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I am not the first person to identify serious flaws in the way the Catholic Church deals with
allegations of sexual abuse. That priests are living double-lives and contradictions are apparent
in the way they actually live with the way they profess to live is not in dispute.In her scandalous
but rarely read 2005 book, Priests in Love, Jane Anderson makes an admission to widespread
sexual infidelity amongst Australian Catholic clergy.The author surveyed thousands of priests
promised anonymity and presented a compendium of confessions from men who have turned
their back on mandatory celibacy to follow their own consciences.She rightly observed that
“prior to Vatican Council II (1962-65) the liturgical practice reflected the firm belief that the Mass
was a sacrifice in which the priest and his actions were distinctly separate from the people.
Everything was centred on the priest at the altar.” [1]The priest was separated from the people
and his role was so central to the lives of Catholics that they became revered as cultic leaders,
almost the personification of Jesus on earth. The publicly promoted premise behind the
insistence on celibacy was that the priest needed to be as pure and spotless as the offerings
that he handled. A vow of chastity was what qualified a man to hold such an esteemed
preaching position within the church. Of course, to maintain this façade, the priest must at least
appear to be chaste even if he were not. Bishops, who rely on a number of such willing men to
celebrate the daily Mass, will never pry into the priests’ personal lives to determine whether or
not he was, for fear of finding out to the contrary. Today, in Catholic parishes throughout the
world and particularly in Australia, men are pretending to be celibate in order to hold the exalted
office of priest. They are keeping up the image for a church that is losing its way in secular
society. Catholicism is significantly losing its influence with the community and even with its own
remnant adherents. If it were not for its ubiquitous parochial school system and the government
grants sustaining them, the Catholic Church would have died out long ago. The ongoing
financial success and academic leadership of Catholic schools are propping up the Church’s
flagging identity and topping up the church coffers depleted after endless sexual abuse
compensation claims. But the church still needs to have enough men willing to celebrate the
Sunday Mass o give the impression that it is business as usual. It doesn’t matter whether or not
these men are in fact celibate, as long as they look like they are.No one within the organisation
speaks publicly about this although most are aware of the hypocrisy.I should know… I was one
of them.

About the AuthorBarry Eaton is a qualified astrologer, medium, and psychic intuitive who shares
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other spiritual authors. Barry has studied mediumship at the Arthur Findlay College in the UK.



Visit Barry at www.barryeaton.com.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/rAvEr/Unholy-Silence-Covering-Up-the-Sins-of-the-Fathers


© 2013 Fr. Kevin LeePublisher’s NoteAll rights reserved. No part of this publication can be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the
publisher, except by reviewer who wishes to quote brief passages in connection with a review
written for inclusion in magazine, newspaper, or online article. This book is sold with the
understanding that the publisher is not engaged in rendering psychological, financial, legal, or
other professional services. If expert assistance or counselling is needed, the services of a
competent professional should be sought. The publisher can be contacted at:llkevin6@aol.comIf
you have downloaded a QR Reader App on your mobile phone you can scan the above image
and it will take you directly to Kevin Lee’s websiteDEDICATIONThis book is dedicated to my
beloved parents Matthew and Margaret Lee who gave me the gift of life and faith ... and to my
gorgeous wife Josefina who gave my life meaning and for putting my faith into perspective."A
bruised reed He will not break, and a smouldering wick He will not snuff out, till He leads justice
to victory."Matthew 12: 20EDITOR'S FORWARDWhen Father Kevin Lee asked me to edit this
book, I hadn't known him for very long. In fact, the first time I had heard of Father Kevin Lee was
on television when I watched a Channel 7 news story on 1st May, 2012 about him.Kevin had just
announced to his congregation that he was a married man, and that his announcement was
coinciding with his first wedding anniversary. Knowing that priests in the Catholic Church take a
vow of celibacy and are not allowed to get married, I felt sorry for the man, that such a happy
time as his marriage and the first anniversary of his wedding, was also the day he lost his job,
lost his home, and lost many of his friends. So I sent Kevin a simple message over Facebook,
congratulating him on his marriage.I don't normally add Facebook friends, but for some reason I
decided to add Kevin as a Facebook friend that day. Normally I have a rule that I won't add
anyone that I've not met, or who I haven't known for a considerable amount of time online.Initially
I had no reservations about Kevin, but then as I read more about him in the newspapers and
about him in Facebook groups I confess that I did start to have some niggling misgivings.One
big one was whether it was a case of sour grapes that Kevin Lee had turned whistle blower on
the church. Why hadn’t he made complaints to the hierarchy if he knew of so many cases of
abuse and why only make them now? Why did Kevin link celibacy with sexual abuse of children?
There are a lot of people that are celibate for a time in their lives, and they don't go and abuse
children, so to me that made no sense.Was he also a child abusing priest who had turned into a
whistle blower because there was some sort of dirt on him? And a big question, why had he not
spoken up against so many cases of child abuse if he known about them? After all, didn’t not
speaking up make him guilty of being an accessory after the fact for these reprehensible crimes?
I had so many questions. But there was something about Kevin and his ongoing indefatigable
commitment to stopping child abuse. I could see very clear evidence of how hard he was
working towards bringing an end to it by reading media interviews and other things online.I also
believe that Kevin Lee's persistence with getting word out to the media had an important role in
the federal government announcing it would hold a Royal Commission into child abuse that had



occurred in institutions such as the Catholic Church.It was only in reading this book that I was
finally able to resolve all these questions, and more. As I read I was amazed how wrong my
assumptions were, which were based mainly on what I'd read in the media. I'd incorrectly
assumed that Kevin hadn't made complaints to the Catholic hierarchy, or to police ... I was so
very wrong.In fact on reading the book, it became apparent that Kevin Lee had been an utter
thorn in the side of the Catholic Church for over 20 years, from the time he was a seminarian
(theological student), and that he had in fact made many reports to police over the years.I must
admit to feeling a fair bit of shame, for ever in any way doubting Kevin and thinking these
thoughts. But I don't think I'd be alone in thinking them, as I've also heard others voice these
same questions. I was prepared to set aside my suspicions and read Kevin’s book with an open-
mind. I really encourage you to do the same. Kevin's one aim is to help protect children and keep
our children safe. I can only hope that other people take on this campaign and movement to end
child abuse and protect children with the same sort of unwavering determination and courage
that Kevin Lee has shown. I hope you enjoy his book and the insights he gives into the often
secret life of a Catholic Priest as much as I have.The Editor.(I have taken the unorthodox step of
choosing not to reveal my name. This is due to the fact that this book is so controversial and
considered to be such a legal "hot potato", I've decided it is necessary to take this step. One
thing I will say about myself is that I have worked tirelessly to try to end child sex abuse, and will
continue to do so).This book contains subject matter unsuitable for persons under 18 years of
age. It contains sexually explicit and graphic language at times which may offend. Where
material in the book could be considered highly triggering or extremely graphic in nature, the
reader is warned prior to these sections and given the option to skip to the next chapter.Please
exercise responsible self-care in the reading of this book.PREFACEEveryone knows that sexual
abuse has been perpetrated with monotonous regularity by representatives of the Catholic
Church, and it has been happening for centuries. But what most people don’t understand is how
it happens, and why it continues to be concealed by the authorities within the church, authorities
who have a duty to protect the most vulnerable in their care – our children.What no one wants to
consider is the proposition that the Church has established the very educational and residential
institutions that have allowed the abuse to happen and staffed those institutions with members
who are likely to be abusers.Although most would recognise that forcing its members to refrain
from sexual intimacy would have to be the most extreme form of repression, no one wants to
accept the fact that compulsory celibacy is contributing to the problem.Because there have been
many opposing views about the sexual abuse crisis and those who are most likely to be
perpetrators of it, I have attempted to clear the confusion.As with all organisational
incompetence the blame must be laid with the head. In the case of the Roman Catholic Church
the recently resigned, eighty-five year old Pontiff, Pope Benedict XVI, must surely take
responsibility for the atrocious indifference that has been shown by his Church to the increasing
allegations of institutional negligence in dealing with instances of sexual abuse. It has been
widely suggested that Pope Benedict XVI was not competent to lead such a powerful institution,



and his views were at variance with most of his own academics who have assessed his
performance.As late as 20th December 2010 Pope Benedict XVI stunned a gathering of
Prelates when he claimed that the sexual attraction of men to children wasn't considered an
“absolute evil” as recently as the 1970s. In his traditional Christmas address to Cardinals and
officials working in Rome, Pope Benedict XVI also claimed that child pornography was
increasingly considered “normal” by society.“In the 1970s, paedophilia was theorised as
something fully in conformity with man and even with children,” the Pope said. “It was maintained
— even within the realm of Catholic theology — that there is no such thing as evil in itself or
good in itself. There is only a ‘better than' and a ‘worse than'. Nothing is good or bad in
itself.”Pope Benedict XVI admitted abuse revelations in 2010 reached “an unimaginable
dimension” which brought “humiliation” on the Church. Catholics should have been embarrassed
to hear their Pope talk again and again about abuse, while doing little or nothing to stop it and to
mischaracterise this heinous crisis.He continued to criticise areas of society that he can’t
influence while failing to change the structures under his control — the long-standing and
unhealthy culture of a rigid, secretive, all-male Church hierarchy fixated on self-preservation at
all costs.With the top man in the Church holding views like that, you certainly begin to
understand the root of the problem is the misunderstanding of sexuality, by men who have
promised to refrain from sexual intimacy for the whole of their life.The main reason I felt
compelled to publish the accounts of the shocking stories you are about to read is out of
frustration at constantly hearing the parents, partners or siblings of abuse victims relate the sad
experiences of these previously ‘good-Catholic-children’ having committed suicide or indulged
in mind-numbing drug addictions as a result of having been sexually assaulted by a member of
the clergy.Indoctrinated in everything the Church officially told me, I used to routinely dismiss
these complaints as one-off or rare occurrences. I defended the Church, by maintaining that all
the good that we did far outweighed the infrequent harm done by these very few bad apples. But
over time these rare occasions seem to multiply. I was hearing about priestly sexual indiscretions
with alarming frequency while church officials continued insisting on their rarity.In a rush to
burnish its image in Australia in the light of frequent accusations, the Bishops have chosen not
justice for the victims, but harm minimisation. They are not concerned about preventing the
damage of the lives of church members, but only further damage to its already tarnished
reputation. They created committees whose only measurable outcomes have been carefully
worded ‘church-speak’ documents outlining what will be done in the future to prevent
opportunities for abuse from occurring.Impotent committee generated manuals such as
‘Towards Healing’ and ‘Integrity in Ministry’ are the result of years of academic workshops and
meetings aimed at heading off the allegations that bishops did nothing to prevent paedophiles
from continuing to hide behind the righteousness of their priesthood. Year after year I would
follow the Church protocols for dealing with complaints of sexual abuse, and report them to the
hierarchy, only to find that time after time these allegations were denied as ever having been
passed on to the hierarchy, or dismissed without proper investigation, or brushed under the



carpet.The continual stream of bumf has not resulted in the discovery of one single offender
which adds to the suspicion that the church is not really intent on ending the abuse.Whenever I
accused the Church officials that they have done little practically to stem the flow of abusers
entering ministry, they directed me to those documents. “We are doing something!” one bishop
protested, “We are producing documents telling priests what they should not do!”Any number of
laws will not stop crimes from being committed. In the same way, any number of documents
telling priests what they shouldn’t do does nothing to stop them doing it.Eventually my own
failure to keep my vow of celibacy reinforced for me what everyone else had always told me –
celibacy is impossible. But despite this awareness, I kept up the pretence that it was, because by
that stage I was completely entrenched in the institution, and enjoying the privileges that my
priestly position offered.But the final straw came for me one day after confessing my own failure
to live celibately.I went to confession in an area I would not be known, to an old Italian Padre with
a reputation for sanctity. After identifying myself as a priest, I admitted that I had been
passionately kissing my girlfriend (the one who was later to become my wife).“What?” he yelled.
“You are a priest! You are not allowed to have a girlfriend!”I was immediately aware that his loud
shouting could be heard by the other penitents waiting outside. “It’s priests like you who bring the
Church into such disrepute” he spat venomously at me. “Yes Father, I know that”, I whispered in
an attempt to quieten his shouting. “I’m sorry Father”, I said stumbling for a justifying response.
He continued to tell me how evil I was, and accused me of having allowed the devil into my soul
by engaging in physical contact with this woman. “Yes I am so sorry Father,” I began to get
frustrated, “I know! That’s why I am here in Confession - telling God I am sorry!”After berating me
noisily for several more minutes for the scandalous life I was living, the elderly Italian priest
suddenly changed his tone. “All right then, make a good Act of Contrition and pray the Rosary for
your penance”.“Yes Father,” I meekly replied and proceeded to pray the penitent’s prayer as he
recited the words of absolution in Latin.When I had finished my Act of Contrition I stood to leave,
but the priest held out his hand to stop me then asked me “Have you got time to hear my
confession?” I was surprised by the strangely unorthodox request, but nodded a compliant “Yes
Father”.He handed me the purple priest’s stole he was wearing over his shoulders, and he said
in a much more subdued voice, “I don’t think I ever confessed this and it is bothering me”.“There
is a family I am very close to in this parish. In fact, I have married the parents and baptised all the
kids. I come to their house regularly for meals you know. Once I was watching TV with the family.
I had the youngest daughter sitting on my lap. She couldn’t be more than seven years old.” He
then told me he had digitally penetrated the little girl while the other family members were
obliviously watching TV.The image of what he had verbalised caused me to gag with nausea as I
spoke the words of absolution. It was the most horrible confession I have heard. People to whom
I have confided that story have asked in disbelief, “Why did you forgive him?” I have to admit that
it was with great reluctance that I did. But I had to, because he knew my sins.But that was not the
first or only time priests have confessed to me their deviances from what most would expect of a
person occupying the esteemed and privileged position of Catholic priest. This book is filled with



further examples which will horrify you as much as they have traumatised me.It has been a
constant source of embarrassment for me, every time I open the newspaper to read of yet
another case of priestly sexual abuse. Whenever I did hear a news bulletin begin with the words
“a priest has been charged”, and then outline something awful that he had done, I secretly
hoped he was an Anglican.But the Catholic Church has always smugly evaded public
condemnation of its priests with the blatant denial that it had any knowledge of these offences
prior to the arrests announced by police. How do the police seem to discover all the evidence
necessary to convict a priest of sexual abuse while his own superiors, often living under the
same roof, claim to have absolutely no knowledge of his deviant activities?My own frustration
with the immovable authority structures of the Church has helped me to understand why so
many people have vacated churches over the decades. I have begun to comprehend how
previously staunch Christians can now admit to having lost their faith in God and even doubted
the existence of heaven.I have joined my voice to those many sincere Catholics who constantly
question God concerning the fate of victims of sexual abuse by religious people: “How can you
allow this sort of thing to happen in your name? And why don’t you do anything to stop it?”I have
never heard a verbal response, but I posit one for myself: “I have done something about it. I
made you!”And God has certainly given me some insights that most have not had access to. I
have been privy to information and events that most are ignorant of. I have seen first-hand the
process of abuse, concealment and the shifting of blame.Only once is it recorded that Jesus
endorsed the killing of someone for doing something wrong. It is when He said, "Whoever
causes one of these little ones who believe to stumble, it would be better for him if, with a heavy
millstone hung around his neck, he had been cast into the sea.” (Mark 9:42).According to Jesus,
those who commit crimes against children and turn them away from God deserve an early
termination to their lives. They are the only sinners for whose sin there is no divine forgiveness
affordable. It is these men who will be held accountable for those souls whose lives they have
destroyed. But it is not good enough to wait for God to exact His vengeance. The men who were
responsible for the employment of paedophiles and sex-abusers should also share in His divine
retribution and according to me and many others they deserve a fair chunk of it while they are
alive.I am not the first person to identify serious flaws in the way the Catholic Church deals with
allegations of sexual abuse. That priests are living double-lives and contradictions are apparent
in the way they actually live, compared with the way they profess to live, is not in dispute. In her
scandalous but rarely read 2005 book, Priests in Love, Jane Anderson makes an admission to
widespread sexual infidelity amongst Australian Catholic clergy.The author surveyed thousands
of priests promised anonymity and presented a compendium of confessions from men who have
turned their back on mandatory celibacy to follow their own consciences. However her
revelations highlight the fact that there are a significant number of Australian clerics who are not
living faithfully the promises they made on their ordinations. Their infidelity authorises other
deviates to abuse the sacred trust that the Church empowers them with.My book will explain
how the enormous responsibility that the Church bestows on priests also makes the priesthood



an inviting career for paedophiles and those with sexual deviancies. The charade of celibacy
becomes the cloak that hides a multitude of sins.The publicly promoted premise behind the
insistence on clerical celibacy is that the priest needed to be as pure and spotless as the
offerings that he handled at the altar.A vow of chastity was what qualified a man to hold such an
esteemed leadership position within the church.Of course, to maintain this façade, the priest
must at least appear to be chaste, even if he is not. Bishops responsible for the management of
local Church communities, rely on a number of such men willing to wear the vestments and
celebrate the Mass. The Bishops will never pry into the priest’s personal life to determine
whether or not he is celibate, for fear of finding out to the contrary. With a decline in the number
of people willing to become priests, and not enough priests to staff the Catholic churches within
Australia, the Bishops are desperate to hold onto the priests that they have within their
ranks.Today, in Catholic parishes throughout the world, and particularly in Australia, men are
pretending to be celibate in order to hold the exalted office of priest. They are keeping up the
image of a church that is losing its relevance in secular society. If it were not for its expansive
school system and the government grants sustaining them, the Catholic Church would have died
out long ago.The ongoing financial success and academic leadership of Catholic schools, are
propping up the Church’s flagging identity, and topping up the church coffers, depleted after
endless sexual abuse compensation pay outs. But the church still needs to have enough men
willing to celebrate the Sunday Mass to give the impression that it is business as usual. It doesn’t
matter whether or not these men are in fact celibate, as long as they look like they are.I should
know... I was one of them!INTRODUCTIONIn case you are tempted to think that I am just
another disenchanted, rebellious or failed pastor attempting to justify myself by slinging mud at
other priests, let me say without humility, that I have sacrificed a huge amount of kudos by
writing this book. Until recently I was the parish priest of the fastest growing Catholic community
in New South Wales. I established the new parish at Glenmore Park and supervised the funding
and construction of an architectural award winning church building now valued at over five
million dollars. The parish land, properties and assets I was responsible for, are valued close to
ten million dollars.Along with the responsibility for over 600 primary school children and close to
1,000 girls in our neighbouring high school, I was chaplain to a large Christian Brother’s boy’s
high school, and Dean of our region’s priests. I was on the Council of Priests for the Diocese and
on the Board of Catholic Care Social Services, both prestigious appointments given me by the
Diocesan Bishop.In 2000 I had the honour of being a Chaplain to the athletes during the Sydney
Olympic Games and was also distinguished with the honour of being the region’s Catholic Police
Chaplain for nearly 15 years, having had appointments to various Diocesan committees.Being
selected for these tasks and positions of leadership inferred experience, competence and
trustworthiness. All of which doesn’t prove a thing about my virtue or ability, only that someone in
the hierarchy valued myself and my work highly enough to place these enormous responsibilities
on me. But reputation and rank are not something that I sought in priesthood. I would rather be
remembered for having made a difference in people’s lives, by bringing them closer to Jesus.On



October 17th 2010, eight thousand Australian Catholics were amongst the hundreds of
thousands crowded into St. Peter’s Square in Rome in collective euphoria as they awaited Pope
Benedict XVI’s canonisation of our first national saint. Most lay people in the Church were
unaware that this day might never have happened. If the upper echelon had their way, Mary
MacKillop’s name would have remained suppressed along with her Order, the Sisters of St.
Joseph of the Sacred Heart of Jesus.A few days earlier the ABC's Compass program revealed
that in 1871, at the time of her leadership in the Order of Mary MacKillop's Josephites (as they
were known colloquially), Sisters attracted the ire of the hierarchy by revealing that Father
Keating of Kapunda, South Australia was molesting children at the local church school. The
Sisters reported the abuse to the Vicar-General and disciplinary action was taken against Father
Keating, humiliating him and angering his friend Father Charles Horan, who was close to the
then boss of Adelaide Catholic Diocese, Bishop Laurence Shiel.Father Horan is believed to have
harboured a grudge against Sister Mary MacKillop and the other whistle-blowers in her order,
and used his influence over Bishop Shiel to manipulate him into throwing the nun out of the
church in 1871. Bishop Shiel’s conscience must have plagued him, because he reversed her
excommunication on his deathbed.If Father Horan had had his way, Sister Mary MacKillop
would still be silenced by excommunication. What was her sin? Wishing to uncover and prevent
the continuation of the crimes of a paedophile priest. Mary MacKillop had become aware of the
awful activities of a man who had been entrusted with the spiritual lives of the young and
vulnerable and had tried to prevent him. Sadly many others, including myself, have experienced
the same opposition and excommunication when they attempt to expose the dark secrets of
priests.Paedophilia continues unabated amongst the clergy in the Catholic Church, largely
fuelled by the secrecy that surrounds the personal lives and activities of priests. Saint Mary
MacKillop would be oscillating in her North Sydney grave if she knew, as I am sure she does,
that the very Church that canonised her is continuing to endorse the proliferation of these
heinous crimes against children, and doing very little to discourage future abuses.As you get
further into this book you will hear of terrible examples of the Catholic Church’s systematic
process of concealing abuses, a process which is evident to everyone else but themselves.You
will also notice that women are removed from the possibility of leadership in the Church as they
pose a threat to the male-dominated structures, structures which permit paedophilia to flourish.
Religious women who have followed in St. Mary’s active service among the more vulnerable in
Sydney society continue to work for restorative justice by seeking equality in the Church. But the
blatantly misogynist hierarchy has persisted in its opposition to women’s rights to leadership in
the church on flimsy theologically chauvinistic arguments. There are many more suffragettes
petitioning the church to give women equal access to priestly ordination, but the subject has
been officially closed by the Vatican in a decree of 1994. In an apostolic letter, On Reserving
Priestly Ordination to Men Alone, the then Pope John Paul II said the Church's ban on women
priests is definitive, and not open to debate among Catholics.Since that time a further encyclical,
General Decree Regarding the Delict of Attempted Sacred Ordination of a Woman was



published in June 2008 and has given the threat of excommunication to any Bishop who
attempts to ordain a woman as priest. A Vatican spokesman (there are notably no
spokeswomen) Father Di Noia said, ‘The decree makes clear the fact that the people directly
involved in an attempted ordination of a woman excommunicate themselves automatically; it is
not a penalty imposed by the local bishop or the universal Church.’ In stating it this way the
church attempts to exonerate itself of any discrimination by saying the person excommunicated
himself, not by the action of the church. It’s really a chicken or egg question.There is a story I
have used as a parable with children in an attempt to explain how we chose whether we will
ultimately become good or bad: An old man was attempting to encourage his wayward grandson
by admitting to mistakes he had made in his own life.“In my life I have done many bad things and
many good things. It is because inside me there is a bad bear and a good bear. The bad bear
causes me to do bad things and the good bear causes me to do good things." The little boy
asked, “So who wins in the end Grandpa?”“Whichever one I feed”, the old man answered.Many
would recognise in themselves a tendency to sometimes do wrong even though the
predominant tendency is to do good. We take things home from work, download pirated music
or movies, exceed the speed limit, exaggerate exemptible items on our tax return. But we
wouldn’t steal a car or kill someone.The difficulty people have in believing that priests sexually
abuse vulnerable people or children is because they attribute to priests a holiness that is not
realistic. We want to believe that priests are always doing ‘good’ and could never do the
opposite. People want to believe that priests are programmed differently from other mortals. We
assume priests are somehow immune from the more base human tendencies. They are above
the temptations and impulses that cause us to act in a way contrary to our nature. Priests are
altruistic super-humans. And it is precisely this belief that allows us to bestow so much of our
trust in priests.In my time as a chaplain with the NSW Police I was sometimes asked to give
supporting testimony during trials for offences that I had witnesses merely by having been in the
police vehicle at the time when an alleged offender was apprehended. Sometimes those who
are arrested and charged with offences attempt to claim innocence of the crime after speaking
with a lawyer. I remember once being a witness in court for the police who were prosecuting a
car thief. At the time he was arrested, he claimed not to have been the driver of the car when the
officers arrested him as he had left the vehicle and hidden in a clothing store. I had been in the
police vehicle when the officer gave chase and ultimately arrested the thief who had left the
stolen car when the police tackled him. I had clearly seen him running from the vehicle, and was
able to identify him in the store, by the distinctive clothing he wore.When the time came for me to
give my testimony, the defence lawyer began his cross-examination. “I suggest it to you Father
Lee that you could be fabricating this evidence to support your police colleague here, who didn’t
in fact get a clear view of the assailant ...”The Magistrate irritably intervened, before I even had a
chance to open my mouth in surprise at the accusation. “Now hold it right there Mr Smith ... if you
are daring to question the integrity of a Catholic priest, you are treading on very thin ice.” The
solicitor immediately withdrew his suggestion, and the criminal was ultimately sentenced to 18



months gaol.This lawyer and the Magistrate were obviously Catholic-school educated. They too
were indoctrinated in the philosophy that the priest is always truthful. This belief in priestly
infallibility, contributes to the cause of many priests going astray. The priest himself starts to
believe that they are what people think of them. Some priests thrive on the adulation and
exaltation that their parishioners bestow upon them. They believe that they are someone special
and expect special treatment. Consequently they even expect to get away with an arrogance
that most ordinary people would be condemned for.CHAPTER 1 - PRIESTLY REPUTATIONSIt is
not uncommon when I am at a wedding or baptism party to be seated next to the grandparents
of the celebrants and be asked “Do you know Father So-and-so? “Of course in nine out of ten
cases, Father “So-and-so” had been dead long before I was ordained, but sometimes I do know
the man they are referring to. Even when I do say I know him well, they then proceed to tell me of
his achievements and readily heap praises on the man they hardly know.I am always amazed at
how these priests have been so successful at giving the impression that they have been working
so diligently in their parishes and are on the way to driving themselves into an early grave
through their concerted efforts to save souls.As I was hanging out the washing one morning late
last year, Inspector Garry Sims the local Duty Officer at Penrith police station rang me on my
mobile just to ask me how I was.I had known the portly policeman for nearly all the time I had
been a police chaplain.My first dealings with him were when he was working at Rosehill Local
Area Command and he requested my services to provide some counselling to some officers
who had been traumatised over the recent and sudden suicide of a female colleague.This time
Inspector Sims was concerned for me after noticing some of my Facebook status updates airing
my disappointment at the premature death of another Constable we both knew.This man was an
officer I had attempted to counsel out of his depression, over a failed relationship with an Asian
woman he had met over the internet. No amount of tangible evidence could convince him that he
had been duped. Despite the fact other men had recently enjoyed sexual relations with the same
woman and had also given her large amounts of money, he wanted to believe she really loved
him exclusively and continued to profess his undying love for her.Eventually he had to accept
that she was never going to consummate their cyber-relationship and he gassed himself in his
car. His unexpected and sudden suicide caused me to experience moments of guilt wondering if
I could have said or done anything more to convince him that there was life after this
woman.When I told Garry Sims that I was feeling better about the whole tragedy, despite having
felt deflated that there were only three attendees at his funeral, I hastened to change the topic.I
mentioned that I had seen his parish priest Father John Smith the week prior at our annual
Clergy Conference. Father John Smith had been the pastor of the Catholic communities of the
Upper Blue Mountains for a number of years, after arriving suddenly and without explanation
from England.He quickly endeared himself to the locals with his affable and humorous
personality. Inspector Garry, being a fairly traditional Catholic, had grown fond of him because he
was always dressed in his black clericals. In our conversations Garry often spoke about topics
that Father John had alluded to in his homilies the previous weekend.I mentioned that Father



John had informed the priests in our Diocese that he was making application to retire from
ministry. Garry seemed bemused to be hearing the news from me and not from Father John
himself as he felt quite close to his Parish Priest and expected he should have been informed.
That’s another illusion we priests can create quite easily. Parishioners are convinced that we
care so much about them that we would share intimate details about our personal life with them,
and also that they are entitled to that knowledge.“Well I shouldn’t be surprised,” Garry said,
“Father John had been so ill the week prior to the conference that he was confined to bed for the
entire week and no Masses were celebrated in our parish church at Katoomba”.John Smith was
a short and overweight Englishman who spoke in a tawdry London accent. His black clericals
highlighting the white specks of dandruff and cigarette ash covering them. He reputedly liked a
Sherry and was sometimes possessed by a quick temper.He was a priest whom our diocese
had somehow acquired from England. He travelled back and forth quite freely between Australia
and England, regularly exceeding the allowable four weeks holiday enjoyed by locally born
members of the clergy.He owned a comfortable holiday residence in Spain in which he planned
to retire. How he could afford this on his approximately $16,000 annual priest’s stipend is beyond
my creative accounting. It is quite possible however, that he inherited the money from his parents
or some rich parishioner. It’s not uncommon for elderly spinsters with no living relatives to
bequeath their wealth to their caring parish priest whom they have built up a strong affection
for.It is also not uncommon for insincere priests to manipulate an elderly parishioner into
bequeathing their inheritance to them, through insincere expressions of care and concern,
knowing that the parishioner would be willing to reciprocate. I will never know how Father John
Smith funded his retirement, one he never got to realise. He died less than a month after Garry
Sims’ phone call. Father Smith suffered a sudden aneurism, embarrassingly dying whilst doing
his morning ablutions in a parishioner’s home.Most Catholics are astonished when informed that
some priests own extensive personal property and some have even managed to purchase
investment properties. The reason for their mystified looks as I discovered when I told some
journalists that some priests own holiday properties is because most assumed that they take a
vow of poverty. This assumption could be due to the fact that priests are always appealing for
money to fix the church rather than sharing their own personal wealth.I admit it also suggests a
certain lack of confidence in the Church’s ability to look after its priests when priests see the
need to invest in real estate for their own retirement.The priest’s life is indeed a mystery. You
won’t find a clearly agreed upon role description on Wikipedia. I am about to take the veil off the
tabernacle and let you know what happens on the inside of the cloisters. The secrecy that
shrouds the lives of priests has for too long hidden many dark secrets. These awesome holy
men, whose human foibles are so readily excused by the laity with pious platitudes such as
“Father works so hard” or because he is lonely or aging rapidly.From time to time, we read of this
priest or another, who did some unspeakable things to children or took off with another man’s
wife. But when they become aware of it, the community are all convinced by the oft quoted lie, “It
is a very rare occurrence and this man was one in a million”.We all want to believe that priests



are generally good. But these all too frequent examples of clergy abuse are like the household
security alarms with their flashing blue lights, that you ignore as you drive by them - the ones that
no one seems to attend to, including me.These isolated and infrequent events are the canaries’
voices in the mineshaft,1 that if we are to survive as a church or society we must listen for. The
Church authorities appear to merely press on with business as usual, hoping there is no one to
recognise the real danger. We ignore these warning bells at our peril.In exposing the frauds I do
pose a very real danger of destroying the reputations and good work done by so many honest
foot-soldiers in the Church. There are obviously many fine examples of hard working priests who
have suffered because people are all too ready to believe that all priests who want to minister to
children are paedophiles.One glaring example is Father John McCulloch. John was ordained a
priest in 1963 at St. Mary’s Cathedral Sydney. After ordination he served as a Curate in various
parishes in the Archdiocese of Sydney before becoming the Parish Priest of Katoomba. Whilst at
Katoomba he worked for many years establishing the Family Camping Movement, which
enabled disadvantaged Western Sydney families to have low-cost seaside holidays on the
Central Coast. To keep the costs down, ‘Father Mack’ as he was lovingly nicknamed, even
managed to provide the canned goods that the families would eat at those camps, through his
charitable fundraising exercises.But not everyone loved him. Someone accused Father Mack of
some impropriety at a camp and he was stood down from ministry while an investigation was
conducted. The complainant later admitted he had lied and Father Mack was later exonerated.
But the damage had already been done. That one vexatious complainant’s unfounded allegation
of impropriety destroyed Father John McCulloch’s reputation irreparably and also his desire to
work in a parish. After being cleared of the charges, and when Broken Bay Diocese was
established in 1986, John transferred to that Diocese and chose to limit his activities to helping
out with Masses on weekends before retiring some years later. He died forlorn on 10th January
2009 with only a few good friends who still believed in his innocence supporting him.It seems
that people are all too willing to believe that all are tarred with the same brush. The mud of other
priests’ sins was flung at Father John McCulloch and most of it stuck.But there are many
seriously holy looking men in long robes pontificating about how everyone ought to be living who
are not practicing what they preach. They surround themselves with yes-men who are perhaps
unaware of how contradictory their lives actually are.Modern Day PhariseesJesus constantly
criticised the religious leaders of His own time. They were the Pharisees who proscribed laws
that enforce attentively cleaning the outside of cups and pots while ignoring the insides.2 He
was ultimately silenced because He condemned their religious hypocrisy. From some of the very
un-Jesus like rebukes I read in the Bible, I get the impression that these sanctimonious
churchmen appeared to enforce the law for everyone else, whilst at the same time exempting
themselves from it. Various people throughout history have echoed Jesus’ condemnation of
religious hypocrisy to the obstinate disregard of their intended audience.The weakening of the
bonds between Church and State during the High Middle Ages3 led to a decline in blind
adherence to doctrinal leadership. The Crusades attempted to force submission to the Church’s



spiritual and political authority; however willingness to follow ill-informed religious leadership
declined on a large scale with the advent of the Protestant reformers in the sixteenth century. In
that period we see a courageous and robust opposition to the obvious contradictions in the
Roman Catholic Church’s teachings and practices.The first real impairment to Roman Catholic
sovereignty began in Germany with the sermons and writings of Martin Luther. He was born on
November 10th 1483 and baptised the next day, thus he was named after the patron saint of the
day, St. Martin of Tours.At only age twenty-four he was ordained a priest, but was soon to
become uncomfortable with many puzzling practices within Catholicism that resulted in his
insistence on the heretical position that “nothing a man can do can gain his own
salvation”.Luther claimed that all salvation had been achieved by Jesus Christ with His suffering
and crucifixion. This led to the inescapable conclusion that we do not need the Church and the
sacraments to assist us on our earthly pilgrimage. By extension of this, if we don’t need the
Church or sacraments then we don’t need priests.But it was his outspoken rejection of the
practice of granting ‘Indulgences’ which was to create the greatest controversy ultimately
leading to his excommunication on 3rd January in 1521. The word "indulgence" comes from the
Latin indulgeo originally meaning a kindness or favour. An Indulgence was the forgiveness of
sins granted to a dead person that could be paid for by giving money to a priest to offer Mass for
a deceased relative or friend. In the time of Martin Luther, most priests were theologically
illiterate and they began selling Indulgences to the families of recently deceased persons. To
increase business the Church even developed popular songs to promote their sales. One
popular ditty went along with a contemporary tune to the words: "As soon as a coin in the coffer
rings / the soul from purgatory springs."This contemptuous practice still occurs today with many
priests profiting from the death of their parishioners, encouraging their relatives to ‘buy’ Masses
for the Dead for a $20 fee especially during the month of November. I have even lived with a
priest who approached the relatives of the deceased soon after a funeral with the request that
they sponsor a stained-glass window in the church and have the name of their relative engraved
on a plaque, for the privilege of which they would be required to ‘donate’ $10,000!Luther did not
reject Indulgences outright but he protested the sale of sacraments, effectively making them a
product. He based his righteous criticism on Jesus’ own words, “You received without charge,
give without charge.4”He wrote his infamously provocative Ninety Five Theses which attacked
certain dubious practices of the Catholic Church, and allegedly nailed them to the Castle Church
door at Wittenburg on 31 October 1517, and according to some sparking the Protestant
Reformation. Non Catholics have been known as Protestants ever since. In 1524, Martin Luther
finally threw off his monastic habit and married an ex-Cistercian nun, Catherine von Bura, after
publicly opposing many of the practices that had created obstacles for the simple but devout
laity to following the true path of holiness to Jesus.At about the same time in Switzerland Father
Ulrych Zwingli, a former military chaplain strongly criticised Catholic countries that used soldiers
as mercenaries and he preached vehemently against other abuses by the Church and State. In
1522 he preached a sermon against fasting from meat in Lent and showed his opposition by



allegedly eating two pork sausages in the pulpit on Ash Wednesday5. Zwingli and Luther both
rejected the authority of the Pope and clerical celibacy and later formed their own churches.
These two reformers are among many who do not necessarily deny the constancy of the
Catholic faith, but condemn the practices that the Catholic Church has invented which appear at
odds with the teachings of Jesus Christ.Rejection of AuthorityWhat prevents like-minded
“protestant” priests today from following in the footsteps of Luther and Zwingli is the fact that the
local diocesan Catholic Church authority officially owns the buildings and the land on which the
church he has been using has been built, despite the fact that the buildings would have been
paid for by the local community.In former times, if a priest wanted to protest the Catholic
hierarchy or organizational culture, he could simply secede with his congregation from
communion (or be effectively ex-communicated) but retained control of his church buildings and
naturally many of flock would continue to support him.If a priest today wanted to protest the
Roman Catholic Church over any point at all, he would likely be immediately kicked out of the
church. I found that out. After I spoke out about the rampant abuses of authority that I personally
observed and the consistent paedophile cover-ups and protested by getting married, I was
expelled from the parish that I have built and was immediately stripped of my faculties to preach
or administer sacraments.Many of the discovered paedophiles and sexual deviates, and even
those with psychological disorders have been returned to their communities, given
accommodation, a car and continue to receive private health insurance and monthly
remuneration.My stipend (a monthly amount of little over $1000) was stopped immediately and
my Church credit card was cancelled. Even my ‘super-extras’ health cover and life insurance
was terminated. My personal bank account was closed and the remaining balance was sent to
me in a cheque for $76.77 with a covering letter containing only two words “Account closed”.I
have retained this letter, and the unbanked cheque, as a poignant reminder of how little my
twenty years of priestly ministry and service to the Catholic Church really meant to the
establishment. Having no source of income and little prospects of gaining another career, unless
I re-train, it makes earning a living for myself and my new family challenging.Until recently I had
listed a fellow priest I have worked closely with over the years, as a referee on my online C.V.,
until Father McSweeney informed me he could no longer act as a referee, as his Bishop had
instructed him he was not allowed to. It seems that the church is intent on sabotaging any of my
efforts to also gain future employment.I am hand-tied from promoting my dissenting opinions
and my community has now been forced to worship with me in private homes. As a
consequence of my opposition, I am no longer authorised to preach in Catholic churches
anywhere in the world. A new priest has already been appointed to my parish, who has informed
the remnant community that I have done something very bad and they are better off without my
scandalous heresies being preached. Interestingly, the Bishop of the Diocese, Anthony Fisher
came the weekend after my sacking, to personally console the grieving community, and warned
them not to attend any Masses I propose to offer in the future. He apologised for the scandal my
secret marriage had caused them, and offered complementary counselling for any who were



affected. People were crying of course, but not because of the shame my departure caused, but
because the community were genuinely grieving my absence from them after nine years as their
pastor. I was exiled as a Catholic priest, as good as dead to my congregation. The Bishop’s
apology and comforting platitudes were all video-taped and posted on the Diocesan website
within a day.In 2009 when the parishioners of All Saints Liverpool first heard the news that their
parish priest Father Robert Fuller had been arrested for attempting to procure a child over the
internet for sex, no Bishops turned up with video cameras to broadcast an apology for the
scandal he had caused. Why not? No counsellors were offered. Why not? Surely the Catholic
Church doesn't consider what I did was a more serious offence than that of paedophilia or child
abuse! It was publicly reported that Father Fuller repeatedly masturbated on internet chat sites in
front of whom he believed to be a fifteen year old girl (but who in fact was an officer of the Sex
Crimes Task Force who had been tipped off about him).In the late 1990s when three priests and
a number of brothers of the Society of Gerard Majella at Greystanes were arrested for prolonged
sexual abuse of trainees in their Order, there were also no Episcopal Visitations or TV cameras,
nor offers of free counselling. Why not? A new priest was summarily appointed and it was
business as usual as if nothing had happened.Because I haven’t the financial means to build my
own church, my dissident views have been effectively silenced and very few of my once loyal
parishioners still support me.My reputation for any good works I had done, have been trashed
and this preacher’s voice will no longer be heard through church PA systems. But the Catholic
Church mechanism will roll on with its mission undaunted.It is the tall, strongly constructed and
enduring Church buildings that stand as testimony to the timeless teaching authority of the
Catholic Church which provide the stability to allow it to march on undeterred by scandals and
abuses because loyal followers would rather close their ears than hear that the Church they
were baptised into could possibly harbour paedophiles or sexual deviates.CHAPTER 2 - WHAT
MADE YOU WANT TO BE A PRIEST?You may find it hard to believe, but I haven’t always been a
priest. Actually I have been constantly surprised how little people know about the life of a
Catholic priest. I could write a book on the dumb questions I have been asked over the years.
One guy even asked me if my father was a priest. (That’s probably not such a dumb question
when you consider how many Catholic priests have gotten married and do have children.).Some
people you talk to imagine you must be born a priest. Maybe they think God plucked us out of
Heaven and sent us to earth in a Roman collar. When they see me drinking beer or singing
karaoke or even God-forbid, dancing with a woman, people have commented with
astonishment, “I didn’t know priests are allowed to drink!” or “I didn’t know priests are allowed to
dance!” My repeated response has become “I wasn’t born a priest”.I was born into a relatively
poor family in bushfire prone hamlet of Springwood in the Blue Mountains of New South Wales
in the summer of 1963, two days before the Birthday of our Lord.My parents gave birth to eleven
children but only ten survived to their baptisms. In the eyes of many people, we were a very
religious family – an ‘Irish Catholic’ family since my father was born in Ireland and my mother
Margaret McGrath’s descendants were also from Ireland. In those days it was natural to assume



that a big family meant a Catholic heritage. From my earliest days I realised that being in a large
family meant we were different. My father impressed on us that being different was not
necessarily bad, but in fact signified something better than average.When I asked him once why
I had to go to Mass on Sunday and my best friend Paul Matthews’ family didn’t attend, my father
said without an ounce of apology, “Paul Matthews is not going to heaven”. My early life then
became a process of preparing for Heaven and avoiding hell. Every activity began with prayer
and ended with prayer and the Josephite nuns6 who taught us in primary school impressed on
us that every action we did was being recorded in a “big black book” and at the end of your life
you would be judged on the balance of your good over evil acts.We were taught prayers for
every occasion: before and after meals; and before and after activities; as well as morning and
evening prayers. We were instructed to write the acronyms A.M.D.G. (Ad Majorem Dei Gloriam)7
and J.M.J. (Jesus Mary and Joseph) at the top of alternate pages in our exercise books, a pious
habit that some have carried on to this day.But the nuns who taught me were no role models of
sanctity. In fact, for a long time I harboured a secret hope that the Pope would not canonise
Sister Mary MacKillop as it would seem to affirm the actions of the ungodly nuns who had
followed her into the Order.There was no doubt they were cruel in their actions towards the
children they were entrusted to teach. The deprivation the nuns were compelled to accept and
the psychological bullying they themselves experienced from their own superiors was
perpetuated in the violent behaviours which they inflicted on us children. However I bear no
resentment towards them for the floggings and fear they put into me, although many others do. I
sympathise with them for the atrocious lifestyle they were forced to endure all for the ultimate
goal of sanctity.If we ever complained to our parents that the nuns hit us, we could get another
flogging from our parents because we were “bringing shame to the family”. If we were punished
by the nuns, regardless of what we did, we made the holy nuns angry so it must be our
fault.When I was in Fourth Class the Sisters of St. Joseph decided to leave Springwood Parish.
Much of the school community were disappointed and some real die-hards decided to start a
Novena of Masses to pray that the nuns would not leave our school. My family also joined the
Novena Masses every Saturday for nine weeks. Ultimately our prayers were not heard and the
nuns did in fact leave the parish. Life went on and we still continued to attend Mass every
Saturday.One nun whom I reacquainted myself with in later years (after inviting her to my
ordination to the priesthood) was Sister Margaret (now Jean Dunkin). She told me the true story
of why the nuns were forced to leave Springwood. Apparently there was a problem with the hot-
water heater in the convent and the Sisters asked the parish priest, who owned the convent, if
he would get a man to look at it. After two weeks of enduring cold showers (remember, this is
winter in the Blue Mountains) the Sister reminded Father about the water heater.He flew into a
rage and told the Sisters about how busy he was and how he had so many other more important
things to think about besides their hot water heater. It was then that the humble Sisters,
accepting his clerical authority decided to look for another parish to occupy. These facts were
unknown to my parents and the rest of the parish because the Sisters were taught to offer up all



their sufferings like Jesus did on the Cross, without opening their mouths in complaint. Anyway,
the priest is always right and who is going to believe any other version of events.I have to admit
not sharing my parents’ grief when the Sisters packed up and left Springwood. Their departure
would have caused a collective sigh of relief from many students who knew the canings and
threats of eternal damnation would go with them.One particularly cruel nun was Sister Raphael,
who was stout and scary with terrifying black rimmed glasses. She was exhibiting all the signs of
early onset dementia, but no one intervened as she continued to harangue and punish students
for the smallest transgressions of the rules. For example, writing with your left hand in those days
was considered a sin, as the right side was God’s side and the left ‘belonged to the devil’.I
watched in horror as the child next to me got smashed over the knuckles with a thick wooden
ruler for “writing with his devilish hand”.I did once visit Sister Raphael (whose name had been
changed to Sister Vincent), as she languished in the old-nun’s Home at North Sydney. When
she heard that I was a past pupil from St. Thomas Aquinas at Springwood, she just kept
repeating over and over in a rambling way, that she was sorry for the harm she had done to a girl
called Angela Morris.I couldn’t get any real sense out of what she was saying except that she
seemed haunted by what she must have done to punish this girl. I sensed her genuine remorse,
however as I watched the tears well in her eyes I had no sympathy for her. I had somehow even
hoped to see the day that this nun would repent of the damage she had done to the Catholic
faith of hundreds of future potential adherents. She was single-handedly the cause of so many of
my friends giving up the practice of their Catholic religion.Catholicism holds a lot of mystery for
many people who attend the Catholic schools. The aura of spirituality around a Catholic
ceremony of baptism, burial or First Communion captivates and endears itself to many who are
searching for meaning in their troubled lives.I often find lost souls lighting votive candles8 in
empty churches in front of statues darkened by years of devotional candles, looking hopefully
towards the heavens and somehow feeling renewed by repeating what was for them a childhood
ritual. Catholic churches hold a universal sense of awe and reverence, even for non-Catholics.In
times of trouble, many people find great peace and relaxation merely by visiting an empty
church. Gazing in admiration at the colourful stained glass windows, and enjoying the sweet cool
air whilst recalling the ancient tunes evokes deeply subconscious recollections of youthful
optimism. The sound of organ music reverberating in the cavernous space of a towering
Cathedral entices nostalgic memories of religious relish, when times were simpler and
alternatives for entertainment less accessible.While many will tick Catholic as their religion when
asked to complete the census, the majority of Catholics languish in supine ignorance of the faith
which they claim to profess.I often stump unsuspecting godparents at Baptisms by pretending
that they will be given some random questions on the Catechism of the Catholic Church prior to
them staking their claim to godparent status. Then I launch into the questions “Do you believe in
one God, the Father Almighty, Creator of Heaven and earth?” to which the only possible
response is “I do”.I can’t boast of my own innate knowledge of the Catholic faith. There was so
much I didn’t know as I was quickly to discover when I began my studies for the priesthood.I was



totally ignorant even of the procedure of becoming a priest when I entered the seminary in 1986,
to begin what would be a six year process of becoming “ordained” a Catholic priest.In the first
couple of days at seminary, I stood on the headland at Darley Road Manly enjoying the billion
dollar views of the Northern beaches and drinking cheap instant coffee while basking in the holy
atmosphere of a group of more than fifty other potential clerics.A group of senior students were
discussing the upcoming ordination of a number of sixth year students to the Diaconate. They
were becoming Deacons. I had never heard the word before and naively asked one of them,
Brendan Quirk “What is a deacon?” He looked at me in exaggeratedly feigned surprise. “You
want to be a priest and you haven’t heard of deacons?” he said raising his voice in derision at my
unforgivable ignorance. I was embarrassed to admit that I hadn’t. The other fellows present all
broke into laughter as if this was something like not knowing the Pope’s name. With a straight
face he said, “It’s the last step before being a priest! It used to be one of the six Minor Orders,
the others being Porter, Lector, Tonsure, Exorcist and Acolyte. The word deacon comes from the
Greek word deaconos. It is sometimes satirically called ‘denackeros’... which means losing your
knackers ... or castration. Every deacon must be castrated before becoming a priest so that you
don’t bring scandal to the church by having illegitimate children with any of your flock!”The
others just looked at me fighting back the urge to burst into laughter as they looked at my totally
accepting face. I had no reason to doubt him. Why would a man who was months away from
becoming a priest tell a lie? I sincerely assumed what Brendan Quirk was telling me was the
truth. It appeared perfectly logical to me at the time, and although I didn’t for a minute look
forward to that eventuality I was so willing to become a priest that I would have allowed myself to
be castrated if it meant being elevated to the Priesthood of the Roman Catholic Church. Soon
they all erupted in simultaneous guffaws and one other man told me, “No you don’t have to get
castrated! If that was the case, there would be no priests!”How Did You Know You Could Do It?I
would like a dollar for every time I have been asked the question, “How did you know you had
the calling?” I would have enough money to retire on! I will explain my varied answers to this
question later in the book. The truth is, I never felt I had a ‘calling’. I just knew there was a job that
needed to be done and I believed I had the ability to do it. I just leapt into priesthood without
realising what it was going to be like.Maybe it was the subtle influence of the daily religious
lessons of the Josephite Sisters who impressed on our conscience the motto of their founder
Mary MacKillop, “Never see a need without trying to do something about it”. From an early age, I
believed that it was the mission of every person who believed in Jesus to spend their life helping
others.But the first inclination that I could be a priest was at age seventeen when I discovered an
ability to philosophise and explain to people the meaning of life. At least my version of life at the
time.Often I meet people who are not happy with their life or where it is heading. In fact if you ask
most people they would admit to not being totally satisfied with where they are in life. They didn’t
really have a plan but somehow here is not where they pictured themselves being after ‘N’
numbers of years of life. I too, came to that soul searching realisation many times in my earlier
idealistic years, but never actually did anything about it until I was forced by circumstances to



take some action. I really didn’t have a plan for my life but all I knew is that I wanted to go to
Heaven at the end of it.I never really imagined what Heaven would be like but I was sure it would
be preferable to the alternative. I was convinced that the closest you can get to being assured of
Heaven was to make the ultimate sacrifice of your earthly happiness and be a priest, but I never
really wanted to be one. Naturally, I assumed I was going to do like everyone else and get
married. But certain events in my adolescent life made the decision to switch vocational
directions more attractive and the obstacle that celibacy initially posed became more
surmountable.Let me explain by showing how some people’s lives are interconnected even
before we come to realise it. Before priesthood, I became a computer programmer for IBM after
completing a Bachelor of Business degree. While I was studying a subject called Marketing
Research, there was a man in my class named Tony Wren who worked for the Housing
Commission, and he happened to live behind our family home in Springwood.His father had
worked with my father in the Australian Taxation Office. Tony’s brother had died suddenly of
pneumonia when he was 16 and his father Maurice donated all his clothes to me. Suddenly Tony
admitted he felt a connection as he recalled that I and his brother were both around the same
age. Since he lived in Springwood he would give me a lift home. He shared very deeply with me
about the impact the loss of his younger brother had had on his life. He also spoke about his
experiences with the Housing commission at Mt Druitt where he was the area manager. His
conversations were insightful and colourful and it was not long before he was inviting me over to
his house and we were having adult conversations, even though I had only just turned 19.I was
flattered that Tony would find my opinions interesting and that he listened intently as I always
found a spiritual explanation to all his questions about life, particularly pertaining to the rough
turns which his life had taken over the years. Tony and his wife Colleen have a severely
handicapped son Nicholas whom they love unconditionally, but they always questioned why God
allowed him to be born this way. My conversations led Tony to seek a better understanding of
God and I convinced him to come back to Mass and listen to the Gospel as well as allow himself
to be nourished by the Holy Eucharist.The obstacle we both anticipated was Tony’s ten year
absence from the church. So I had a short conversation with the Assistant Priest, Father Bill
Milstead, and confided that I was bringing a potential lost sheep back to the fold at the following
Saturday evening’s Vigil Mass. I reiterated to Father Bill how important it was to me that he pulled
out his best material from his homily drawer, and made sure that he made Tony feel special and
inspired to continue in his seeking of a deeper relationship with the Divine Master. Father Bill
assured me he would.After constantly refusing my pleading and cajoling, Tony finally agreed to
come to Mass with me and we would go together in my car so as to prevent him using any last
minute vehicular problems as an excuse. The Mass proceeded as usual, until the homily time.
Then in his usual bumbling and apologetic style, Father Bill announced “Tonight there will be a
third collection for the Charitable Works Fund appeal” and he then spent the following fifteen
minutes trying to justify the extra collection.When I looked at Tony, I saw him rolling his eyes a
few times during the sermon, and sighing deeply with discomfort at the length of time that the



priest laboured to make his point. The nervous preacher went back and forth, and here and
there, trying to conclude his otherwise disjointed and apologetic sermonising. It was like
watching a helicopter looking for a place to land. As we left the Church Tony said, “So that is why
you forced me to come to Mass today! To get another collection out of me? Normally there are
only two collections! Today we had three!” He said it in a laughing voice that revealed some
facetiousness in his accusation. Naturally I went up to Father Milstead afterwards and asked him
why he completely ignored my request to impress Tony with his words.He stammered for a while
before explaining that it was a requirement that he promote this special appeal and I realised
that I had placed too much hope on him. Finally he issued his challenge, “Look Kevin, it’s not
easy remembering all the people who ask you to do this or that when you are preparing for
Mass. If you think you can do a better job of it, why don’t you try being a priest?”His words
echoed in my mind for many months, and I did find myself wondering whether that was my
calling. When I became aware that many people did listen to me when I spoke about the
Scriptures, and most were genuinely interested in my thoughts concerning the meaning of life, I
did feel encouraged to explore the possibility that I did indeed have a priestly vocation. I can’t
remember the exact moment I overcame my procrastination, but I did eventually ring up Father
Michael Foster, the Vocations director and asked for information.But I never did do anything with
the information he sent me until some years later.CHAPTER 3 - FATHER DAVEY MY ROLE
MODELWhen I first moved out of home to be closer to work at IBM Headquarters in Castle Hill,
and to have greater autonomy than my large family home allowed, I transferred into a little
townhouse with some friends in Neutral Bay. I am sure my parents were apprehensive that I
would give up on the practice of my faith – in other words, stop going to Mass - so Mum urged
me to introduce myself to the parish priest whom she commended as a “lovely man”. Perhaps
that was her way of ensuring that I went to Mass at least once.On the first afternoon that I had
free, I went straight from work, to the presbytery to pay this priest a visit. I rang the doorbell that
made a faint buzzing noise some distance away. I waited a long while before an old looking man
in a faded black soutane shuffled to the door and opened the screen. “Yes?” he said
questioningly looking up at me. I noticed that he still had toast around his mouth and all over the
front of his soutane. “Hello Father, I am sorry to interrupt your tea, my name is Kevin Lee” I said
extending my hand. “How are you?”He took my outstretched hand in his small and very soft
hand. “Not bad considering the complexities of life,” he said in a faint voice. “I just want to
introduce myself and tell you that I am new to the parish,” I said confidently assured that he
would be impressed with my professional appearance. “That’s nice Kevin” he said unimpressed.
“Well, I’ll let you get back to your dinner Father. I just want you to know that if there is anything I
can do to help you, I would be happy if you would ask me. I am a computer programmer for IBM,”
I told him proudly. He laughed softly to himself, “Just give me a minute to pick myself up off the
floor” he said. “Never in all my 40 years as a priest has anyone ever said that.” “Said what?” I
asked. “If there is anything I could do to help, just ask me” he repeated with an endearing smile.
“Well, I mean it. If you need any help with your computer ...” I began. “Computer?” he said with



delight in his voice, “I wouldn’t even know how to turn one on ... If I had one! No, but I have a
good use for you. I’d like you to help out with the St. Vincent De Paul (SVDP) society. Will you
attend the St. Vincent De Paul meeting tonight? We have such an elderly lot of people doing it
and we need some new blood. They are the salt of the earth these people, but they can’t go on
forever. They meet at 7pm. I’d like it if you could come.” I accepted his invitation and said I would
return at the appointed time.When I arrived I was nervous of the eclectic assortment of elderly
people all engaging in convivial handshaking. No one welcomed me, or even acknowledged me,
as new. I was shown to a vacant seat and sat down. The meeting began with a formal prayer that
everyone seemed to know and I followed the meeting procedure as best as I could. Then Father
Davey introduced me with such generous superlatives that I was immediately won over to the
cause. I was eager to go and visit the poor that they described occupying the rental
accommodation close to the centre of Milson’s Point. Somehow I found it hard to believe that
there could be anyone who could be described as poor with an address on the North Shore.On
my first pastoral visit I was to accompany Joe the president of the local SVDP Conference. He
took me to this awful smelling unit at the bottom floor of a rundown looking block of flats. The
unshaven man who opened the door appeared slightly disoriented but seemed to be expecting
someone. After we introduced ourselves and identified the organisation we represented, he
opened the door. “Well, come on in. I have written a list of the things I need” he started to say
before we even set foot inside.“I am going for a job next week so I need a suit for the interview”
he began. “And I probably need some new shoes too ... and I need a wardrobe to put my new
clothes in.” The man was moving about and pointing as he remembered the items he was
requiring. Joe was taking notes but I was just looking around his dingy apartment in amazement
at the squalor he appeared comfortable to live in. The room was piled with newspapers and
other assortments of things hardly recognisable as anything of use. Cockroaches climbed
comfortably over the rubbish with no fear of us or the light. “Now it would be nice to have a little
clock radio to wake me up in the morning so I don’t miss my interview ... and do you have a
cassette recorder available?". Joe looked up from his note taking and with all the candour of a
policeman said, “What about a helicopter to pick you up for your interview?”This was my
introduction to the world of the mentally ill poor, as well as the dismissive attitude of some who
were entrusted to care for them.I looked forward to the visits we did with St. Vincent de Paul and
really felt like I was making a difference. I enjoyed my weekly visitation to the abandoned souls in
Neutral Bay, and Father Davey opened my eyes to the plight of the needy who lived in the
shadows of the affluent. He became a great mentor to me, and probably inculcated the early
desire in me to do more with my life for the benefit of others.It’s impossible for me to remember
exactly what prompted my desire to follow Father Davey’s example and become a priest. All I do
know is that I gradually found myself spending more and more time in the church and enjoying
the experience of sanctity and inner peace those visits prompted.Father Davey initiated a
spiritual devotion that is called Perpetual Adoration of the Blessed Sacrament. This meant he
kept the church open twenty-four-seven and asked that pious souls would come and make a



prayer vigil before Jesus in the Tabernacle.This word tabernacle is a translation of the Jewish
mishkan meaning a temporary dwelling place or tent, indicating the mobile Presence of the
Almighty in the Ark of the Covenant that the Israelites transported through the Sinai desert.All
the mystical imagery conjured up in the Old Testament around this holy sanctuary was suddenly
made accessible to me by visiting this solemnly silent space in Neutral Bay in the dead of
night.The conscientious parish priest started by putting a book inside of the church. People
would write their names on a roster, together with the time they would promise to pray in front of
the exposed Holy Communion9. He painstakingly wrote up a timetable for the month and
anticipated that someone would be there for every hour of a month. Parishioners were only
expected to do one hour of Adoration in the whole month, but I found myself coming every night
for at least an hour after work and the gym.My apologies for all the church jargon, but I don’t
know how better to explain the seemingly bizarre rituals and practices of Catholic worship, than
to use the correct nomenclature and attempt a simplified explanation. But it is essential for you to
know that the time I spent in that lonely church, is very significant to my realisation that God was
very real, and had a special plan for me.Because of my nocturnal exits late each night, my
flatmates assumed I had a secret girlfriend that I was unwilling to introduce them to. The two girls
in the townhouse kept jibing me about this “secret girlfriend” and regularly asked to meet her. To
be honest I was flattered by the insinuations, because at that time I had no one who was
interested in me. I was too embarrassed to tell them the real reason I was so intent on leaving
their presence each night.After constant snide references to ‘my special friend’, finally one day I
decided to tell them the truth. “Look Anna and Andrea, when you say I am going to see my
girlfriend, I am actually going to the church to pray,” I said with all sincerity. Andrea, who herself
had a Catholic background, guffawed loudly “As if!" I doubt that they could ever understand the
eternal motives that drew me to that darkened church in Neutral Bay on beautiful summer nights,
when all the household was either sipping chardonnay's on the balcony overlooking the
Harbour, or cuddling up with their partners watching a video. I can’t even explain it to myself, but
I will try and explain it to you now ... One evening when I came for my rostered hour of
Eucharistic Adoration I went to sign the attendance book. I noticed that Father Davey was seated
in the church, leaning on the wall in the corner furthest from the sanctuary area. I also observed
that he had signed his name in the attendance book many times in slots that were supposed to
be “done” by others.As the next person came in and Father Davey walked out, I asked him, “Do
you come every hour to see if people turn up?” “Yes, that is my duty” he said in his whispering
voice. “Why?” I asked in amazement. “Well, we can’t leave the Lord alone, can we?” he said
solemnly. I was shocked. I had never really thought of the Exposed Eucharistic Bread as “the
Lord”.Each hour that I had come to the church, I had merely filled in the time and recited prayers.
I prayed the Rosary, the Stations of the Cross, read parts of the Bible or read any other number
of prayers in my Prayer Book to complete the hour. I prayed for my family, my friends who were
far from God and even for the souls of faithfully departed unknowns. There was almost a sense
of religious duty in my constant presence there. I always enjoyed the peace and serenity I felt,



but I was only feeling good because I thought that my prayers were somehow pleasing to God,
or, helping some poor soul out of Purgatory.Realising he had so many spots to fill, I asked Father
Davey if I could be rostered on more than once a month, and also at a time that he found difficult
to get out of bed. He willingly agreed and I put myself down for 4am of a Tuesday morning. This
time slot was easy for me, because I was by this time attending daily Mass at 6.30am, at the
Jesuit parish church in North Sydney.The following Tuesday I woke at 3.30am and rode my 10
speed bike with a light on it, to the little Church in Lindsay Street and sat down in front of the
Exposed Blessed Sacrament to “say my prayers”. Suddenly I recalled the words of Father
Davey, “We can’t leave the Lord alone” so I closed my Prayer Book and knelt down to converse
with “the Lord”. I can never explain fully what happened to me that day, but I know I ‘spoke with’
God and for the first time in my life, I felt Him talk back to me. I just started our conversation by
saying, “Well Lord, if Father Davey believes You are here then I probably should just talk to you.” I
then started pouring out my soul to God asking His guidance in my life’s direction and
inexplicably I felt His response in a non-verbal way. I felt immediately filled with an incredible
warmth that defied the lack of heating in the empty Church for a Sydney winter morning. I knew
internally that God was communicating with me and assuring me of His divine presence. For the
first time in my life, I felt inner peace and the sense of being loved.In what seemed like only a few
minutes, I got a tap on my shoulder. I turned to see the familiar face of Father Davey smiling at
me. “Your hour is up. I will take over now” he whispered. Wishing to prolong that feeling of peace
and love, I insisted that I would be able to stay longer. “I had the intention of attending the
6.30am Mass at North Sydney,” I said.After assuring him that I would stay the remaining hour
and a half till Mass time he genuflected and left the Church. I don’t recall much of that Divine
conversation, but I do know that God became real to me from that day on.I returned to that little
Church every night to continue our conversation, and each day I felt a strengthening attraction to
the same life that Father Davey had been living faithfully for close to fifty years.I increasingly
enjoyed the St. Vincent De Paul visits to the impoverished, and the link between the life of prayer
and action became something I wanted to do more frequently, than the spare time I was able to
allocate to it outside of my paid job. After that initial communication with the Omnipotent Author
of the Universe, I saw life very differently. Time and money lost the value I had previously given
them.At the time, I was giving half my income to my parents. It was an agreement that we had
made based on the fact that there were nine other siblings who needed to be housed and
educated. I acknowledged the financial sacrifices my parents had made for my Catholic school
and university education. But even after paying my quarter of the rent on the Neutral Bay
townhouse and contributing money to my parents, I still had plenty of disposable income.I then
decided to follow the radical Biblical tenet of tithing. I gave a tenth of the remainder of my income
to the local parish church and also made sizable weekly contributions to the ‘Secret Collection’
during the St. Vincent De Paul meetings. Even so I still found myself with more money than I
knew what to do with.I had no imminent intentions of getting married, so I made no plans to save
for a deposit on a house. I was not interested in going skiing in Europe like my friends so I really



used to just give my money away. I took out a loan to buy my parents a second-hand car and
reduced my family contribution to a tenth of my income. My desire to do something more
spiritual with my life was not something my parents welcomed. I gradually found our relationship
was also straining. Each time I returned for a visit to my family, and listened to the hostility
around me, I was eager to leave again.My parents were very staunch but judgemental Catholics.
As a child there was seldom a Sunday when we did not return from Mass to hear my parents
criticising the views of the parish priest, or hear them launching into a tirade against one of their
fellow Mass-goers. This invariably led to loud arguments as parents and children competed with
each other for expression of opposing views.While I was still living at home with my parents, I did
at one stage speak with them about a plan I was developing where I would go to India to help the
poor. One of my office mates was dealing with an emotionally wrenching divorce. We planned to
take a few months off and go to Calcutta to assist Mother Teresa's Sisters of Charity, by teaching
either English or something technological, to the poor. As I spoke of my newfound enthusiasm to
do something positive with my life, my parents began accusing me of neglecting my family
responsibilities.Then suddenly my father accused me of having an affair with one of the girls in
our townhouse. That came right out of left field! I think he assumed I had left home to live with a
girl, and since they never visited me at Neutral Bay (which would have been extremely difficult
for them having no car), they just imagined the worst possible scenario. His inability to
differentiate the person I had matured into, as different from the one he had witnessed growing
up, was contributing to his suspicions that my desires were less wholesome.At that time of
aimless spiritual awakening, I did feel drawn to missionary life. I wanted to do something big with
my life, and spend time making a significant contribution to the world. Some initial research led
me to choose India as the destination for my inspired missionary activity.To my astonishment,
my parents laughed at my plan. “Why would you want to do something ridiculous like that?” my
father said with dismissive disdain. “That’s stupid talk!”My mother said “Yes, where did you get
that idea from? That’s stupid talk!”, echoing my father's putdowns.After their lack of
encouragement for my bold plan, I then kept my spiritually inspired endeavours private. But the
more time I spent meditating in the silence and serenity of that empty church in Neutral Bay, the
more I felt drawn to the longer term vocation of priesthood. Certain events significantly reinforced
my decision but one pivotal day remains among the most memorable.Whilst doing our regular
rounds of ‘Night Patrol’ on the Vinnies’ van, visiting the homeless in Sydney’s parks and bus
shelters, I felt there was more I personally could do, rather than just simply ‘giving
handouts’.Once as I was serving at the van in Hyde Park, I came across a bearded man with
long hair, wearing a blue pin-striped suit. He just appeared out of the shadows, joining the queue
lining up for coffee and sandwiches. He looked distinctly different from the regulars who assailed
our van in search of sustenance and company. His clothes, although similarly reeking of the
same pungent odour, strongly contrasted with what others in the queue were wearing. I
assumed the suit must have been given to him by St. Vincent De Paul. It surprised me that he
chose to wear it in the heat of this summer December evening.Something about him made me



want to strike up a conversation. “Nice suit!” I said enthusiastically as I handed him his choice of
cheese and salami sandwiches. “This was the suit I was wearing when I was fired,” the man said
with finality in his voice. Knowing that many of the homeless were suffering from mental illnesses
and prone to fabrications of pasts that they didn’t have I humoured him. “And what did you do for
a job, mate?” I asked naively. “My name is Eric and I was an accountant” he said, indignant that I
had called him ‘mate’. “I used to be very diligent in my job especially around month end” he
explained in a voice that sounded much more cultured than his appearance revealed. “I worked
long hours, but my wife never appreciated it. She always used to complain I was never home. I
tried to tell her that all I was doing was working to keep her and the kids in a lifestyle that they
expected” he said with obvious regret. “I never realised that we had grown apart until she
announced one night that she was leaving me, and she was taking the kids.She had developed
a relationship with a neighbour who used to attend our church. He was in fact an acolyte10. Can
you believe it? She left our marriage for someone in the church. And can you believe someone in
the church destroyed our family!” he asked me rhetorically.I was immediately moved with pity for
Eric. I believed his story and I realised he was truly an example of someone who had lost
everything through no real fault of his own."So what happened then Eric?" I prodded for more
information about the stranger who had suddenly interested me."Well she took the kids and
moved in with him. I moved into a small flat nearby, and took to drinking heavily. Eventually my
boss said my work had suffered to the point where he had to let me go. Can you believe it? He
said he had to let me go! After twenty years of working so hard to establish my position in the
company ...” he sobbed. “It’s a terrible thing having to sell the family home I had worked so hard
to purchase. I ended up with very little in the settlement and with no job I gambled all the money
away. She would never permit me to have the kids and they weren’t allowed to see me. I couldn’t
keep up with the rent and soon I had nowhere to live. I couldn’t go back to working anymore
because I just couldn’t focus. I just kept thinking about what I’ve lost. All I do now is drink and
gamble.”I was feeling Eric’s pain. I wanted to help him. I wanted to give him a place to live and in
some way encourage him to have hope.“Can’t you just stop drinking, Eric?” I offered not
understanding the alcohol addiction since I was not a drinker.“I try to walk past the pub, but
something just draws me in” he said.“Do you believe in God, Eric?” I asked hopefully.“Well I used
to, until this guy from the church, the acolyte took my wife off me and destroyed my life!” he
shouted with tears rolling from his eyes and his hands squeezing the uneaten sandwiches I had
given him.As I attempted to comfort Eric and advise him to renew his hope in God, I was
abruptly interrupted by the senior member of the St. Vincent De Paul society.“Kevin! Can I have a
word?” he asked with a hand gesturing me away from the sobbing stranger.“Kevin, you can’t
interact with the clients like that” he chided me.“I am just sympathising with him over his terrible
situation” I said defensively.“I know but we have very specific guidelines Kevin, about
appropriate and inappropriate conversation in dealing with our clients. You have over-stepped
our boundaries” he said with an air of authority that frightened me.“Oh, and why is that?” I
questioned, surprised that he had been eavesdropping on what I thought was a private



conversation.“You are not qualified to counsel people. We leave that to the priests,” he
reprimanded me.“Well if that is the way it is,” I said, “then I am sorry. I thought our role was to
offer Christian charity not just hand out sandwiches” I said rather rudely.I could tell that my
forthright remark grated on him and he motioned for me to go back to my post and continue
handing out sandwiches.As I said goodbye to Eric that night, I firmly resolved that I would
become a priest.CHAPTER 4 - OVERCOMING THE BARRIERSThe celibacy obstacle was not
so difficult for me to traverse initially, since I had no woman in my life, or even remotely
approaching the horizon. So I made a deal with God while I was still working, that if I did not
meet a girl in the next year, I would enter the seminary to become a priest. Although I knew of
one girl at work who was attracted to me, I didn’t meet anyone in the following year who even
vaguely interested me.I did not realise how many obstacles I would encounter on that road to
religious life that I had resolutely begun to travel.Even though my manager at IBM was a Catholic
I had a hard time convincing him that I wanted to leave: leaving a potentially lucrative career in
the corporate world, in order to join the ranks of unpaid celibates in the Catholic Church. It didn’t
seem hard for me though, it seemed like a logical step.I got to know Father Davey very well over
the years that followed, especially after I entered the seminary.Coincidentally, the year I entered
St. Patrick’s College, there were two other students also starting, who lived in Neutral Bay. Chris
O’Brien, Phil O’Rourke and I embarked on the journey to priesthood on Valentine’s Day of 1987
(Phil O’Rourke will come into the story again later). Father Davey was convinced that it was
Perpetual Adoration in his church that inspired our concurrent decisions. At the time, I agreed
with him. I once told Father Davey it was he who most inspired my vocation.He was so
impressed with my devoted discipleship that one day he showed me the chalice his parents
gave him on the occasion of his ordination nearly fifty years prior.“Pure silver Kevin” he boasted.
“And when I die, it’s going to be yours”.I was so flattered at the prospect of using such a holy
priest’s sacred vessel that this thought occupied my mind whenever I celebrated Mass with my
own humble chalice.Retirement from ministry was a painful process for Father Davey. He tried
for some years to work as a chaplain to a retirement village at Bateau Bay, but his health got the
better of him.He was pressured by his Bishop to ‘take it easy’ but he associated ‘taking it easy’
with being useless. For a man who had given so many of his years in service, it was impossible
for him to be served.I would love to share more stories about his life and indulge in recalling
experiences that I had with him but I would be digressing into nostalgia that would surely not
interest you.Later when his mobility incapacitated him, Father Davey was forced by his Bishop to
retire to a small room at the Retirement Home for priests at Randwick operated by the “The Little
Sisters of the Poor”.The first day I visited Father Davey after he had moved to Randwick, he was
seated sadly in his wheelchair looking wistfully out at the streets below. It was a pitiful sight. I felt
it must be awful for one who had been so active in his youth, to be dependent on an electric
chair for mobility.When he caught sight of me standing at his door he perked up.“Yay, my first
visitor for the week” he exclaimed with youthful glee.“Surely you get lots of visitors, don't you
Father?” I corrected him, certain that he must be suffering dementia. “You have been a priest for



50 years, you must have baptised thousands of babies, married hundreds of couples, given so
many blessings and buried so many people’s parents. I imagine that all those people would love
you and be in constant touch with you”.“You’d think so, wouldn’t you?” he said
dismissively.“What about the parishioners from Neutral Bay? Do any of them come to see
you?”“I had a visit from Justin (one of the SVDP volunteers) recently”.“How long ago was that?” I
asked.“Maybe two weeks ago,” he said reminiscing.I felt so guilty that it had been probably a
month since I had last seen him.“Well, now you are here, you can get me a drink” he
ordered.“What would you like?” I said, opening the fridge. “Looks like all you have here is milk or
soda water”.“Just grab a glass out of the cupboard above the sink and fetch the bottle beside my
bed. Then I will show you how to mix it the way I like it.”I was shocked. Up till this day, I didn’t
know he drank.He then directed me to a container that used little gas bulbs to make a fizzy
carbonated mixer for his Scotch. He could see the surprise in my face that I was trying to
hide.“Kevin, do you know when I started to drink?” he asked as I handed him the drink I had
mixed.“When you came here I guess” I said looking around at his dark and dingy apartment.“No.
Let me tell you ...” he said sipping thoughtfully from the glass.“When I was first ordained, I was
sent to Japan as a chaplain in the Australian Prisoners of War Camp. I was to minister to the
Australian boys. Boys mind you, who were condemned to death. They were to be killed by
execution with the sword. In those days we didn’t give the Last Rites to someone in danger of
death, or about to die. We had to administer the sacrament of Extreme Unction only to people
who were actually in the process of dying. So ...” he took a deep and painful breath, and
continued to whisper, “I used to have to stand by these men, these boys, and watch the sword
being plunged into their chest and turned around inside them. Then as they fell to the ground,
writhing in the pain of death, with horror in their young, tear-filled eyes, I had to anoint them with
the holy oil. On their hands, their ears, their eyes ... it was horrible and I can still hear their
screams and still see their faces. I used to wake up to those screams in my dreams. And the only
way I could get to sleep at night Kevin, was to drink myself to sleep”. He looked at me and his red
eyes were streaming with tears. “And I have drunk myself to sleep for years.”He took another sip
from the glass that he had been swinging around as he spoke. “I was awoken for many years
with these images. And I prayed for God to remove them from my mind. That’s why I drink Kevin.
I am sorry if it disillusions you,” he said sincerely.“No, Father you could never disillusion me. You
are the best priest I have ever known. All my family think that.” I said honestly as tears filled up in
my own eyes.He dismissed the compliment with another sip of his drink.Over the years I took a
number of my friends and parishioners to visit Father Davey and although he was confined to his
wheelchair, he was always the perfect host offering biscuits and fruit juice from his tiny bar
fridge.During that time of visitation he never mentioned the chalice and I never reminded him
about it. He must have forgotten, because although he died some years back I was never
contacted by anyone trying to give it to me.CHAPTER 5 – IN SEARCH OF AN
IDENTITYPromoting VocationsThere was a survey done in America (the source of all wisdom
and unsubstantiated surveys) where people were asked about their greatest fears. Public



speaking came in at number one, followed by death. Death came in at number two! So, it means
that if you're at a funeral, most people would prefer to be in the casket than the guy giving the
eulogy.That story is attributed to Jerry Seinfield but it seems likely to be untrue. I think more
people would fear death than public speaking which has the strange sounding technical name of
glossophobia.When I first contemplated a life of ministry, I knew it entailed a lot of public
speaking and being around dead people. And I had a healthy fear of both. I won’t yet bore you
with my first experience of death, but I will tell you now - my first experience of preaching was
very discouraging.Endeavouring to get more self-sacrificing and gullible men to join the ranks of
the clergy is part of the job of being a priest. Each year we celebrate the Masses on one annual
weekend for the purpose of raising the awareness of the need for more priestly vocations. In my
first year of studies at Manly Seminary I was enlisted on that particular weekend, which is called
Good Shepherd Sunday, to preach at a Mass in an inner Sydney parish. My assignment, to be at
Ashfield, required me to overcome terrible nerves to face the daunting congregation.One of the
first rules of preaching is “know your audience”. So the first thing I ascertained was the
demographics of the community I was being asked to address.When I was informed by the
obliging parish priest that my audience would largely consist of elderly, mostly Italian women, I
decided that the likelihood of getting vocations from them was pretty slim. What I thought would
be most interesting to the congregation, would be to tell when I first felt the ‘call’ to become a
priest and why I chose to answer that call.In an anecdotal, familiar conversational style, I told my
story of how I happened to come to the decision to become a priest, including my initial meeting
with the affable and inspiring Father Davey from Neutral Bay. Some years earlier when I told him
I wanted to become a priest, Father Davey naturally asked me why I believed I had a priestly
vocation.I replied confidently, “Because the Lord needs me”.He immediately laughed and
nodded, betraying the wisdom that comes from age and experience.“Why do you laugh?” I
asked.“It’s funny”, he said. “Because there is only one time in the whole New Testament that
Jesus ever said He needed anything and that is when He was about to make His triumphant
entry into Jerusalem and He said, “I have need of an ass11”. Jesus needed a donkey. So unless
you are willing to be as docile as a donkey and allow yourself to be used by our Lord, He doesn’t
need you!”After delivering what I thought was a humorous and compelling promotion of the
priestly life, which I'd assumed was going to have young blokes queuing up to be priests, all I
had managed to gather was a hostile reaction from a group of older women. They began to
berate the patronising Church that did not permit women to be ordained as priests, and they
demanded that I leave the seminary in protest at this injustice.I was puzzled and wondered why
they did not congratulate me for making the supreme sacrifice of my sexuality in wishing to
become a priest.On the contrary they voiced their anger that I would collude with a patriarchal
and anachronistic organisation that prevents 50% of its members from becoming leaders. They
were obviously a feminist group that sought refuge in the openly progressive Vincentian led
parish. One particularly vociferous woman angrily demanded that I give up the notion of a
priesthood reserved to men. She argued long and illogically and only succeeded in making me



feel less comfortable about the thought of having to do this again for the following Mass.At the
time, I could see nothing wrong with the traditional model of Church that I had been born into.
However, despite initially finding it difficult to cognitively adjust to, I find little good argument
against the position these sincerely committed women maintained.I imagine if I was a woman
and felt a strong calling to be a leader in the Church, I would find it extremely difficult to accept
the argument, “You can’t be a priest because you are a woman” especially when I see an aging
and increasingly embarrassing number of unfit men serving as priests.However, it is my
traditional understanding of the priest being “in the person of Christ” that prevents me from
getting my head around the idea of a woman donning the chasuble and celebrating Mass.I recall
a nun once arguing with a priest about the fact that she could not administer the Sacrament of
the Sick to the dying in the hospital where she was appointed “chaplain”.She apologised that
she had to call the local clergyman and interrupt his lunch to bring him in to anoint an elderly
woman.She said angrily, “If only I had a penis I could anoint the sick myself!”The priest smiled
and responded calmly, “Oh, I tend to use my thumb ...”I find that many of the women who argue
for women’s ordination would not really want to be a priest themselves. But it is for them the
principle of the thing. It’s a justice issue.More often than not, unless you know a priest well,
women as well as lay men have little understanding of what a priest does for most of the
week.Like, what do my parishioners think I am doing right now? None would imagine I am sitting
here in shorts and t-shirt on a Wednesday morning writing a book with which I hope to
undermine their confidence in the celibacy of their priests!Surprisingly, people don’t see the 167
hours between the last Sunday’s Mass as occupying any importance whatsoever.As far as many
Catholics are concerned, saying Mass on Sunday and doing the odd wedding or funeral is all a
priest does. They have no conception of the loneliness and isolation that many a priest feels as
he single-handedly ministers to the countless circumstances that he is faced with. I would not
wish this existence onto any woman.Any cursory surfing of the Internet or perusal of YouTube
videos will give you a vague idea of how many frauds there are in the Church. Not just priests
who have been exposed in secret relationships, but priests who view child porn on the internet,
have clandestine homosexual trysts in the Vatican, priests having gay lovers or fake priests
raising funds by conducting bogus retreats or missions.But one of the most bizarre Australian
priestly fraudsters was revealed on March 9, 2008. He was a much loved newly ordained young
priest who lied to his flock about having inoperable cancer. Naturally money came in to assist
him in the short amount of time he supposedly had left. He then claimed he used the money they
gave him to help pay for a trip to Lourdes for a "miracle cure".When Father Richard Abourjaily's
lies about having prostate cancer were uncovered, he was condemned as "delusional" by the
head of the Catholic Church, Cardinal George Pell, and suspended from his duties at All Hallows
Parish Church at Five Dock in Sydney's inner west.But his adoring parishioners were left
bewildered and hurt by the actions of the 29-year-old priest whom they welcomed into their
hearts and homes since his ordination the year before. News reports of his exposure all claimed
that he was much loved and his motives for inventing his illness were undisclosed.To many who



knew him, Father Abourjaily was the pin-up boy, a model priest. When he was ordained, he was
pictured on the front page of The Catholic Weekly and was quoted as saying that he wanted to
show "the truth and beauty of our faith" and prayed "for all the people I'll come into contact with
during my life as a priest". His enthusiasm won over the young people at All Hallows where he
featured prominently in advertisements promoting World Youth Day in 2008.Distressed
parishioners who came to hear of their idolised priest’s illness, rallied to support Father
Abourjaily when they heard he had prostate cancer and was asking them to pray for a miracle so
that he could beat the illness.When Father Abourjaily was ordained, parishioners, friends and
family all followed Catholic tradition and presented him with gifts of money. A few months later,
he is understood to have used some of this money to help pay for his trip to seek a "cure" at
Lourdes in France.Naturally when news of his deception came to the hierarchy he was relieved
of his duties and dismissed from the priesthood.Privately, the lying priest has confided that the
prostate cancer rumour snowballed because he was too embarrassed to admit he had a
prostate problem that could possibly be linked to a sexually transmitted disease.The Cardinal of
Sydney, George Pell who had previously been a strong promoter of the young priest told the
media at the time: "Father Abourjaily is not functioning as a Catholic priest because of his
delusional statements and behaviour. I regret this situation and hope he soon returns to full
health. As is customary in these situations, he is being provided for in a basic way."But it wasn’t
the first time this priest had fabricated medical problems. It was later discovered that before
Father Abourjaily was ordained in Sydney he had been sent home from the arch-conservative
Latin Mass community, The Priestly Fraternity of St. Peter Seminary in Lincoln Nebraska for
telling similar lies about his health.Was the fraudulent priest’s motivation greed or fear of being
discovered to be sexually active? No one will probably ever know the truth, unless he writes a
book to publicise his near success. But one thing is certain, priests can be liars and no one
would have expected that.Manly Seminary Staff and AssociatesI should have known from my
very first minutes of entering Manly Seminary I was not meant to be there. As I excitedly
ascended the winding staircase leading to the first year student’s dormitory with two bags
containing all my earthly possessions I was whistling a happy tune. The sound of my whistling
echoed up the cavernous, empty stairwell and I enjoyed the sound immensely as it mingled with
the cool air of ancient austerity.Suddenly my joy was broken harshly by a yet unknown voice
which boomed from above.“Shut up that fucking whistling! This is not a fucking aviary!” an angry
voice bellowed.



a serious reader, “a must-read for anyone interested in the RC church. I would recommend this
book to anyone who is Roman Catholic and/or who is interested in the ongoing saga of sexual
abuse of children and adults, by clergy, brothers and nuns of the RC church. Fr Kevin Lee
performed a courageous and very difficult act in writing this book. Difficult because it is long,
detailed, and heartbreaking and covers many years of his life and experiences, from high school
through seminary through priesthood. Very interesting to me was that Fr Lee manages to
elucidate the WHYs of clergy sexual abuse and how priests can even convince themselves and
each other, through the use of the Confessional, to believe that they have done nothing wrong
and that their victims have not even been hurt! Whilst a priest may forget the whole thing,
victims commit suicide even years after the fact! This book primarily addresses child abuse but
it also addresses the adult women and adult men who have been and continue to be the victims
of supposedly celibate clergy. This is a world-wide tragedy still underway every day, in every part
of the world. Fr Lee argues, and I agree, that the RC policy of mandatory celibacy is cruel,
inhumane, absurd and needs to be abolished. It drives priests to nearly "insane" behaviors
which, if they were allowed instead to have "normal" sexual lives, would often never occur. The
RC church needs to abolish mandatory celibacy and needs to do it ASAP before more lives are
ruined, including priests, brothers, nuns, children and adults. I could go on here but I will leave
the reader instead to read this book for more comprehensive information and arguments. Was
Fr Lee angry when he wrote parts of this?  Yes indeed.  Are a lot of victims?  Even more so.”

the seeker, “Needs to be read. While not a catholic and I, think it often best not to comment on
exposes of institutions I am not part of, in this case I will. First because I live in the area covered
by this book and Kevin Lee’s story. Also because I know people who were closely associated
with Lee. I also believe the issues dealt with go way beyond the borders of the catholic church.
Lee’s style is that of a man who sees life in terms of black or white, there is no neutral. The
reader either comes to terms with his style or doesn’t. While at times I found his style a bit full on
I determined to look beyond the style to the importance of the issues covered and Lee’s passion
for his subject.This is a warts and all book, there is no room for niceties and what he describes
at times can be quite horrifying. He doesn’t even hold back on himself and while he explains the
reasons for what he has done I did not detect any attempt to justify himself. For me the book was
saying that celibacy has been a failure for the church. Worse than that celibacy has been a blight
on the church and resulted in horrific consequences. Lee is saying that the inability of many
priests to remain celebrate has resulted in a face saving cover up by the church. Under the cloak
of this cover up paedofiles have gained a foothold and are able to carry on their horrific practices
with minimal censure. Lee’s frustration at this situation oozes out of every page. Lee himself
married a Filipino woman some two years ago while still a priest and was forced out of the
priesthood. Lee then established a new life for himself in the Philippines. They had a daughter in



late 2013 and Lee was killed in the typhoon which struck the Philippines a couple of months
later.In his book Lee does not hold back, he names names. Many of those who read this book
will know or have been affected by those mentioned.It is a powerful, shocking book that makes
real what we hear about in the news headlines.”

Marie M., “Highly recommend. I found this book to be a successful reflection of the current
abuses and scandals that the Catholic Church is unfortunately plagued with. The writer did an
efficient job at clearly explaining the mechanisms of abuse, the effect and devastation on
victims, and also a proposed path and method of healing. He also talks about possible ways the
Church can move forward and bring justice to those guilty of crimes and bring possible renewal
to the church. I recommend this book to anyone affected by these issues and feel that this book
is highly 'enlightening'.”

tricia ann fairlie, “Required Reading. Courageous and honest revelations anda magnificent
readTogether with his views on how the Catholic Church needs to change”

Kelly Gordon, “Wow!!. What a shocking read this is. I couldn't put the book down. Highly
recommend reading this book especially if you're Catholic!”

Jeanbo, “A dark and revealing account of the Catholic Church in Australia from one of their own..
Unholy Silence reveals what really goes on from within the Catholic Church and its attempts to
cover up the truth. A highly recommended read.”

Graham Lucas, “Interesting reading. I knew of the author. I found this a very descriptive book
regarding his dealings with others in the church. I also found it very interesting reading and well
written.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 16 people have provided feedback.
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