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How and why I became a Catholic
http://www.sacredheartcor.org/content/how-and-why-i-became-catholic       

By Deacon Frank Osgood
I was born and grew up in Manchester, NH. My mother had grown up in a Catholic family, but when she married my father, a Methodist, she and he stopped attending any church. My father died from tuberculosis and pneumonia when I was six years old. My mother supported us by working as a stitcher in a knitting mill where they made shirts and trousers.

When I was seven or eight years old (1944-5), I was sitting on the front step of the three-story tenement building in which I lived. It was a Sunday morning. My playmate, another six-year-old boy, came down the stairs and passed by me. I asked where he was going and he told me he was going to church with his parents. I had never been to church, and doubt I even knew what a church was, although I am sure I had seen some in the neighborhood. My friend asked me if I would like to go to church with him and his family. I had nothing else to do, so I said yes and, after receiving permission from my mother, I joined them and went to Catholic Mass at St. Raphael’s Church.

I liked the singing and was interested in what people were doing. There seemed to be something special and pleasing to it. After a while the family I was with stood up and began to head to the front of the church. I assumed that everyone was supposed to do that so I joined them and walked up to the altar rail behind them. When I got there they kneeled, opened their mouths, and stuck out their tongues. I copied them and did the same. The priest came by and put a little round wafer on my tongue. Then we all got up and went back to our seats. After the mass, as we were getting ready to leave, the priest came out and motioned me to come and see him, which I did. He asked me if I had received my first holy communion. I assume he did this because of some unorthodox manner in which I behaved at the altar rail. I obviously did not know what he was talking about and that must have been clear to him. After asking for and getting my name and address, I returned home with my friend and his family.

Some time later the priest contacted my Mother and asked if I had been baptized. I had not, but thought I might like to be baptized, whatever that was. Some months later I was baptized, my Aunt and Uncle were my Godparents, and my mother returned to the Church she had left when she married my father. She was to remain a faithful Catholic for the rest of her life. I was known among the priests and nuns as the only person they knew who had received his first Holy Communion before he was baptized.

I have been a Catholic ever since, married a committed and faithful Catholic woman in 1962, raised four children as Catholics, and was ordained to the Permanent Diaconate in 1982. My Catholic faith and my Church have been a great gift to me and a source of much joy. I cannot imagine life without it. I am deeply grateful to Larry Demers, an eight-year-old playmate, who cared enough to invite me to attend church with him and introduced me to the Church of Jesus Christ.
