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Confiteor 
(I confess)
A photo essay by 
Tomaso Clavarino >

Thousands of cases of 
child abuse by priests and 
church members have been 
reported to the Vatican.

This is a journey 
into the victims’ 
memories, their 
scars, their silence.

“During summer
camp, he slipped 
into my sleeping bag. 
I was paralyzed.”
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“Before I was abused, I was a happy, smiling child. I 
loved my family and I was curious about the world. I 
became a nervous, distracted and alienated teenager 
who grew into an intoxicated, nihilistic individual, 
without explanation until I became conscious again of 
what had happened. 

“By that time, I was 30 years old. 

“From that moment on, I had to put the relationship 
with my family right. I now find myself with enormous 
conflicts on a sexual, social and spiritual level.

“These are images and feelings that one cannot 
simply wash away. They stay in the mind and in the 
heart, mining every second, complicating every 
simple thing and reducing any future hope. 

“Abuses pollute the mind to the point that happiness 
is impossible to attain.”

“During 
summer camp, 
he slipped 
into my 
sleeping 
bag. I was 
paralyzed.” 
Mirko — at the 
age he began 
suffering 
abuse, below; 
and today, far 
right — who 
was sexually 
assaulted in 
the woods 
pictured at 
top. He wrote a 
letter detailing 
the process 
he’s been 
through, at 
right.

“The velvet trousers,
those I’ll never forget. 
He was always wearing velvet trousers.”

As a boy, Francesco was abused 
for several years by a priest in 
Liguria, Italy. The first abuse 
occurred at a church — at left — 
in the small village of Spotorno. 
He’s now an activist for Rete 
L’Abuso, fighting for the rights of 
victims of clerical molestation. 
The archival photo at bottom 
shows Francesco with friends at 
the age of first abuse. 

“He got up, put
his trousers back on 

and used the sink near 
the room’s window. 

The sink was a luxury 
afforded only to adults in 
that area of the convent. 

He combed his hair and 
put some eau de

cologne on his face.”

Emilio was abused for several years in 
a building that’s now a cinema, above. 

At right, he sits in his car in the small 
town of Acri. He’s since written a book 

about his experiences as a child.

“In the pool,
he approached me. 
He touched me.”

— T.

More than 
60 deaf and 
dumb children 
were sexually 
abused at 
the Provolo 
Institute in 
Verona. All 
came from 
humble origins. 
A night view of 
the institute is 
pictured on the 
previous page. 

Don Trotta chose 
many of his victims 
(one is pictured 
below) from 
children playing 
for the local 
football team in 
Pietramontecorvino. 
Below right, the 
prison in which Don 
Trotta will spend 
18 years for his 
offenses. 


