
 
Chapter 2 

 
 
 

The words to the Hail Mary ran through my head as I approached Father Anderson’s 
office.  I often prayed for Mary’s intercession when I was faced with situations that made 
me nervous.  For some reason I could always pray to Mary, even when I was a little too 
scared to pray to Jesus, and this was one of those times. 

 
I had no idea why I was so nervous.  Father Anderson was a middle aged priest who 

had received his call for his vocation as a young man.  Part of me was slightly envious of 
him since he had figured out what he was supposed to do with his life.  I was still 
wrapped up in trying to figure out what I wanted to be when I grew up. 

 
In fourth grade I wrote that wanted to be a fireman when I grew up.  Like every 

fourth grade boy, I thought being a fireman would be a great job.  Riding around in fire 
trucks and hanging out with dogs all day was the perfect job for a ten year old.  As I grew 
older, the prospects of being a fireman grew slimmer, while the prospects of being a 
Customer Service Rep grew brighter.  No sane person desires to be a CSR. In my case, 
the career kind of chose me.  I entered college with the intent of being a research 
scientist, but turns out you need to be willing to spend a bunch of time in the lab to be a 
scientist.  I was not very good in the lab, so I fell back on communications, which 
happens to be the perfect degree for a CSR.  I was slowly making my way to a corner 
office when I decided to leave it all behind for life as a missionary. 

 
I fired off one more Hail Mary in my head as I stood before Father Anderson’s door.  

I exhaled slowly as I said my final amen and knocked on the door. 
 
“It’s open,” I heard Father Anderson say. 
 
I opened the door and found Father Anderson sitting behind his rather unkempt desk.  

Papers were strewn about, mixed with prayer cards and a couple of thick books.  There 
was a crucifix hanging on the wall along with a couple of other religious pictures.  The 
light on his desk had a green glass lampshade, something more at home on a bank 
president’s desk. 

 
“Thanks for coming.  Just one minute, while I finish up an email quick here.  Go 

ahead and have a seat,” Father Anderson said. 
 
I took a seat and focused my attention on a picture on the desk.  It didn’t seem to fit 

the motif of the rest of the office.  The picture was an old black and white 5x7 of a bike 
race. The racers wore cycling caps and wool jerseys.  It immediately piqued my interest, 
as I had spent some time after college as a wannabe bike racer.  I threw thousands of 
dollars away chasing the lightest frames, wheels and tires, all in a vain effort to cover up 
my lack of training.   



 
“You smell a little better than the last time I saw you,” Father Anderson said, as he 

turned his attention away from his computer. 
 
“Amazing what a shower can do. Say, you a big cycling fan?” I asked, pointing to 

the picture. 
 
“How about a quick prayer before we begin?”  
 
 After the prayer had been said, Father Anderson placed his hands on his desk.   
 
“To answer your question, I am not a huge cycling fan.  The picture is of my father 

who spent part of the seventies riding as a pro in Europe.  It was taken at some race in 
Europe, but I couldn’t tell you which race,” Father Anderson said. 

 
“I used to ride a lot right after college; never got anywhere close to riding pro in 

Europe though.  Just never that dedicated to it; I preferred the post race banter to the 
actual race,” I said 

 
“My father told me one of the few places it is impossible to lie is on the bike.  Bikes 

make you brutally honest with yourself and your abilities.  ‘There is no hiding behind 
excuses once the race starts,’ he would say. ‘If you skipped training it showed up on race 
day,’” Father Anderson said. 

 
“My lack of training followed me to the couple of races I did; your father was right.  

There is no hiding when it is just you, the bike and the road,” I said. 
 
“Say, I called you up here for a specific reason and, unfortunately. bike racing isn’t 

it. Although, we can continue to talk about it if you like,” Father Anderson said. 
 
“No, that’s okay, Father,” I said nervously.  Ever since I was a child, I hated being 

singled out and called in to someone’s office.  
 
“What did you call me up here for?” 
 
Father Anderson shifted in his chair. 
 
“Let me cut to the chase.  Do you want to be here?  I mean do you really want to be 

here, or are you just going through the motions because this is all you have left?”  
 
I felt like a boxer who had just taken an unprotected punch to the gut.  My mind 

scrambled to come up with a response.  My palms became sweaty and I could feel 
adrenaline coursing through my veins. 

 
“Of course I want to be here,” I said. “What makes you think otherwise?” 
 



“I’ve noticed you don’t seem to be happy here,” Father Anderson said. 
 
“How happy would you be to spend your mornings shoveling cow manure and 

hoeing rocky fields?  Despite the work, I never complain,” I said defensively. 
 
“True, you don’t complain, but I sense your mind is elsewhere and not fully engaged 

on what it should be,” Father Anderson said. 
 
“And what should I be thinking about?” I asked. 
 
“Given that you are at a place devoted to a better understanding of your faith,  I 

would say that part of your time should be spent thinking about God,”  Father Anderson 
said with a smile. 

 
I could feel little beads of sweat begin rolling down my back.  The gig was up.  I 

really didn’t want to be here. I felt I didn’t have any other choice, almost as if I had been 
forced to become a missionary. 

 
I had grown up in your normal Catholic family.  We attended weekly Mass and the 

occasional Holy Day of Obligation.  My parents have a strong sense of faith and are 
active members of their church.  I don’t think they have ever questioned, or dared to 
question, their faith.   

 
I often envied my parents unquestioning faith as I was constantly questioning my 

own.  I wish I could have followed in my parents’ footsteps and just believe rather than 
question.  My questioning, at times, would become so crippling that I would border on 
disbelief rather than belief.   

 
Before my decision to leave my cushy office job for the glamour of missionary work, 

I was living a rather comfortable life.  I wasn’t making millions, but every night I would 
go to bed with a full stomach in a warm apartment. I had plenty, yet I yearned for more.  I 
realized early on that my yearning for more wasn’t just for a bigger TV or a nicer car or a 
larger house, but something money couldn’t buy.  It was in this moment of searching that 
I heard some TV pastor say something to the effect of “a heart is always restless until it 
rests with the Lord.”  I tuned out after that line, but it stuck with me.   

 
 I began to attend Mass again and decided to make a very concerted effort to try and 

bury my disbelief, but no matter how much I tried it always surfaced again.  The more I 
attended Mass, the more I started to question the faith. The more I questioned the faith, 
the more I started to teeter on disbelief.  The cycle of my belief and disbelief became 
crippling and I was addicted to my disbelief. 

 
As I struggled with my disbeliefs, my dad was ecstatic with my new found interest in 

the faith.  Here was his only son, living the faith, attending Mass weekly and talking to 
him openly about God and the teachings of the Church. He was ecstatic.  As my dad 
became more and more proud of me, I became more confused and started to believe less 



and less. 
 
When I told my dad about my decision to become a missionary you would have 

thought the gates of Heaven had opened up and choirs of angels were singing directly to 
my mom and dad.  He was absolutely beside himself with happiness as he began to 
imagine his son on some far-off and remote island converting scantily clad natives to the 
One True Faith.  I am sure the idea of holding a parade in my honor flashed through my 
dad’s brain.  He often thought himself quite a powerful man in the city we lived in, but 
reality was a little different.  The moment I told him of my impending missionary work I 
could see the gears in his brain come to life in an attempt to figure out how to arrange a 
parade for me.   

 
After telling my family of my plan, I was stuck as a missionary.  No matter how 

much I was starting to second guess my decision; my dad’s reaction cemented my 
commitment.  While I might disbelieve what I was about to teach to the masses, I 
couldn’t let my dad down.    

 
I began to think about all the lies I had told to get myself stationed here at the farm, 

the struggles with the faith I was going through.  How was it that someone I had only 
known a short while had figured it out?  Maybe, when a man becomes a priest, God 
bestows upon that person the gift of being a mind reader.   

 
“You’re right, Father. I should be thinking about God.  I’m sorry for the defensive 

attitude, I just wasn’t expecting a conversation like this when I entered your office,” I 
said. 

 
“You do know you are here voluntarily and that you can leave at any time?” Father 

Anderson asked. 
 
“Yes, Father, I know.  I just don’t know where else to go, and besides…what gives 

you the idea that I would not want to be here?” 
 
“It’s not that you don’t want to be here…I’m just not sure you are here for the right 

reasons,” Father Anderson said. 
 
“Father, I assure you that I want to be here,” I said, leaning forward in my chair. 
 
“Fair enough.  Maybe I misread the situation,” he said as he took a sip of coffee.  “I 

do find it odd,” Father Anderson continued, “that you would rather be placed on barn 
detail than spend the day in prayer and meditation.” 

 
“The work needed to be done and I didn’t want to take anyone else away from their 

meditation.   Besides, I find God in manual labor.  Isn’t the point of the farm to find a 
better understanding of God through physical labor?” I replied, hoping my answer would 
stop this inquisition. 

 



“Well, the point of the farm is to find a deeper relationship with Christ through 
physical labor; it was just that you seemed genuinely relieved that you didn’t have to 
meditate today.  I have noticed that you seem awfully distracted of late.  I just wanted to 
make sure that you are okay and are still happy with your decision to join us here,” Father 
Anderson said. 

 
This guy was reading me like a book; maybe the mind reading theory was true.  It 

felt as if Father Anderson was seeing right through my veil of lies and forcing me to 
either come clean about my lack of desire to be here or continue the facade. 

 
“Trust me, Father, I want to be here.  I have no reservations about my decision and I 

want to be here,” I said, covering my butt one last time. 
 
“Good to hear.  Just thought I would check in with you.  Do me a favor?” Father 

Anderson asked. 
 
“Anything, Father,” I said. 
 
“How about we plan on meeting more frequently?  I have a feeling you might need 

some extra guidance along your journey and I’d be happy to help out,” Father Anderson 
said. 

 
“Sure thing.  Just let me know when and where.  It’s not like I’m going anywhere 

soon,” I said, heading towards the door. 
 
The door closed softly behind me and I decided to head back to the dorm to lick my 

wounds.  If I was lucky, Tom would be there with the abbreviated version of his nails 
mediation ready. 

 
	  


