
Fewer of us are in the pews, but that
doesn’t mean we don’t seek answers

Amanda
Fiscina

You say Facebook, I say Facadebook
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Ifirst used Facebook in 2008
to reconnect with people
from my past. My college

sorority sisters and I can credit
Facebook for the first reunion
we had had in years. I used it
to communicate the news of a
family death, which was much
easier than sending out 30 text
messages or emails about the
services.

I had been “inboxed” by a
few men trolling Facebook to
see whether I wanted to date
them. I live on Long Island.
These men lived in Montana,
Nebraska, Florida and even
England. I’m not sure
whether they were desperate
for a date or were beginning
to work some kind of scam.

Somewhere around 2013-14,
Facebook began to morph
into Facadebook for me.

I was irritated by daily

posts with photo montages
about the food people were
eating, and by people “check-
ing in at George Martins in
RVC, NY.” A quick look on
that couple’s page would tell
you they live in Merrick, so
any good burglar could calcu-
late the time needed take to
rob them blind. I also saw
“Staycation getaway long
overdue!” from a couple
announcing their check-in at
Gurney’s Montauk Resort &
Seawater Spa. Take your time
Mr. Burglar.

A woman posted, “I’m so
lucky because I married my
best friend 15 years ago and
we never fight about money
and we never go to bed
angry!!”

Really? You’re that happy?
All the time?

Another woman wrote,
“Here I am with the love of my
life!” (Read: not married, but

wants to be, so she’ll post a
public declaration of love. That
way if he does leave, he looks
like a jerk.)

Someone posted a picture of
an aborted fetus on my time-
line to show his view on that
issue. Sigh. (Yes, Facebook, I
am sure I want to block this
person.) It doesn’t matter
whether I agree. It shouldn’t be
on Facebook.

There are also messages
such as, “Share this post if you
hate cancer” or “We need 1,000
likes to save this baby.”

First of all, cancer is cancer
and no one likes it. Second,
does anyone really think that
there are surgeons in sterile
garb, scalpels poised in the air,
hovering over a deathly ill
baby and waiting for the thou-
sandth “like” on Facebook to
start operating?

It’s a façade. I picture a
young hacker twisting his long

mustache and laughing some-
where in his crazy room.

The truth is, it’s your page
and you can post what you
want. I post things I find inspi-
rational or funny, or to pro-
mote my artwork, but those
posts are few and far between.

I am a happy person. I do
not feel the need to post every
emotion on Facebook. Nor do I
feel the need to change my
relationship status. I have had
a few serious relationships and
lived with two different men
since I began using Facebook,
and I have never once changed
my relationship status. Why?
Because my happiness does
not depend on whether I am in
a relationship. Nor do I care
whether people think I am
happy. If you know me, you
know.

While Facebook can be used
effectively as a communication
tool, the door is wide open to

all sorts of messages. With the
genuinely hopeful and positive
posts come the façade posts of
how people wish their lives
could be or what they want
people to think.

But the ever-loving point is, as
soon as your personal happiness
does not depend on another
person’s viewpoint, you
transcend it and shazam!
Happiness can be yours.

Reader Maureen
Cronin lives in
Long Beach.
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An adorable baby in her
mom’s arms. Grandpar-
ents shushing toddler

grandchildren. Attentive cou-
ples in their 50s. Teary-eyed
widows. Communion students
filling out workbooks.

And then there’sme onmost
Sundays—a 27-year-old trying
to summon every bit of self-con-
trol not to sneak a peek atmy
phone on the pew next tome at
Mass at St. IgnatiusMartyr
Church in Long Beach.

You contemplate as you look
around any room and find
you’re the only one of your
generation. I can usually count
on one (or no) hand other
millennials attending the ser-
vice on a given Sunday. Some-
times I chuckle at the “young
adult” events listed in the
weekly bulletin because they
actually mean high schoolers,
not 20-something millennials.

I attend Mass for several

reasons. The simplest is senti-
mental — it’s one of the few
connections to the religious
grandparents I never met and
the basis of many family tradi-
tions. Others are mostly selfish
— I like the hour of peace to
unplug from all my devices,
particularly because of news
alerts about the ugly horrors of
the world. I need that silence
to figure out how to cope.

I respect that going to
church is a personal decision,
so I don’t judge my peers who
don’t. But many millennials
don’t go and have far less
religious affiliation than previ-
ous generations. According to
Pew Research Center:
] Only 27 percent of millenni-
als say they attend religious
services each week.
] 4 in 10 of the youngest mil-
lennials pray daily, compared
with 6 in 10 baby boomers and
two-thirds of those over 70.
] 4 in 10 millennials say reli-
gion is very important in their
lives, compared with more
than half in the older genera-
tional cohorts.

Realistically, it’s not heresy
or new that young generations
are less religious than older
ones. After all, it’s the time in
your life when you question
authority and a time when
you’re distant from the tribula-
tions of midlife and death that
attract people to faith.

As our age group says it’s
losing its religion, though, the
rest of the nation is still enam-
ored. Evangelical Christian
voters increased their already
outsized influence on the Iowa

caucuses andRepublican poli-
tics,making up 64 percent of
caucusgoers, up from 57 percent
in 2012, according to polls.

Here’s what the Pew data
don’t show, though: The major-
ity of millennials may not
worship on Sundays and may
even reject stodgy religious
institutions, but that does not
mean they reject faith entirely.

We still strive tomake sense
of tragic events, whether a
terrorist attack, or when one of
our own dies.When a friend I

grewupwith—whobecame a
NewYorkCity police officer—
was fatally shot on duty last year,
we tried to understand. Some
prayed. Some posted prayers on
socialmedia. Others attended
the funeral. All searched for
answers.

A lot of us would say we
don’t turn to religion for help,
but many do subconsciously.
Post an inpirational quote on
Instagram? That’s faith’s reas-
suring words. Use dating sites
like JDate or Christian Mingle?
Those wedding date waiting
lists at church and synagogues?
It all shows we haven’t stopped
believing.

It’s fitting that on Saturday
nights when Journey’s “Don’t
Stop Believin’” comes on at a
bar filled with 20-somethings
— you know, the ones not at
Mass the next day — it’s a
singalong that could only be
rivaled by a classic Billy Joel or
Backstreet Boys track.

It’s an anthem to better days
ahead, and asking listeners to
keep the faith. Will more mil-
lennials “hold on to that
feelin’?” I hope so.

Amanda Fiscina is an online
producer for Newsday Opinion.

SEND AN ESSAY about life on Long Is-
land (about 550 words) to express-
way@newsday.com, or to Express-
way/Opinion Dept., Newsday, 235
Pinelawn Road, Melville, NY 11747. Es-
says will be edited and may be repub-
lished in all media.

For millennials, a great disconnect
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