[ stood there, rooted to the spot, stroking my son’s hair,
gently touching his cold face, gazing at my precious
child. “Ene,” I thought, “oh, Eric.” Then I tumed to
walk down the church aisle as the funeral attendants
closed the casket. Numb from shock, [ joined the rest of
my family, clutching my husband’s hand tightly, fecling
his arm caressing my shoulder

Now, three vears later, I am sitting at Eric’s computer,
the one on which he typed his suicide note, painfully
recalling the senes of events that culminated in his
death. Slowly, painstakingly, our family grapples with
the awful truth—our son was sexually abused at the age
of twelve by our pansh priest. How could this be? Sex-
ual abuse happens to someone else’s child, in someone
else’s family, not ours. Then reality hits.

My mind constantly reconstructs the details of Eric's
life; sifting and sorting through memories, wondenng
what clues I missed, what behavior I didn’t understands
at the time. Why, during high school, did he refuse to be
confirmed? When I questioned him about his decision,
he replied that he didn’t even know if he believed in
God. He could not receive this sacrament, he felt,
unless he was making a heart-felt commitment.

Why, the night of hus junior-senior prom, did he dnve
for hours on the interstate, not arnving home until seven
the next momning? Tearfully, he told us that he had
wanted to keep driving forever. When asked what was
troubling him, he couldn’t tell us. I sensed lic was in
distress, but felt powerless. As he continued his junior
year, he seemed better, so I relaxed. believing that this
episode was one of many crises most adolescents go
through

Why, his junior vear in college. did he wreck his car as
he rounded a curve too fast, hitting some trees? I drove
to meet Enc that morming, and we talked for hours in a
park close by. Slowly, painfully, Ernic revealed that he
couldn’t eat, couldn’t sleep, that his life seemed out of
control. Realizing he was suicidal, | immediately made
him an appointment with a psychiatrist for evaluation.
After being placed on an anti-depressant, Enc seemed
confident and focused.

Shortly after this, he did a complete tumabout, embrac-
ing Catholicism fervently. Daily holy hours, weekly

visits to a nursing home, teaching 5" grade CCD, writ-
ing to a prisoner in Texas, continuing his pro-life activi-
ties, attending a weekly Bible study group on campus,
getting confirmed—all these actions filled him with
hope and enthusiasm.

Easter weekend, he proudly announced to us that he
wanted to become a prniest. In my heart 1 knew he
would be a good prest, canng, intelligent. and faithful
to our Lord’s teachings. After graduation, he headed to
the East coast as a candidate for a seminary program.
He wrote letters telling of his feeling that this was truly
where he belonged. The night before he was to fly
home for a short visit, the director asked him to wait in
a room, that he needed to talk to him. After waiting
three hours, shortly before midnight, Eric was told that
he was not being accepted, that he was to take every-
thing with him the next day, and not to tell anyone there
that he would not be retuming.

On the way home from the airport, Enc stunned us by
saving, “Thev didn’t want me.” My heart lurched, my
mind reeled, alternating between anger and disbelief.
He was given no explanation, he said, but told us that
God must want him somewhere else. Over the next few
days, I watched as parishioners asked Enc where he
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