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"Blessing to Be Human"

Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Hilloren pose for camera on the
campus of the Illinois Institute of Teclmology in Chicago.

The following is a condens-
ed version of an account from
“Why Priests Leave,” a book
recently published by Haw-
thorne Books, Inc. in which
individual priests tell why
they left the priesthood. Kil-
loren was a Jesuit priest in

charge of student affairs at

Sogang College in Seoul in
1964 when he met Jo Anne
Lee, a young Korean student.

He later served as president

of Daegun College in Kwang-
ju. The Killorens now live on
the campus of the Illinois

Institute of Technology, Chi-
cago, where Killoren serves

on the faculty. Mrs. Killoren

is enrolled at the institute

working for her master’s de-
gree in psychology.—ED.

By Kenneth E. Killoren

To ask why I left the priest-

hood first demands an answer
to why I joined the priest-

hood, and to answer that, I

must go back 30 years and
more; I wanted to do a work
on this earth that had a sure-

fire eternal effect. I thought
the priesthood was the best
and most direct way to

achieve this, which it is.

But as I lived my priestly

life, I began to see more and
more that other great works
and other states of lives have
tremendous eternal potency.
The question of my leaving

Is often put to me like this:

What went wrong? Where did
I fail? Why did I lose my
way? I shouldn’t have looked
back once I had made my
choice. I shouldn’t have fallen

in love with a mere girl after

having loved God as a priest.

I shouldn’t belong to any wom-
an once I had belonged to the
church.
No one had suspected, not

family, not friends, not even
unfriendly eyes. I often
wondered why they didn’t see
the doubt in my face and the
hesitation in my heart. Now
it was really hard to find

someone to talk to. Who would
believe I was in love?

I pushed myself through the
door of my confessor’s room.
He was a saintly old Colum-
ban father in Kwangju whom I

admired. I knew what he
would say and he said it, kind-
ly but with strong opposition.
We fought it out several
times, and his opposition
strengthened my resolve. I

loved this girl and would love
her in the future, but just how
was not clear to me. I would
not give her up. If necessary,
I would give up the priest-

hood first...

Finally one morning I sat up
in bed and took out a piece of
paper and wrote; “Dearest
Darling Jo Anne: This is a
letter you shall never forget.

I am asking you to marry me
after I get the permission
from the church. Please take
your time in answering. I will

wait a year or two if you need
that much time. I hope you
don’t.”

No Doubt

There wasn’t even a shadow
of doubt that the church
would grant me my request.

In early July, I received the
long awaited letter from Jo
Anne: “Yes, I accept your
loving proposal of marriage.
Yes, we will marry. I can
hardly contain my happiness
and can hardly wait to see you
in Seoul and hear your words
of acceptance.”
The Jesuit world was a very

busy one those hectic July
days of 1967. We had a re-
treat planned in Seoul which
all the Jesuits in Korea world
attend and we would talk
about our Jesuit community
life. I arrived a day early in
Seoul and spent it all at Jo

Anne’s room. What a loving
and long embrace we had. We
repeated our promises of love
and marriage and waiting for
the permission of the church.
We put rings on each other’s
fingers with words of promise
of marriage. We had former
class rings, and they served
as engagement rings. In my
heart, that was the marriage
itself, needing only the
church’s blessing of it, so sure
to come someday.
The mission consultors had

only one solution, that I leave
Korea as quickly and as quiet-

ly as possible. I did not accept
this at once but said I must
consult with Jo Anne.

I went to her second floor

room at her boarding house.
She was waiting for me with
great anxiety. I told her brief-

ly that I had been asked to
leave Korea as soon as pos-
sible.

“Do you want to go? she
asked.

“No, of course not. But it

will be easier on Sogang Col-
lege, the Jesuits and the Ca-
tholic church in Korea if I go.

Can you wait for me?” I

asked.

“Yes, I will wait even years
if necessary,” she added in her
tears. “You’d better go now
and continue to obey imtil you
are free.”

Personal Love

Many of the acts in the fol-

lowing days seemed to be lack-
ing personal love from my Je-
suits. I had never noitced this

before. But maybe I should
not have expected kindness
and help at that time.

I wish I could have re-
mained an active priest, I
could not keep that life of
priesthood without accepting
the burden of celibacy. I want-
ed to love Jo Anne first and
above priesthood, so priest-
hood had to go. I didn’t fool

myself that my love of Jo
Anne would be a platonic one. •

I wanted to join and unite with
her in every way possible

—

in body, mind, soul, house,
money, job, recreation and
free time.

On Sept. 2, 1967, the
morning atfer I arrived back
In my home province in Mil-
waukee I had a heart-to-heart
talk with my provincial. Fa-
ther Joseph Sheehan. We both
cried like two dear brothers.
He begged me to go slowly
and take another month or
more before I made my for-

mal application to leave —
“handing in my papers” it

was called in recreation room
slang. How could I refuse such
a plea to think and pray again
about staying and working

with him and others as a
priest and as a Jesuit?
On Nov. 1, 1967, I handed in

all my papers of request and
reasons to be freed of the ob-
ligation of celibacy and of the
religious vows. This is what
is meant by laicization—to be-
come the same as a layman.
True to his word. Father

Sheehan accepted my papers
and gave me a long, heart
felt embrace as we parted in
his office. The papers went
speedily to Rome and on
through their full course of
handling until the final ap-
proval of Pope Paul on July
15, 1968,

Long Waiting

Jo Anne had come to the
United States in late March,
1968, greatly helped by Father
John Daly’s kindly assistance
on passport and visa matters.
We two then began our long
wait together for the pernhs-
sion to marry in the church.
The day of the wedding was

set, and after the usual mar-
riage license and blood tests,

the arrangements for a quiet
ceremony in a private chapel
were completed. At the wed-
ding mass on Aug. :10, i968,

Jo Anne and I proudly held
each other’s hands and before
the priest and two witnesses
promised imion until death.
At the Communion time of

the nuptial mass, I was .‘-lar-

tled to see the chalice of the
Precious Food being offered
to us along with Christ’s body
in the host. I knew this could
be done at weddings, but I had
not specifically requested it.

Happily I sipped the saving
Blood of Christ, even though
I did not consecrate it as I
had done exactly 5,303 times
before I had left the priest-
hood. But now to share this
heavenly food with my wife
was a pleasure unexplainable
to one who is just a priest or
just a newly married man.
Only the laicized priest kiiows
the glory of that moment.
What a blessing it is to be

down on the human level
again. I feel more secure of
my eternity as a noncelibate
layman than I did as a celi-

bate priest. I will serve my
God and my church as an or-
dinary layman and seek hea-
ven by ordinary paths. No
more for me is the lofty but
lonely pedestal of the priest-
hood as it exists today. I want
and need the warm, human
love of a woman as my wife
to help me live a better life

on earth and to help me reach
heaven. I thank God for her
and for the permission grant-
ed to me by the church to
have her as my proper wife
in the eyes of God and men.
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