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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER LAPSED CATHOLIC – 03
He has turned my mourning into dancing
http://www.ccr.org.uk/testimon/dancing.htm
By Maria, October 1999

My name is Maria, I live in Madrid (Spain). My father is Spanish and my mother is English. I have been a member of the CCR [Catholic Charismatic Renewal] in Spain for 5 years. I am in a group called Maranatha and I serve in the Music Ministry. I'm 41 years old, I'm married and I have a 16 year old daughter called Cecilia. 

When I was 18 years old, I decided that God wasn't for me. I was going to deal with my life on my own. And I surely did! When I was 24 years old I had a baby. I was not married, I had no job, I had nothing. I had my baby and I fought for it. I still didn't want anything to do with God. I didn't christen my baby because I thought it was a loss of time and energy. No priest was going to tell me what I had to do. 2 years went by and I married, I had a job, and I was more or less happy. My mother-in-law was a very saintly woman, who prayed a lot and who never tried to interfere in our lives. So there I was finally settled (so I thought). 

The years went by. In 1994 my world was shattered. My mother-in-law, whom I loved a lot, had a cancer. I hated the word, hated illness and fell into a sort of depression, not knowing what to do. At that time I had no regular job. I translated for different companies and they paid little and late. By the end of September 1994 I was in a real bad situation. Two of my best friends went to live away from Madrid. My mother-in-law was worse and worse. Money was short. Love between my husband and I was cold. I felt quite desperate. I was expecting to be paid a series of translations I had done when they phoned me to tell me that there had been problems and that I was not going to receive the money till November. I couldn't stand it any longer. On October 4th I woke up feeling black. That morning I sat in front of my computer and I couldn't write a line. I started to cry. I cried and cried like I had never cried in my life. (And I can tell you that I cry very easily). It was different. Something inside me was shouting for help. Then suddenly I started to hear a voice inside me. It kept saying: "Go for a Bible". In the end I stood up and went for a Bible. I knew that there was one at home. It was my husband's. I picked it up, and sat down. I opened it and I read:
"Remember this, and shew yourselves men: bring it again to mind, O ye transgressors. 
Remember the former things of old: for I am God, and there is none else; I am God, and there is none like me,
Declaring the end from the beginning, and from ancient times the things that are not yet done, saying, 
My counsel shall stand, and I will do all my pleasure:
Calling a ravenous bird from the east, the man that executeth my counsel from a far country: yea, I have spoken it, I will also bring it to pass; I have purposed it, I will also do it. 
Hearken unto me, ye stouthearted, that are far from righteousness:
I bring near my righteousness; it shall not be far off, and my salvation shall not tarry: and I will place my salvation in Zion for Israel my glory". (Isaiah 46: 8-13) 

I read it again and again. Peace came over me. God had spoken to me. I believed in him. He had been with me all the time and I had not been aware. He had helped through all the years. I was crying again, but the tears were of joy. I felt loved, cared for. I remembered a saying: "When God closes a door, He opens a window". Suddenly the window in my room opened and the telephone rang. There had been a mistake, they were going to pay the translations tomorrow. I was so sure of God's hand in that telephone call. 

The first person I rang was my mother-in-law. I told her what had happened and she started to say: Hallelujah! again and again. She had prayed so much for this to happen. It was the answer to all her prayers. She had been going to a Charismatic group for some time and she told me that if I wanted to go with her. In the beginning I was not very sure. I didn't feel comfortable with groups. I told her I would think about it. 

On November 1st, I went to Mass. After 18 years of being away from God I was trembling from head to toe. I sat down on the last bench, closed my eyes and started to cry. I was such a big sinner! I thought God could not forgive all that I had done. Suddenly I heard a voice inside me saying, you have come to my party and you're not going to eat? Come, share my table with me! I went. I felt peace. I felt like the prodigal son coming back to his father's house. 
I told my mother-in-law that I would go to the group with her. She told they were starting a Life in the Spirit Seminar and that we could go together. When I entered the room I though I was in Heaven. People I had never met welcomed me as if they had known me all their lives. They started to praise and I thought it was beautiful to be able to do it like that. The songs were lovely. When they started to sing in tongues I had never heard anything like that before. When the priest stood up and started to preach, I knew I had come home. 

I received Baptism in the Spirit on December 4th. The day before, I went to confess for the first time after 18 years. I could not stop crying and I didn't know where to start. I just said: "18 years have passed since my last confession". And the priest said: "Your sins are all forgiven. Go in peace". No long explanations, nothing. Just that. I started to understand God's mercy. 

I started to go to the group every Wednesday. I started to read the Bible. To pray by myself. I started to feel the need of God every moment of my life. In 1995 my mother-in-law (her name was Miquette, she was French), she got worse. She had another operation but it was question of time. She started to be depressed. She, who had prayed for so many people couldn't find God's peace. I started to pray for her. On October 1995 my husband and I decided to be married in church. We had had a civil wedding because at that time I had not wanted to marry in church. Now I felt the need to do it and to christen my daughter. We did it in Miquette's house with a small group of people. Some from Maranatha and our families. It was beautiful. When everything had finished Miquette went back to bed. Someone told me later that she said: "Lord, the job's done". A month later she died. In the end she recovered her faith, her peace. She died in the arms of the Lord on November 26th. It was a Sunday. The day of Christ the King. 

From then on I started to serve in the Music Ministry. And I am more and more involved in the CCR in Spain. Every day I thank the Lord for all He has done in my life. There are many more things I could tell you but for the time being I think it's enough. 

I can only say this: "He's turned my mourning into dancing!" 

May the Lord bless you all. 

