ridiculed in front of my classmates was something I tried to
avoid, quickly molding me into silence.
Who even knew where nuns came from anyway? It wasn’t a
topic that was ever discussed. Maybe they were just born into the
church! Maybe they had to be extra holy and enter by invitation
only. Nobody seemed to talk about it.
They just appeared, just like babies appeared. The stork
delivered babies, so maybe angels delivered the nuns to places
they needed to be. Who knew? Maybe only God knew, and their
lives would always remain a mystery to me.
I was fortunate to live in a very safe neighborhood where
the school, the main street, and even the church were all within
walking distance. I remember walking down to the church
with a friend one day, during a time when mass wasn’t being
celebrated. She had no interest in exploring the church and ran
on ahead to a nearby store to purchase an Italian Ice, leaving me
alone to explore that which made me so curious.
I quickly ran up the stairs, peering over my shoulders to
be sure nobody saw me sneaking up to the door. Much to my
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surprise, the door was open! Who knew the doors of the church
were open even when mass wasn’t being celebrated? I wondered
if they even knew they had left the door unlocked. I immediately
knew I would not tell anyone, because I wanted to come back for
more secret visits. Although I had a slight fear of being caught,
I had a much greater curiosity to discover what was behind the
large wooden door when the church was unoccupied.
As I opened the door, a beam of sunlight slowly peeked
through the crack, giving light to the darkness. I remember the
smell of burning candles and the lingering scent of “church.” It
was so dark and totally empty.
My eyes wandered around the church until I found the little
room, or box as I often referred to it, made especially for the
Sacrament of Reconciliation. I wanted to know more about that
little box since I would soon be making my first confession. The
whole thing was pretty scary. No kid wants to enter a dark room
by themselves in the first place. The thought of entering a small
room and pulling a curtain behind me consumed my thoughts.
My stomach seemed to be turning flips. I wanted to get a closer
look, but fear consumed me. I would surely get caught or, even
worse, somebody might jump out from behind the curtain. What
if the church door locked behind me? Nobody would ever know
where I was. I could actually be here until next weekend when
the “church people” came back. I would surely be in a heap of
trouble then. It would always be a mystery as to what really went
on in an empty church, or so I thought.
I guess I was too young to realize other people must have
entered the church to light candles, which were flickering in the
darkness. I guess I was too young to know the church then was
actually open twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, for
anyone to come in and spend time with God in prayer. I guess
I was too young to understand the desire that was beginning to
develop from within myself.
We went to church every Sunday, but there was something
different about being in that same church when it was full of
4
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people. I was too short to even see what was going on up there
on the “the stage,” otherwise known as the altar. That desire to
be in the church when I passed by during the day seemed to
diminish when the church was full of people. I would sit in my
pew, staring at the backs of tall people, except when my Dad
let me sit on the end of the pew. On those days, I could at least
stretch my head around their backs while I stood on the kneeler,
gripping the side of the pew. As I swung out into the aisle, I got
very quick glances, before I was reeled back in with a firm grip
of my Father’s hand, right between my shoulder and elbow. It
was a useless attempt to see the altar. My view consisted of rear
ends until I grew a little taller. In the meantime, I just couldn’t
wait to go home. I estimated the time of escape by the bells
ringing about midway through the mass. That was my cue...we
were half-way finished.
Oh, if I only knew at that time what those bells truly meant!
I was too young to know, too young to understand. One day, I
would recognize the true value of those bells. One day, I would
come to the realization that at the sound of the bells, the gifts laid
upon the altar were being transformed into the true Body and
Blood of Christ and, within a few minutes, He would be offered
to those who walked down the aisle to receive Him. Those same
bells, which were once used to determine how much longer I
had to sit, would eventually be recognized as the sound of God’s
presence among us. I was too young to know, too young to
understand this precious gift.
Finally, the day came to celebrate my First Confession, and
I was so excited about it. This meant that I, too, would soon be
offered Communion and maybe, just maybe, I would understand
a little more about what was really going on in church.
Our Reconciliation class was seated up front in the church. I
was excited, because I could actually see everything. On this day,
however, there was nothing to see. It was very quiet and dimly
lit. We were sitting in lines going over the prayers we would
soon recite in the darkness of the dreaded box. I wasn’t afraid of
5
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the sacrament. I was afraid of the box. I didn’t know what was
going to happen when I entered into the darkness and pulled
the curtain behind me. Yes, I knew the prayers, but nobody can
prepare a child for this dreadful, mysterious, dark box.
As I entered, I couldn’t see until my eyes adjusted to the light
or, rather, the lack of light. I can remember the damp, musty
smell, which reminded me of an old basement. I couldn’t wait
to get out. I slowly found the place to kneel, while trying not to
touch anything, and began my confession. It was so dark, and
I really couldn’t see. Therefore, I figured if the priest couldn’t
see me very well, he probably couldn’t hear me very well either.
I wanted him to hear me, because I wanted all my sins to be
forgiven. Our teachers had never really explained what sin was,
other than “as children you either lie or steal.” Those were the
examples given to us in religious education classes. Hmmmmm,
I guess maybe I’ve taken something from my sister without
asking for it...so yes, I guess that’s stealing. Hmmmmm, if we
don’t tell the truth, we’d surely get into lots of trouble when it
was discovered. Maybe I had lied and just didn’t remember it,
because we’re all sinners. What if I had forgotten something,
and I didn’t confess it? Maybe I better cover all my bases. Yes!
That’s it! We had to go to confession once a week, and you had
to confess something every week. I know...I could confess in
advance. That way, if I did not tell the truth for some reason
during the week, I’d be covered. I took a deep breath and proudly
began to tell the priest my sins. I wanted to be sure he heard
them, because I surely didn’t want to repeat them! BLESS ME
FATHER FOR I HAVE SINNED...
The priest had no trouble hearing my confession. Neither did
the whole class! But hey, I was covered, because I even confessed
to lying and stealing things that never even took place. Every
week, I went to confession and proudly confessed things I didn’t
do...just in case, to make up for anything I didn’t remember
or might do in the future. They were the only two sins I really
knew: not telling the truth and taking things without permission.
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I’m sure if the priest ever recognized me on the street, he would
greet me with a smile outside, but inside I’m sure he would be
whispering to himself, “Here comes that lying little thief.”
I felt sure the other kids were doing the same thing. One
of my friends took something from the grocery store, and her
mother made her return it. I went with her for moral support,
adding a little advice on the way home to make her feel better
about her sin. “Hey, look on the bright side! Now you have
something you can REALLY confess.”
I didn’t truly grasp the idea of confession at this age, and
neither did my friends. I honestly don’t know if it was the way it
was taught or the way it was received. It was something we had
to do in order to receive communion. Therefore, we participated
to the best of our ability, which obviously wasn’t very good.
Soon after, I received my First Communion, which went
much smoother than my first confession. On that day I knew there
was more, something nobody seemed to grasp or even had been
able to teach. Could anyone ever really teach such an incredible
gift as the Eucharist in such a fashion that would be totally
understood by everyone? It was beyond our understanding, and
I secretly thought my teachers didn’t even understand it enough
themselves.
We gathered for a class picture on those same stairs that led
up to the mysterious church door. Those same stairs were the
ones I climbed so frequently in search of something of which I
was not yet aware. I knew this mystery would continue, and one
day I would be able to understand the depth of this desire that
seemed to consume me. I knew without a shadow of a doubt that
there was something more. There was something so special here
that I just didn’t quite grasp yet.
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