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The Story of Terry and Fred

How it all began...

By Terry & Fred Quinn

e begin with the setting
and background of the
story. Ordained in 1961,

Fred left the clerical priesthood in
1969 and then worked as a
counselor at a vocational training
center for minorities in Bedford
Stuyvesant, Brooklyn. He then
worked as a rehabilitation counselor
for the Federal Rehabilitation
Commission. In 1973 he became
the director of a counseling, testing
and job placement center for ex-
offenders in Jersey City. In 1978 he
became a Trainer/Manager
coordinating continuing education
programs for health care workers.
He began working at Kessler
Institute in West Orange, N.J. in
1980 as a rehabilitation counselor
and eventually became director of
the Vocational Rehabilitation
Department in East Orange. He
retired after 18 years of service in
1998. Before retiring he had begun
a ministry as a storyteller and then
continued as a professional
storyteller, first in schools and then
in nursing homes throughout the
state of New Jersey and parts of
Pennsylvania. He is truly immersed
in this ministry, particularly
storytelling in the dementia units of
nursing homes. He has been the
president of the Garden State
Storytellers for the past two years.

Terry joined the Sisters of St.
Dominic of Caldwell, N.J. in 1959 and
taught at our Lady of the Lake in
Verona, N.J. from 1961 to 1968, then
for five months at St. Peter & Paul in
Hoboken, NJ. After leaving the

convent, she worked at a school in
Jersey City from 1969 to 1970.
Subsequently, she became the mother of
Martin, Marisa and Monica, substituted
in Jersey City and Rahway and then
began working in Rahway N.J. public
schools in 1980 till the present.
Although she has taught five different
grade-levels and substituted in all, her
first love and ministry is to first graders.
Terry and Fred are both members of the
Inclusive Community and Fred has
been a member of the clergy team since
February of 2006. And now for the
story...(told by Fred and Terry in the
first person).

FRED - I and three other priests
friends were able to convince the
Archbishop to allow us to live among
the people in an alternate living
experiment in a low-income tenement.
One of the priests was Bob Call, a
member of CORPUS who was recently
jailed for his peaceful protest at the
School of the Americas. Another was
Jack Egan, author and peace and justice
activist. (Bob and Jack are also
godfathers of my daughters Monica and
Marisa.) The other was a Jesuit priest
who was a college professor. With the
surprising blessing of the Archbishop,
we served the community most of
whom were Hispanic and African
American. Three of us were fluent in
Spanish. One day in early summer I
decided to take part in a demonstration
against the Redevelopment Agency
because they were about to demolish
some of the housing for the poor, most
of whom were African-American and
Hispanic. This was being done in order

to make way for more expensive
housing.

TERRY - Meanwhile I had just
graduated from Caldwell College after
studying during the summers and on
weekends. Some of the sisters were
beginning to pursue Masters degrees
and some were studying catechetics in
the aftermath of Vatican II. I had been
working with the parents at my parish
to make the Eucharist more of a family
celebration and T asked to study
catechetics. I was told that I couldn’t but
that I could study French, which had
been my major. However, I had never
been allowed to teach French and I felt
inadequate in following that course of
study and the sister in charge agreed.
Therefore I had nothing to do for the
summer. Little did the Caldwell
Dominicans know that they were to
change the course of my life and
become unwitting matchmakers or
“yentas” for me because it was then that
1 saw a posting on the door for teachers
for a “Summer in the City” poverty
program in Jersey City. Surprisingly, my
local superior gave me permission to
work in the program. Guess where I
went on one of my first days in the city?
You guessed it! —I went to protest
against the Redevelopment Agency and
joined the picket line, the same picket
line Father Fred Quinn had joined. We
saw each other and smiled.

FRED - After the demonstration I
joined Terry and some others for a cup
of coffee. We quickly became friends.
We found that we were both the oldest
child in large families and had similar
philosophies of life. I invited Terry and
one of the other nuns to a Mass in my
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apartment. I celebrated Mass and something made me play
the song "The Elusive Butterfly of Love.” I have forgotten
the words of my sermon, but not the prophetic words of the
song or the smiles Terry and I exchanged.

TERRY - | accepted Fred’s invitation and went to the
apartment with my new friend Ann who was a sister of St.
Joseph of Peace. Ann was wearing “regular clothes.” Since the
community had just changed to a shorter habit, I figured
changes were going to happen very fast so I also wore some
“regular clothes” that I had borrowed from my sister.
Remember this was the end of the 60’s and we were in the
throes of change with the hope of so much more! Ann and I
loved the Mass that Fred celebrated and he invited us to go
with a few others to a restaurant on our first day off. Because
we were in what was for us our first experience of freedom
since entering the convent, this was an exhilarating time. We
had such hopes for the future of the church.

FRED - We went to a restaurant with a group of priests,
nuns and seminarians and deepened our friendship. We went
on several outings after that, to movies, to New York- some
with others and some alone. We realized we were at the
beginning of a different kind of relationship, which involved
deeper feelings of love. At first I think we thought that it was
a wonderful friendship, but gradually we knew that it was
much more than that. When the summer program was
ending, Terry and the group she was working with helped the
kids put on a musical show for the community. Some of the
clergy who were working in the area attended. I was one of
them of course. I surprised Terry with a poem I had written
for her. I gave it to her in the back of St. Peter’s School
auditorium. She was surprised and touched and didn’t quite
know what to say. Moreover, we couldn’t communicate as we
would have liked in that setting. The following is the poem
that I wrote:

1 knew that you were there all the time,

Ewer since my mother hugged me to her breast.

I saw glimpses of you in many smiling faces,

In my school books,

The teenage wonder of lifes hidden mysteries.

Your checks come forth from Pennsylvania mountains,
Your eyes from tree-lined paths and moon—filled lakes,
Your laugh from very old and gentle peple,

Your soul from a thousand patches of mystery.

1 can’t say more-because it’s just beginning,

Just knowing you were there all the time

And that somehow you will always be there.

We got to spend a little more time together and then Terry
had to go to her new assignment at St. Peter and Paul in
Hoboken teaching 5th grade. Again the Caldwell
Dominicans were unwitting instruments of bringing us
together, because now Terry was about 20 minutes from the
apartment I lived in on Grove St. Terry got involved in a
Saturday program for the youth in the area, thus having some
opportunity to see me there. We also wrote to each other
during the week. In one of the letters Terry included a
Chinese poem she had discovered that expressed the grief of
a woman who was separated from the one she loves because
she lives in a far away village. The woman goes on to say that
there is a river that flows by her home that also flows past the
village of her lover. Whenever she looks out on the river she
thinks of him. Terry wrote that there was a park across the
street from her convent where she could see the Hudson
River. She would walk in the park, look out at the river, and
think of me. I cried when I read the letter. I realized that I
was really very much in love with Terry, but we both went on
with our work in the city feeling a commitment to the people
and children we were working with. However, two days
before Christmas, I received a call from the Knights of
Columbus offering me a load of toys. I had given toys to
many needy families during the week so I almost declined.
Suddenly, I had an inspiration. I accepted the toys gratefully
and filled the station wagon. I then called Terry’s convent and
asked for the Mother Superior. I told her that I had been
given an over abundance of toys and thought that the

Terry included a Chinese
poem she had discovered
that expressed the grief of
- a woman who was sepa-
rated from the one she
loves because she lives in a
Jfar away village. The woman goes on fo say
that there is a river that flows by her home
that also flows past the village of her lover.
Whenewer she looks out on the river she

thinks of him.
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children in Hoboken might like to have them. Sister knew
that I worked in the same program that Terry worked at on
Saturdays and said, “What a wonderful thought, Father. By
all means, come right over.” I went over and rang the convent
bell. Terry answered and, shocked to see me, exclaimed,
“What are you doing here?” I said, “I'm not here to see you.
I’'m here to see your Superior. "Her superior came along and
said, “Welcome, Father.” “Sister Anne Joseph, take Father into
the visitor’s room.” She then left. I closed the door of the
visitor’s room and took Terry into my arms and kissed her.
Terry became very nervous and had to summon all her
strength to regain her composure when the Sisters arrived to
get the toys.

TERRY - Well, that was December. By January, I knew that
I couldn't stay in the convent any longer. I had tried to stay
because of my class. They were 58 fifth graders who were
quite needy. However, I felt that I would be living a lie and
couldn’t continue. So, with much sadness and trepidation, I
asked to be released from my vows. I had made final vows the
previous year. This was a hard decision because I loved my
teaching ministry. Even though we lived through some
grueling rules and ridiculous strictures, I had affection for
many of the sisters I had lived with. Only two other
classmates had left thus far. I loved my classmates. We had
gone through a lot together. I thought of my family, but knew
that ultimately they would support and help me. My sister,
who passed suddenly eleven years ago, was my best friend and
gave me clothes and support. There isn't a day that I don’t
miss her. My classmates were and always have been
wonderful. They are fantastic human beings devoted to the
poor, to the environment and to just creatively living lives
reflecting the divinity within them. We have a reunion every
year and Fred is the secretary of our class! When we all
celebrated the 25th jubilee we stood up together and so did
the husbands that were present. Therefore, the decision to
leave was a must for me, but not easy. However, I was lucky in
that I had a contact from working in the poverty program in
Jersey City, and a teacher was badly needed at one of the
schools. Therefore, I was able to get a job in February. The
class was very difficult and an apostolate in itself, which
helped to focus my attention on others. During this time I
was also seeing Fred, and it was tough for him because I had
left, and he was soul searching, as he will describe.

FRED - During this time I was trying to come to grips with
church teaching. After Humanae Vitae came out I reacted
with anger, thinking about the many people who were hurt by
the Church’s teaching on birth control especially the women

My classmates were and
always have been won-
derful. They are fantastic
human beings devoted to
the poor, to the environ-
ment and to just creative-
by living lives reflecting the divinity within
them. We have a reunion every year and
Fred is the secretary of our class! When we
all celebrated the 25th jubilee we stood up
together and so did the husbands that were
present. Therefore, the decision to leave was
a must for me, but not easy.

in the barrio who very often were left alone to raise large
families while their husbands went back to their homeland. I
brought Terry to visit some of these families. Significantly,
when I brought her with me, they were always happy to meet
her, and would offer us what little they had, sometimes just a
glass of juice or water. Divorce was another subject that
bothered me. The promise of healthy change from Vatican II
seemed to be somewhat choked off. Our earlier hopes were
dashed. I started to wonder how I would be able to continue
as a priest. In June of that year I filed for laicization. I don't
know if it was peculiar to our diocese, but it took 16 months
for those papers to come through. So Terry and I married
each other in front of a squirrel in Central Park in August
and then at a civil ceremony near her parent’s home during
the school Christmas vacation. When permission from Rome
finally arrived the following year, we were married in a quiet
ceremony in the chancery office by the same archbishop who
had ordained me. There were four people in the chancery that
day, the Archbishop, a classmate of mine and Terry and
myself. I know my Irish father was happier and my sweet
Jewish mother was just happy to baby-sit for Martin who had
been born a few months before. We are also the parents of
Marisa and Monica and always made sure our children, like
the children in Hoboken, had plenty of toys. It’s an old family
tradition! As a matter of fact, our daughter Monica just got
her BFA in Toy Design!





