
Chapter 7 !
The confessional at St. Marks was a small room tucked in a hallway beside the sanctuary.  It was 
if  it was an afterthought rather than a carefully implemented room.  In the absence of  a parish 
priest, the room had been converted into a storage room where the incense used at mass had 
been stored along with wreath making supplies including large vials of  cinnamon oils.  Though 
these items had been since moved out of  the room their smell still hung strongly in the air.  I 
would often smell the room on my clothes for hours after leaving. !
Joan had assured me that she had done her best to air out the room before I arrived, but I think 
her efforts were akin to trying to fill the ocean in with sand or for that matter trying to fully 
explain and understand the Holy Trinity.  I would never have to tell her that I just came from the 
confessional as I walked by her desk.  The smell of  incense and cinnamon would give it away. !
Most designated confession times went unused by the parishioners and today was proving to be 
no different.  I glanced down at my watch and saw that I had but a few moments left in the 
heavily perfumed room before I could return to rest of  my duties.   At the appointed time I 
finished up my prayer, stood up from the chair behind the screen and turned the light off.  I 
walked out in to the hall bringing a blast of  the incense and cinnamon rich air with me.  I 
finished locking the door behind me when I was startled by a vaguely familiar voice. !
“Man it smells like Christmas in here,” the voice said. 
  
I turned around to put a face to the voice and noticed it was Frank.  He walked in wearing a beat 
up duck canvas chore coat that had grease stains on the sleeves and rips in the elbows.  His pants 
bore the same grease stains and tears. !
“Morning Frank” I said. “Are you in need of  reconciliation.” !
“Probably, but that ain’t why I’m here.”  Frank paused taking a few quick sniffs at the air.  Is it 
just me or do you really smell like Christmas.?” !
“It’s the confessional.  It was used to store oils and incense so the place kind of  picked up the 
smell.  If  I might say you’re wearing a rather unique cologne yourself.  Let me guess, diesel fuel 
and Slick 50 1 grease.” !
“I’ll check the bottle when I get home.” Frank said. “Say th reason I’m here is I was wondering if  
you wanted to come over for supper this Friday night.  I still have those ducks you retrieved for us 
and figured I could cook them up for ya.  Kind a fruits of  your labor type thing.” !
“Sure Frank, what time would you like me over,”  I said. !
“How about 6?” Frank rocked  slowly on his feet as he spoke. !
“Sure I’ll see you at six.  Do you need me to bring anything?” I offered. !



“Just yourself  and your appetite. See you then Father.” Frank started to head down the hall. “Oh 
and by the way Father.” !
“Yes what is it.” I said. !
“Make sure you shower before you come over that cinnamon smell is giving me a headache.” !
“Sure thing,” I said watching Frank’s distinct gait disappear around the corner. !
I followed Frank’s footsteps back to the office stopping occasionally to pick up the chunks of  
melting snow and dirt Frank’s boots had drug in. !
“Did Frank find you?” Joan said as I entered the office. !
I held up the melting slush piles in my hand. “He got a hold of  me.” !
“He tracked snow in the hallway didn’t he?” Joan said in disgust. “I told him twice to make sure 
he stomped his boots off  before going in search of  you.  I tell you bachelors, in one ear and out 
the other.” !
“Say I’m heading out to Sue’s for a quick bite, be back in a bit.” I said. Joan gave me a polite nod 
of  the head and watched me head out the office door in to barren winter landscape. !
Winter’s grip was fully around the neck of  Harding as I stepped out of  the office and was greeted 
by the stinging bite of  a subzero air.  The snow screeched in protest as I walked quickly towards 
my car.  My car was a cold as the surrounding air and it groaned in protest as I turned the key 
before grumbling to life. !
The drive from the Church to Sue’s was short enough that the car barely had time to warm up 
and when I had pulled the car into my usual spot the temp gauge was still pinned down below 
the C as if  it was held there by magnets.  I quickly made my way out of  the car and into the 
warmth of   Sue’s.  Opening the door brought a rush of  cold air into the restaurant causing 
everyone in the place to readjust their coats and look up at who had brought in the cold. !
“Morning Father.” Sue said from behind the counter.  “Cold enough for you.” !
“I like just a little bit colder than this for me to be completely happy, but this is nice.” I said 
walking over my seat.  I gave a quick nod to the man studying the stocks and like everyday it went 
unotived.  “Say can you tell me how Ford is doing?” I said to the man.  All I got was a shrug of  
the shoulders and the man further buried his head into the paper. !
“So what’s new on the menu.” I said picking a tattered plastic covered menu from behind the 
napkin holder. !
“Same thing as yesterday, same thing as last week.  You should know by now that not much 
changes out here.”  Sue said. 



!
“I guess I can’t get a filet mignon a nice bottle of  French wine.” I said jokingly !
“You can. If  you think that hamburger is fillet mignon and grape juice is wine.” Sue said !
“How bout a coffee and a burger?” I said.  “No wait on second thought eggs and toast.  That 
sound good right now.” !
“Sorry Father you know we don’t serve breakfast after 11:00.” Sue said pointing towards the 
clock. 
 
“It’s 11:05” I said in protest. !
“If  I bend the rules for you I have to bend the rules for everyone and pretty soon I’ll be cooking 
breakfast all day long.” Ernie yelled from the kitchen. !
“But it’s five minutes Ernie.” I said back. !
“Rules are rules are rules.” Ernie said. !
“Fine I’ll take a hamburger and fries,” I said. !
“That’s more like it. Feels good to follow the rules doesn’t it Father.” Ernie said. !
Sue walked over with a pot of  coffee and filled my chipped coffee cup.  “What do you think 
about winter out here.” Sue said “You know people are blaming you for bringing the cold 
weather.” !
“Why are Earth are they blaming me?” I replied. !
“I dunno, that’s the word around the campfire anyways.  They’re all saying that you brought the 
cold weather with you.” Sue returned the pot to the burner and began to wipe down the counter. !
“Who says that?” I asked. !
“They say that.  Can’t think of  who it is per se. I just know that they are saying you brought the 
cold weather.” !
“Well if  that is true you guys are in for a treat when January show up and I bring a whole lot 
more cold weather.  I more fond of  cold weather than hot” I said taking a sip of  my coffee. !
“You crazy or something.  You like cold weather more than warm.” the gentleman reading the 
paper next to me said as he put the paper down. !
“Yeah, I would much rather have cold weather than hot.” I replied. !



“You know most people who’ve been through enough winters out here on the prairie are much 
fond of  warm weather than cold.  Where you from anyways?” !
“Four hours south of  here.” I said.  !
“That explains it you Southern boys haven’t experienced a real Minnesota winter. One where it 
gets so cold your oil turns to sludge and just opening the door will freeze your fingers to the 
bone.” the man said. “You boys are sissies.” !
“Probably right.” I said. “Say you winning or losing?”  I pointed to the crisply folded paper on 
the counter. !
“Excuse me?” the man asked. !
“I noticed you’re reading the stock market section of  the paper, just wanted to know if  you are 
winning or losing.” I said. !
“Neither, I don’t have a dime invested in the market.”  !
“But almost every time I’m in here the same time as you I see you pouring over the business 
section with a fine tooth comb.”  !
“I’ve been watching the market for over 20 years now and do you know what I’ve figured out?” 
the man said taking a sip from his cup. !
“What’s that?” !
“It’s legalized gambling.  Oh sure people claim their are patterns and trends in the markets, let 
me tell there ain’t.  You have just as much chance of  seeing a rally when a bird farts in Hawaii as 
you do when Ford releases its fourth quarter earnings,” the man said. !
“I have a hard believing that. You mean that an positive earnings report has the same bearing on 
the market as the intestinal problems of  a bird in Hawaii.” !
“That’s exactly what I’m saying.  There is simply no rhyme or reason to why the market does 
what it does.” !
“I’d listen to Jens” Sue said refilling his cup. “He’s smarter than he looks.” !
“I’d hope I’m smarter than I look, cause I don’t look so good.” Jens said reaching for a creamer 
cup to empty into his mug. !
“I suppose I should at least formally introduce myself ” I said to Jens. !
“Don’t bother I already know who you are.  You’re the priest at the church and the one who 
comes in here and prays all the time before he eats,” Jens said.   



“You must have had a career as a broker?” I said. !
“Nope, farmer like the rest of  the motley crew up here at Sues.  The daily jumble got me started 
in the market.  I used to always do the jumble every day and when that became to easy for me I 
looked for something more challenging so I turned to the business section.  Tried to keep myself  
entertained by trying to figure out the patterns contained within the markets.” !
“Like puzzles do you?” I said. !
“Does this guy like puzzles?” Sue said. “Tell Father what you did during your time in the service.” 
 
“Code breaker spent 12 hours a day pouring over intercepted enemy communications trying to 
break their code.” !
“How did you every get to be a code breaker?” !
“When I went down to Fargo in ’42 to sign up for the war effort they were pretty excited that I 
spoke fluent German.  That is of  course once it was determined that I wasn’t a spy.  So I was put 
into a room and given a bunch of  tests to take.  I must have passed them cause while all my 
buddies were being sent to weapons training and field survial, I was being taught how to decipher 
code.  All I wanted to be was a grunt carrying a rifle, but the government had other plans for me.  
Instead of  being on the battlefield I was in a bunker.” !
“I know what you mean, all i wanted to be was a history teacher in a small town and now I’m a 
priest. Not what I expected when I was a kid,” I said tapping my white collar. !
“God, like the government, have a way of  putting where you need to be.” Jens took a long sip of  
his coffee. !
“Amen to that.  So after all of  these years studying the markets you haven’t been able to figure 
out the pattern huh.” !
“There is no pattern. I’ve looked at it from every angle and there is no rhyme or reason to the 
market and do you know why?” Jens said staring me straight in the eyes. !
“Haven’t a clue.” !
“Greed.” !
“Greed?” I asked puzzled. !
“People are creatures of  habit.  We like things a certain way. You for instance come in here many 
times a weeks, always sit in that chair, make small talk with Sue, pray, eat, doodle in your 
notebook and leave.  I sit here order coffee and eggs over easy with white toast, read the paper, 
study the stock market, go home etc,” Jens said.  !



“How does habit influence the market?” I said adding my two cents to the conversation. !
“What I am trying to say is that we like order.  We like our fields square and our rows of  crops 
straight.  Humans, well at least European descent humans like us will alway try to create order 
out of  chaos.  Whether it be the way we grow our food or the way we talk about of  God we try to 
order the explanations so they make sense to our brains.  The way we do that is through patterns.  
My behavior has a pattern, your behavior has a pattern, even the free spirit hippie who thinks 
they behave with out a pattern exist within a pattern.” !
“Then how do you explain our encounter. If  we are so engrained in our behavior and patterns 
how then is it that we meet.  Would it not be reasonable to explain that we could have existed for 
ever with out every meeting.” !
“How much time you got Father.  If  you want me to go down that road, we will be here a while.” 
Jens said. !
I glanced down at my watch. “Just stick to the market.  I have to take you up on your explanation 
of  my question later.” !
“As I saying.” Jens said taking a sip of  his coffee. “We are all very patterned and habitual 
creatures when left to our own desires.  So it would make sense then that this logic would be able 
to be applied to the stock market.  Watch it long enough and factor in enough variables a pattern 
would emerge, but it doesn’t work that way.” !
“Is this were greed comes in?” I said.  !
“Who’s theory is this anyway?” Jens said cracking a faint smile. “What I’m trying to get at is if  
people were satisfied with simple small repeatable gains the market might and I repeat might be 
able to be patterned, but when you have a group of  people obsessed with money the market no 
longer makes sense.  You have a group of  people who will literally step over their own mother to 
make an extra five bucks all logic goes out the window.  The more obsessed they become with 
money and the making of  it the less logical the market becomes.  They don’t care what they have 
to do to make money.  How many people they hurt, how much burden they place on people all 
they care about is making more and more money.  The patterning and logic that can be applied 
to people goes out the window.  Obsession with greed makes people do irrational and illogical 
things, making the market unpredictable.” Jens said.  He glanced briefly at his paper before 
returning his attention back to me. !
“So by your logic if  people weren’t greedy the market would be predicable.  I have a hard time 
believing that,”  I wasn’t quite sure that Jens had fully fleshed out his theory on the stock market.  
“Seems a bit of  a simple explanation to me.” !
“Sometimes the simplest explanations are the one that make the most sense.” Jens said quietly. !
“Order up,” Ernie’s voice boomed from the kitchen. Sue walked over to the window and grabbed 
the hastily assembled plate and carried it over to me. 



!
I said a quick prayer and began to salt my french fries.  Jens’ stock market theory slowly 
percolating in my head like a pot of  coffee brewing over a campfire.  “You might be on to 
something there Jens,” I said. !
“Of  course I’m on to something.  If  you had spent as much time studying the markets as I have 
you’d be on to something too.” !
“But what about all the books and speakers that claim to know how to make money in the stock 
market?”  !
“It’s the same principle as the market itself.  Greed motivates people to do dishonest things 
including duping millions of  people out of  millions of  dollars.  Can you imagine leading people 
away from the truth?” Jens said. !
“It is my job to bring to the truth rather than away from it.” !
“There are just as many people whose job is the opposite of  yours.  You my friend are fighting an 
uphill battle.” !
“Yes, but it is a battle I will continue to wage,” I said !
“Now if  you’ll excuse me, habit dictates that I must be leaving,” Jens said taking the money out 
of  his wallet to pay his bill. !
“I’ll see you around.” I said. !
“You know you will,” Jens said.  He stood up front his spot at the counter and walked towards the 
door.  His worn black wool coat hung loosely around his thin frame as he walked towards the icy 
cold winter air. !
“You know that Jens is crazy smart.” Sue said collecting the quarters Jens had left as a tip on the 
counter. “That guy could have been a big wig on Wall Street, but chose to farm instead.  He has 
always told me that he would rather be poor and happy than rich and miserable,” Sue said.  !
“Enjoying your hamburger” Ernie said from the kitchen. !
“I’d be enjoying eggs more.” I replied. !
“Father the rules.” Ernie said pointing to clock.  “Without rules we are nothing but a group of  
stock brokers and Wall Street Execs greedily working towards a better bottom line.” !
“Yeah I guess your right.” !
“You can thank me for keeping you on the straight and narrow when we get to heaven.” Ernie 
said.  “Remember with out rules there is chaos. 



!
“Yes but with out rules, I’d be eating eggs.” I said !
“But at what cost, at what cost.” Ernie said. !
“Exactly, at what cost indeed.” I returned to my burger and fries thoughts of  greed and my 401k 
percolating in my head.


