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  Dedication


  To the Mother of my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ… Mary most Holy! You who untied the knot of disobedience that Eve tied. You who was given enmity with the ancient dragon, and said “yes” to God to be the “Full of Grace” and bear salvation to the world! You who crushed the head of the serpent! You who have adopted me, prayed for me and guided me to your Son!


  I dedicate this book to you my Lady! I pray that you will whisper the names of all who read this book into the ear of your Son, the King of kings and the Lord of lords. Surely, He will not refuse your request. Ask Him my dear Lady to grant His grace that we maybe moved to daily conversion. May we, like you, have the courage to pray, Fiat Voluntas Tua - Thy will be done
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  Note to the Reader


  I am a Catholic Christian—unapologetically so—and you should know up front that this book assumes that worldview. The purpose of this book is not to emphasize any divisions within the Body of Christ, nor is it to provide a biblical (or, for that matter, any other) argument for the Church and her teachings.


  Rather, the purpose of this book is to help the reader overcome an addiction to pornography. To do that I am going to detail the technique I have used with incredible success for more than a decade now. I would like to make it clear that there is no separation of faith and everything else in my life. What I mean to say is, the way in which God has conquered my addiction is through my faith in Jesus the Christ, and His Catholic Church.


  If you are not Catholic, no doubt there will be some parts of my technique that will be difficult for you. I do apologize up front and pray you will stick with it all the same because this will work: I am living proof. However, I am who I am and firmly believe in the rightness of the Catholic position. Therefore, I have chosen to be me throughout the book, rather than to pretend my faith wasn’t as significant as it really is. If you would like to learn more about what the Catholic Church teaches on any particular point, I would recommend you check out the Catholic Apologetics Series on my website at http://CatholicHack.com, or from one of the resources I’ve listed in the index.


  Furthermore, I have chosen to use extensively a military/combat theme throughout the book. I can envision how this could make some feel a bit uncomfortable; again, that is not my intention.


  I have chosen this theme for two reasons. One, because not only did I serve in the military, but so did both of my grandfathers, my father, my uncle, at least two cousins, and my sister as well. As a child, I grew up on or near military bases, thus living and breathing the military way of life. Two, because the reader must understand that he or she is, in fact, fighting a war. Not a war on a physical battlefield—rather, a war in the spiritual realm. In the former, one may lose only his life, however, in the latter, he could lose his soul. By combining combat tactics with spiritual tactics I have learned how to fight the Tempter and win.


  Now I want to teach the reader to do the same.


  
    Joe McClane


    CatholicHack.com


    March 30, 2014

  


  
    

  


  Foreword


  My dear reader, what you are holding in your hand is an amazing story from a terrific storyteller. The story is a common one among the Generation Xers, Ys, and Millennials, yet few have the courage to tell it. The darkness and shame of any addiction is often the very means through which enslavement comes. Ironically, it is in the humble sharing of our stories that allows Christ’s light to penetrate the darkness and enables the wounded Christian to receive peace and ultimate freedom. Truly, as St. Francis of Assisi once said, “It is in giving that we receive.” Joe McClane has given the Church a great gift with his new book, Muscle Memory: Beating the Porn Temptation.


  I have known Joe McClane for almost eight years, and I have long admired his ability to articulate the Church’s teachings through his excellent podcasts, blogs, lectures, and interviews. Joe has a gift of evangelization, but more than that, he has a heart for helping others and, in special way, for helping men. As the founder of a men’s ministry, I know the importance of such work, but I also know that men don’t often want to be helped. Men want to figure things out on their own. They want to solve their own problems and, as a result, men often choose to remain in isolation. This is exactly what the Prince of Darkness wants, and this is definitely not the way a man can address a porn addiction. Joe McClane understands this better than anyone, and so Muscle Memory is all the more important work. Contributions like Joe’s will serve men well if they but have the courage to “take up and read” as St. Augustine once did and wrote about in his Confessions.


  In the spirit of the Confessions of St. Patrick, as well as the aforementioned Augustine, Joe has taken up the task to share his faith journey to the betterment of others. I have written and spoken of my own journey towards recovery and freedom from the chains of pornography and its many accompanying bad habits, and I can tell you that every time I share my story, I feel the sentiments of St. Paul: “When I am weak, then I am strong” (2 Corinthians 12:10).


  I say often to men that they must learn to lead with their weakness. This is not something that comes easily for men, but they must acquire this important way of humility. It is the humble man that overcomes addiction. The prideful man remains in isolation. The Christ-like man is humble. Jesus said, “Learn from me, for I am meek and humble of heart” (Matthew 11:29). The virtue of humility is at the core of leading with weakness, and Joe McClane knows the great power and benefits of such.


  Perhaps some new themes and news words will begin to marinate in your mind as you read Joe’s story and healing methodology. This is a positive first step. Any thoughts that you might have about this book’s application in your own life is, in itself, an act of the Holy Spirit. Allow God’s Spirit to inspire you and spur you on to your own methodology—one that is exactly suited to you.


  It is my prayer after reading this book that you will begin to see the value in accountability with other like-minded individuals. Having a band of brothers or sisters to share your journey and struggles can be a great aid in the addiction recovery process. I hope that you will continue beyond your reading to pursue deeper and richer masculine or feminine faith formation. I cannot stress the incomparable benefits of the sacraments of Reconciliation and Eucharist in addressing any sin in your life, let alone sins against chastity. Growth in virtue, especially the cardinal virtue of temperance, is a life-long work that requires much patience, perseverance, and courage.


  For those who desire healing from addiction, I say be patient and persevere. Beware of the negative self-talk that comes when one attempts to correct something that is wrong and doesn’t have success immediately. We all need help to fight the sin in our lives. Take solace in the knowledge that others have traveled that road before you. Great saints have struggled with great sins.


  St. Augustine kept saying “not yet, Lord” when it came to his own chastity. St. Teresa of Avila was thought to be the most beautiful woman of her time. She battled with pride, worldliness in her youth, and even struggled with very lustful thoughts toward the end of her life. The great St. Paul asked the Lord to take away the “thorn in his flesh” three times, but the Lord said, “My grace is sufficient for you, for my strength is made perfect in weakness” (2 Corinthians 12:7−9). Your weakness, your dominant defect, your thorn in your flesh—or whatever you want to call it—is precisely where your strength lies. God wants to do draw you closer to Him with your struggle. Embrace the struggle. Embrace the Lord Jesus Christ as you journey toward freedom and peace.


  Read and be inspired by Joe McClane’s journey as I have been. Learn from him and others who have been where you are. There is great reason for hope as we address any sin in our lives. God is merciful to those who seek His mercy. Stay close to the sacraments. Pray for those whom you have wounded through your impure past or present behavior. Pray for all those women and men who continue to willingly exploit themselves and for all those who are victims or casualties of the multi-billion dollar pornography industry. Transcend your next temptation with your next prayer. Finally, pursue and don’t doubt the future freedom that awaits you.


  May God bless you on your journey!


  Your brother in Christ,


  
    Mark Houck


    Founder


    The King’s Men, Inc.

  


  
    

  


  Chapter 1: Laying the Groundwork


  The world in which we live is composed of many objects ... and you are not one of them! You are a child of the Most High God, and you need to know you were not born to lust; rather, you were born to love. The trick is to properly understand what that means.


  I know what you want because I have been there. In your heart you cry out for freedom! You feel lost, out of control, unable to hold back your disordered passions. Society tells you nothing is wrong, it’s “normal,” but in your soul you ache for help. Every time you view pornography you are seeking satisfaction, yet you never find it. Craving it like a drug, you search out more and more graphic, tantalizing, and titillating images—and still there is no saturation. No amount of masturbation or casual sex will ever fill the void, and you are left only with your shame. You are fighting in a war. It’s a war for your soul, and I want to help you win it!


  The purpose of this book is to share with you the technique, the “battle plan,” that has been incredibly successful for me personally for more than a decade now. This technique is 100 percent successful every time it is used. Said another way, every time I have used this tactic in the spiritual combat to win the fight against temptation, I have won—without fail. It’s not magic. Rather, it is incredible by design. And when it becomes muscle memory, it is easy to use and powerful. We have some ground to cover first though. By the end of this chapter you will already see the elements of the technique in place but, first I need to give you some back-story.


  I have intentionally been brief here so that we can move quickly to the actual technique that can help free you from this terrible affliction. You can read a fuller account of my conversion story in the first chapter of Matt Fradd’s book, Delivered.1 (You can pick up a copy at http://www.mattfradddelivered.com.)


  After twenty-one years of slavery to pornography addiction and lack of sexual integrity (having inherited it at a young age from my father), I’m faced with the daily ambush of sexual temptations. In times past, I would have been a casualty of the war, indulging in every illicit thought and sordid opportunity. The shame that followed every encounter with the enemy weighed on me like a millstone around my neck. I, too, was hunting for satisfaction but only and always found nothing but shame. My shame haunted me, and I lived in a world of utter darkness for far too long.


  I grew up wanting to be just like my father, and, like him, I began living only for myself, addicted to pornography and worshiping at the altar of “me!” My father was a soldier in the Army for more than 20 years, so I became a U.S. Marine hoping to impress him. My father had many, many girlfriends, so I wanted to have many, many more! I was eager to be the kind of man that would make my father proud of me; good looking, in the best shape of my life, and having more women than even King Solomon could handle. I recall the day when, prior to leaving for boot camp, I asked my father to put a bumper sticker on his truck that said, “My Son is a U.S. Marine!” He refused; he didn’t think I would even make it through boot camp, knowing how difficult it was. My father was tough on me as a kid because I always struggled with my weight. I was disappointed, to say the least. I craved his approval and wanted his support.


  Driven to achieve something my dad would be proud of, I graduated number one out of more than 450 Marines! I was the company honor man; my name was in lights at the entrance of the Marine Recruit Depot, San Diego, California. My father drove all the way across country from Ft. Drum, New York, to see his son graduate U.S. Marine Corps boot camp!


  It was a proud moment. I just wish it had lasted longer. I was happy my mother was there, too, but since my parents’ divorce when I was six years old, I was always eager to have just a little more time with my dad. On that day, though, he only stayed a few hours before he took off. He wanted to head back early so he could stop off and see yet another women. This was normal operation growing up… trying to find time for me in my dad’s busy sex life. Although my father had this incredible flaw, he was—and still is—not all bad. My father loved me and wanted the best for me. It’s just that he looked at the world through a broken and clouded lens that blurred his vision. As a result, his choices had lasting consequences for both him and me.


  Leaving boot camp I felt like I was set loose on the world, indestructible, a proud U.S. Marine! I was in terrific physical shape and wanted to live it to the full, at least according to the standard of society: a hedonistic life. From California to Tennessee back to California and off to Hawaii, no good-looking girl was safe near me. I was living the “good life” until one day when I drove one young lady to an abortion mill in 1994. That day would change everything.


  She was eighteen and living with her sister and her sister’s husband who was a Staff Sergeant attached to my unit. He and I worked second and third shifts, and we got to know one another pretty well. He began inviting me over to his house for dinner and to hang out on the weekends. Taking full advantage of the situation, I began sleeping with his sister-law, and even his wife on one occasion. As usual, I grew bored pretty quickly. As “luck” would have it, my roommate got to know this girl as well, so I dumped her, giving him a chance to step in and myself an easy way out. I wanted to move on to bigger and better conquests.


  It was a about a month later that I received the phone call; it was her on the other end. ”Hey, I’m pregnant,” she said, her voice trembling, “and am not sure if it’s yours or Mike’s. I’m scared, and I’m not sure what to do. I think I want to get an abortion.” I listened to how nervous she was, my mind racing, trying to think of what to say, wondering how I would get out of this mess. My father taught me to not get caught like this. “Wow, you have got to be kidding me!” I thought, “There is no way I want to be tied down with this chick.” I quickly responded “Yes, an abortion, that sounds like a good idea. Do you need money for that? Tell you what, I will even drive you there!” I drove her to Honolulu and checked her into the clinic. I waited with her until the nurse called her name. I watched her go around the corner, then I immediately got up, left the clinic, and walked across the street to the Honolulu mall where I started scoping out the girls in the food court.


  As I was trying to work my magic, getting “digits” from one girl, there was another girl lying naked on her back, feet propped up, crying while the baby in her womb was sucked out, torn limb from limb.


  Because I was refused to be the man God created me to be, this girl was all alone in the world, feeling desperate and with no “choice”—because I didn’t give her one. I murdered that child, all while setting my hooks into my next conquest. Needless to say, I no longer wanted to serve my country in honor and integrity as much as I wanted to serve myself in indulgence.


  Things were different after this. I didn’t know why. I mean, I didn’t connect the dots, but they just were.


  Upon my discharge from the Marines in July of 1995, I returned home to Texas and quickly fell into a deep depression. I spent all my time and money on alcohol, strip clubs, and pornography, gaining lots of weight and searching for a new purpose in life. God kept reaching out, but I kept ignoring Him. Eventually, I moved to New Hampshire, and met the women I would one day marry and start a family with. Upon her request, I joined RCIA (the Rite of Christian Initiation for Adults, a Catholic program for people coming into the Catholic Church) and became Catholic so that we could marry in the Church. However, I was still addicted to pornography and living for only myself, still worshiping at the altar of “me.” The Lord needed to get my attention and I wasn’t listening, so he allowed me to wreck my life and come to my proverbial “low point” before I would finally turn to Him and hear His voice.


  It was a beautiful Spring day in April of 2002 when I got on my knees and said out loud, “God, I can not do this. You have to do it!” I had just lost my job. I was already not bringing home love, honor, or respect, and now I wasn’t bringing home a paycheck either. My wife had no use for me any longer. She was fed up with my constant indulgence in pornography and my self-absorbed and crude behavior, which only fanned the flame of my intolerable disrespect for her and her family. I’ll never forget her words to me when she wrote it out on a piece of paper, “Here, you take this, I’ll take that! We’re done! I want a divorce!” It sent a shock wave through my system. All that I valued in life just went down the drain. Now I truly was becoming just like my dad, barreling out of control and headed for divorce.


  I didn’t know where to go, or what to do, so I turned to the one person I was sure wouldn’t be there for me. After all, I was never there for Him. I pulled out the bible I was given in RCIA class some three years before when I was coming into the Catholic Church. I dusted it off and cracked open its untouched pages. I opened it to Matthew chapter five, verse one, the same passage I read during one of my RCIA classes, and began to read the beatitudes. The one line that got me was in verse eight, “Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.” If anything, I knew I was not pure in heart! That’s when I dropped to my knees, “let go, and let God!”


  There, in April of 2002, in that one moment of time, the Creator of the universe made Himself present to me! No, I didn’t see Him or hear any voices. Rather, His presence was overwhelming to me. I could feel Him with every fiber in my being. God granted me an incredible moment of clarity that utterly changed my life in a single moment of time. Like flipping a light switch, all of a sudden everything was different—and I do mean everything. I had spent my life to this point enslaved to my disordered passions. For the first time, I felt free to pursue God, free to fight for holiness! It was so incredibly strange to me: I had never felt this way before.


  I want you to take out some paper and make a journal of sorts (or open a text document on your computer or what ever else you have handy). From time to time, I’m going to ask you to write some things down. Keep this journal handy as you make your way through the book. Your ability to reference, ponder, and pray over these notes will be useful to you later.


  Now, write down the following verse:


  
    
      “Strive for peace with all men, and for the holiness without which no one will see the Lord.”

    


    
      Hebrews 12:14, RSVCE

    

  


  God came to my rescue that day and shed His light on my sin and slavery. Out of my darkness He pulled me into the light. In one mystical and miraculous moment, while on my knees, God allowed me to understand the need for my personal sexual integrity, the intrinsic value of women, the deep desire to save my marriage from ruin, and then—as if that wasn’t enough—He gave me an unquenchable thirst for Him. Now… don’t get me wrong. Just because I encountered God and He put all this on my heart didn’t mean that the rest of that day was all sunshine and roses, because it wasn’t. I didn’t have the slightest clue what this really meant. Frankly, I was scared!


  For the first time I felt that masturbation, gawking at women, indulging in pornographic images, actions, thoughts, etc., were wrong … it was sinful. Yet, the very instant before, I would have sworn up and down that we were “born creatures of sexuality,” and I was only doing what was “natural.” In that instant, though, there on my knees, I proclaimed, without knowing why exactly, that God did not create us to be slaves to a pornographic culture.


  He came to set us free from that slavery.


  The journey had begun. An epic quest to discover my true self by getting to know Who this mysterious God was Who took time out of His schedule for me. Why would He do such a thing? It was hard for me to understand how could He care that much about me. He must have known about my pornography addiction, all of my sexual relationships outside of Sacramental marriage, the abortion and contraceptives—not to mention all of my other sins. Yet His call to me was almost intoxicating ... I had to get to know Him and I couldn’t get enough of Him! This was new territory for me.


  I was discovering Him, His teachings, and His family—all through His Church. It felt like swimming in the ocean, knowing you couldn’t plumb its depths yet always eager to try. St. Paul hints at this, “If I am delayed, you may know how one ought to behave in the household of God, which is the church of the living God, the pillar and bulwark of the truth” (1 Timothy 3:15, RSVCE). It took some time, and a lot of prayer, study, and soul searching, but the day came in early 2003 when I gave my heart to Jesus and His Catholic Church. Although I still had many questions and much to learn, I was ready to say, “I believe Lord, help my unbelief” (cf. Mark 9:24, RSVCE).


  Among the profound teachings that would have a significant impact upon my life—and there were many—Theology of the Body2 stands out. I had never heard of such a thing prior to listening to an audio CD by a guy named Christopher West (a good-looking man in his late thirties, who is married with children) called “Marriage and The Eucharist,” produced at the time by Catholicity.com ( which no longer offers this title see index for updated recource information).


  I was amazed and captivated by what sounded so completely foreign to me at the time. All of my life I believed that the Church was essentially prudish, teaching sex to be a dirty thing. Having been formed by pornography from childhood, I always thought of sex as pure pleasure. I even remember chastising a Marine for claiming that sex was primarily for procreative purposes, and only secondarily unitive through the pleasure aspect. “What a quack!” I thought, “Sex is sport! Sex is all about pleasing me!” Christopher West cleared that up fast. Sex wasn’t dirty at all. In fact, quite the opposite. Sex was holy, and therefore it was good.


  Dr. Scott Hahn, one of my all-time favorite authors and one of the key people to whom I give credit for my being Catholic today, has a great line that I absolutely love. “For us as Christians it’s not enough to say sex is good. After all, Campbell’s Soup is good. Nor is it sufficient to say it is great. Kellogg’s Frosted Flakes are grrreat. No, for us as Christians, sex is holy.”


  Something else Christopher West said also seemed crazy to me at the time: “Human persons are not mere objects of enjoyment!” This resonated with me right away. To me, women were almost not human, or rather, they were more like objects to be consumed for personal gratification. Kind of like a can of Sprite: when I was done with it, I crumpled it up and threw it away. It had no further value to me than how it pleased me. I didn’t care, nor did I want to know, about women’s thoughts, feelings, desires, dreams, aspirations, opinions, or anything else—unless it had to do with how it would benefit me. Don’t forget, I worshiped at the altar of “me” and I was the High Priest!


  What was even more amazing? As it turned out, Theology of The Body was not the teaching of a thirty-something man who enjoys sex with his spouse. No! In fact, this was the teaching of an old, grey-haired, wrinkled celibate, who was stricken with Parkinson’s disease and just happened to be the Pope of the Catholic Church!


  This fact alone should jar us a little. The world’s understanding of human sexuality is not only self-absorbed and sinful, but it is also incredibly shallow. John Paul II’s phenomenal insight into human sexuality was refreshing and life-altering. Prior to being elevated to the Chair of St. Peter in October 1978, then-Cardinal Karol Józef Wojtyła, wrote a book in the 1950s on the philosophy of human sexuality called Love and Responsibility.3 Much of his later book, Theology of The Body, composed of the first 129 Wednesday audience presentations at the Vatican from 1979–843, would be based on this earlier work.


  The human body is not in itself shameful, nor for the same reasons are sensual reactions, and human sensuality in general. Shamelessness is a function of the interior of a person, and specifically of the will, which too easily accepts the sensual reaction and reduces another person, because of the person’s “body and sex,” to the role of an object for enjoyment.4


  When I dived into this material, I recall saying to my wife, “Why have I never heard this before!?!” I felt almost betrayed, wondering if no one had ever cared enough about my soul to share this life changing teaching with me when I was young, using and abusing myself and others.


  Then something powerful happened to me. I coupled the experiences I had in the Marine Corps with the “Theology of the Body” training I received from St. John Paul II (as well as Christopher West, Scott Hahn, and others), and I discovered the key to winning the fight against my pornography addiction.


  Even though God had granted me a gift of grace, it didn’t mean that I was now free from temptation, the endless images stored in my brain from decades of abuse, and countless other near occasions of sin that I found myself in daily. Not at all. “So what was different?” you might ask. The difference was that through the grace God provided, I found within me a desire to be the man God created me to be.


  This was new. As “that man,” I did not want to indulge in temptation because it was totally contrary to my value as a person made in God’s image and likeness. Furthermore, to reduce other people to mere objects of desire stole from them their dignity as human persons as well.


  So… the bullets will come… but how will I act when they do? This was the big question on my mind. I knew I needed a “battle plan” because the temptations would not cease. Like an enemy bent on my destruction, they would be out there waiting for me. Acting like a combat Christian, in the fight for my soul, I drafted a plan that would provide immediate action, overwhelming firepower, and devastating aggressiveness through engaging the enemy on the field of spiritual battle.


  Now I have a question for you. Are you ready to take a stand? Today could be a whole new day for you, a life-changing experience. Right this very moment I am taking a pause to pray for you. I don’t know you, but I do know God, and He knows you better than anyone. You will need a partner who cares about your mortal soul in order to help you win the fight. Christianity is a family affair and we should never go it alone. Your first, best partner in the battle is always God!


  Before we begin, I want you to take out your journal again and write down the following two verses:


  
    
      “I can do all things in Him who strengthens me.” Philippians 4:13, RSVCE

    


    
      “What then shall we say to this? If God is for us, who is against us?” Romans 8:31, RSVCE

    

  


  I want you to stop for a moment and pray these verses now, and often, and as you make your way through this book reflect back on them. The God of all the universe can and will help you through it… He just won’t do it against your will. He loves you too much to make a slave out of you; in fact, He has come to set you free. He will be your strength and your rock, but only if you will grant Him the job.


  Now write this in your journal:


  
    
      My primary “battle buddy” — God

    

  


  After you enlist God to your team, you now need to find another partner, someone obviously less “divine” [Just kidding ;-)] to help you through the daily fight. Take me, for instance. I am a married man, so the clear choice was my covenant partner, my wife. There is no other human person walking this earth that cares more about my soul’s eternal destiny, has more invested in my living a true, healthy life and doing the right thing for my family than my spouse. She cares, so she’s it! My wife is my second “battle buddy!” Now who’s yours?


  Add this to your journal:


  
    
      My second “battle buddy” — My Spouse (or whomever you choose)

    

  


  Now, we are ready to build a “battle plan” that will see us through the fight for our souls!
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