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By Adam Thresher
This is the story of how I came to the Catholic Faith. To begin, I grew up most of my younger years as a troubled teen. I was in a special behavior  self contained  class since 6th grade. I spent a lot of my younger years getting into fights, police involvement and drugs and alcohol usage. My sister was involved in a rival gang where I grew up, so I tried following her footsteps to be popular, and follow a destructive life that leads to prison or death. In 6th grade I wasn’t a big believer in the Father Almighty, but anytime I passed any Church I always felt something. I had the deepest respect for religious people, but I kept my distance. One night, in 6th grade I felt so despaired because everything was going wrong for me, I was struggling with school, rival gangs and staying alive for the most part, so I prayed for God to take me away from all life. I spent a lot of time running from the police, being held for shoplifting, and causing a lot of damage in my city. As soon as 9th grade rolled by, I was settling down and grasping with a new life since we moved to a very preppie and higher-class town. I wasn t used to the lifestyle here, the teenagers were more preppie and jock like, and the ones who thought they were tough. I wanted to show them differently very bad. In 9th grade I was dealing with a lot of anger problems, a lot of buildup from moving, family, and losing all my friends. It caused me to misbehave in school that got me arrested in 9th grade. My life was falling apart by then, now I was involved with a new set of teens as  friends.  Nothing like the gang bangers and wrongful people I kicked it with, but they were close enough to me feeling closer to as stoners. I was still alone though, I now had few friends, but we weren t close or nothing. So I started attending a Protestant Church down the street from me in 10th grade. I found some peace when I went and got involved with some other youth my age. I started reading the Bible, but overtime I started falling again and overtime I would only attend every few months or so. I never really enjoyed the protestant  worship  services though. It felt more like a concert than a peaceful time to praise God. I never liked to dance and wave my arms in the air, and I always felt very strange at Protestant services.

So, I was back to struggling in 10th grade. I was sent to a special out-of-school program for those who can t maintain in a regular class off and on throughout the year. Every time I got in a fistfight or in any trouble, I got sent back to this program. But 10th grade wasn t so bad, perhaps this was the time I started to change my morals. So 11th grade came by, I was given the privilege to attend a regular high school again, but in a special program called KITE. I was not allowed to have regular classes but I was allowed to go out to lunch with the regular students, which ended to be a huge mistake. I was being stupid again in 11th grade, started smoking marijuana and drinking again (after quitting for 5 months or so), running across the football field with security behind me, or pat searches in front of all your peers weekly like old times again. In 11th grade, I was thrown out of school again for breaking a teachers arm in a fistfight with another student. This was accidental; I loved the teacher. So, I was sent back to the off-campus program where I would grow closer to a new teacher. I could never have graduated from H.S. without this teacher. I was becoming very depressed. I felt I was a curse and nothing mattered. No matter how hard I tried, things would never work for me. I started attending Protestant Churches again, but this time. I was on a journey to find the right one for me. I was skeptical against Catholics; I was one of those ignorant ones who thought,  they are Mary worshipers!  Boy, was I wrong! My mother is Catholic, but she doesn t practice, though she did support me. I would ask Protestants what they thought of the Catholic Church expecting a reason to try them out, but I always got negative input.

I went to a Catholic Church one day with my stepbrother, and the second I walked into the door I never felt so absorbed with the Holy Spirit in my life. It was a feeling very new to me, and the peace and presence of Christ I felt very closely. I knew this was where I needed to be. But my experience to get involved started off bad. I asked after the Mass how to become Catholic, how to learn and no one would answer me. I was given an appointment with the youth director but he was no help, he explained to me about the Church, but could never give me an explanation how to get involved. He even told me it’s too late to get involved in youth group, and for me to wait a year. I was kind of upset with this Church, it wasn t what I expected. So I went to another Catholic Church and again after Mass I asked the Priest  How do I become Catholic?  he said for me to make an appointment with him, and he walked off. Not even a welcoming smile. So, now I am wondering if all Catholics are this rude, and if they even care about bringing people to the Faith, the one true Holy Church. I then gave up.

Later on in the year, the summer of 11th grade, I attended a passion play called  Jesus of Nazareth.  I absolutely loved it. I spent $110 or so seeing it over and over. I was given an invitation to attend a very huge protestant church and was given directions how to get there. That night I prayed to God to lead me to his Church and to let me belong somewhere. The next morning I woke up, I got dressed and left the house early to find this Protestant Church I was given directions to. I had the directions in my hand, as I was driving on this back road, the sign that my eyes read showed me it was the road I turn on, but it wasn t. As I drove down the wrong road, I came to a Catholic Church sitting in the back of the woods hidden, I didn t catch the name of it, but the statue of Mary above it burned into my memory. It was a very tiny Parish, so peaceful looking. So I turned around and as I retraced back to where I took the wrong turn, the sign said different, it was the wrong road indeed. I ended up finding my way to the protestant church, which again I couldn t enjoy, because again, it felt like a concert like the others did, respectfully speaking.

All week long, the image of that parish I ran into and stayed in my mind, so the next week, on Saturday night, I decided to find that Parish. I searched the internet all night, trying to find the street since I had no name of it. I ended up finding directions and I drove out the next morning. I was welcomed as I walked in with greetings and that peaceful Holy presence of Christ as you make your way through the isle of pews. After Mass, I shook the priest’s hand and went on my way. When I got home, I read the Church bulletin and called the number on the front, it was the number to Sister Catherine. I asked her how do I become Catholic. She was nice, she says RCIA is starting, but since I am 17 (at the time) it be better I wait a year and join the youth group starting up in a couple of weeks. I was disappointed but happy I was able to start youth group. The next Sunday I went to Mass, and Father John, a Nigerian Priest, shook my hand after Mass again. I asked him  How do I become Catholic?  since the Sister’s answer wasn t good enough for me. He immediately said,  Come, tonight RCIA begins, and you are most welcome!  I told him Sister Catherine told me to wait a year, but he said  don t worry, I ll talk to her.

From there on I started a new journey through RCIA. I went to Mass alone every Sunday, but I loved every bit of it. Towards the end of RCIA I was struggling in school again, and missed 3 weeks or so worth of classes, and Father John got upset with me. So I called him one night as he expressed to me how I would have to start over again in a year, and I told him to give me another chance. I cried when I got off the phone. So Father John gave me another chance and I canceled my trip to Mexico so I can make the rest of the classes and catch up. I was baptized after the 7 months of class, from there on I changed my life and gave up my bad habits. I was very much involved with the Church, I had a strong relationship with God and in school I was offered a chance to attend regular H.S. again, but I decided not to and I stayed in the special program and graduated from H.S. with honors with the rest of the  regular  students.

My journey wasn t easy; most of my old friends are either dead, locked up or struggling still. My prayer in 6th grade was to be delivered from this life into a better, it took nearly 6 years for it to be answered, but God brought me out of a path to no where to His Holy Catholic Church. I learned a lot from my past and I made many mistakes that will haunt me. But God came through and opened my eyes to a new beginning and to a Priest I will hold dear forever in friendship.

God Bless.

Adam Thresher
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