[image: image1.jpg]EPHESIANS 5:11

il

FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT

METAMORPHOSE

A Catholic Ministry for Exposing the Truth about Alternative Medicine, the Occult in Reiki &
Pranic Healing and Oriental Spiritual Exercises of the New Age Movement

For queries and detailed information, please call on MICHAEL PRABHU

MICHAEL PRABHU, #12, Dawn Apartments, 22, Leith Castle South Street, Chennai 600 028, INDIA.
Phone : +91 (44) 24611606. e-mail : michaelprabhu@vsnl.net website : www.ephesians-511.net



                                                                                          MAY 2012
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER PROTESTANT (LUTHERAN) - 316
Because He loves me 
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By Michelle L. Arnold
My mom grew up in a staunchly Adventist family. They are sincere in their faith and devout Christians. Her Aunt Vera was perhaps one of the holiest women it’s been my privilege to know. She truly loved God with all her heart and lived out that love by her love for her fellow man. Although I cannot know for sure in this life, I have little doubt that she is in heaven.
Though some have denounced Seventh-day Adventism as a cult, that has not been my experience nor is it the position of the Catholic Church. Perhaps the Seventh-day Adventist Church is more properly called a Christian sect.
Mom had left the Adventist faith by the time she met and married Dad. Dad had been sent to a Baptist Sunday school as a child although his mother had been raised a Methodist. (The Baptist church was within walking distance.) Five years after their marriage, when I was three years old, Dad converted to the Adventist Church and Mom returned to the faith of her childhood.
Despite their newfound faith and that they had me (and my siblings after me) dedicated into the Adventist Church, we were nominal Adventists. We kept the clean/unclean meat laws, but we so rarely attended church that every time we went the Sabbath school teachers would give me "welcome" gifts. I was taught the rudiments of my religion, I tried to pray sometimes, and l loved Bible stories. I didn’t read the Bible that I can remember, but I devoured a set of Bible stories for children that my Adventist grandmother gave us. Although our home life was stable, I was an unhappy child. I did not fit in at school and was teased by the other children. I was often lonely.
For some reason the Catholic Church figured into my life. As I headed into my teens, I started to develop a vague fascination with it. Not that I was attracted to it; I just seemed to think about it more and more. Perhaps that was because it was an occasional topic of conversation at home.
Although not as outspokenly prejudiced as it once was, the Adventist Church is anti-Catholic. For proof, I invite anyone to examine Seventh-day Adventists Believe . . . Chapter 12, "The Remnant and Its Mission," includes an excoriation of the Catholic Church. The rhetoric is calmer and gentler than Ellen G. White’s in The Great Controversy, but Catholicism is denounced as "a gigantic system of false religion, a mixture of truth and error." The Catholic Church is unmasked as "the 'man of sin'" of 2 Thessalonians. Chapter 24 prophesies that at the end times there will be "a resurgence of the papacy" and it will enjoy "a great renewal of influence and respect — 'all the world marveled and followed the beast' (Revelation 13:3). Already today many view the pope as the moral leader of the world." Although the book admits that individual Catholics can be Christian, it would be hard for the reasonable person to deny that the book betrays a deep dislike for the religion these individuals profess.
This anti-Catholic feeling filtered its way into our home. Although we did not hate individual Catholics, we ridiculed their religion privately. At the height of all this, I wrote a decidedly anti-Catholic dialogue between Martin Luther and Thomas More for my sophomore humanities class during our study of the Reformation. Luther was portrayed as reasonable, while More was portrayed as ridiculous.
When I was nineteen, I received a copy of The Great Controversy. Stacks of copies were given away to congregants after church one Sabbath that I attended with my cousin. I never read all of it through, but I read the most vituperatively anti-Catholic sections over and over, with a fascination and delight that bordered on voyeurism. After I finally got over that (which admittedly took a long time), I looked back on the book with a vague uneasiness.
A few years later (everything is vague, hazy, and jumbled during those years because I was suffering from depression), I came across Knights of Columbus pamphlets that explained the Catholic faith. I bought all that were offered. Why? I can only credit unexplainable fascination and perhaps an innate sense of justice: Shouldn’t I give the other side a fair hearing?
I learned a little, but my heart wasn’t in it. My depression was so bad that I had little concentration left and a brief attention span. I could not read for any extended period of time, much less study.
In 1993 my uncle, who is now a retired Adventist minister and is active is overseas evangelism, gave me a copy of Seventh-day Adventists Believe . . . to answer questions I was beginning to have about the Adventist faith. (The questions were not always prompted by the purest of motives: Although I knew it was against my religion, I’ve always had a fondness for bacon.) I did not tell him that I was casually investigating Catholicism.


Even though I had not seriously examined the Catholic Church’s claims, I felt strong tugs to the Church in 1994. I had this idea that Catholics didn’t have to figure things out for themselves; they just did what the priests told them. I guess my anti-Catholicism hadn’t entirely disappeared, but, strangely enough, I was attracted by the idea, not repelled. To me it sounded like a security I’d never felt as a Christian before. (I was unbaptized but considered myself to be a professed Christian.) I know today that while this is a misunderstanding, there is a kernel of truth to it. Catholics don’t have to reinvent the wheel; they are free of the doctrinal squabbles Protestants suffer from and can trust the infallible magisterium to teach them truth. That is where true security lies.
During the last week of March 1995, I suddenly just knew that I had to become a Catholic. I remember no actual decision, just a deep-seated conviction that propelled me into action. It was a moment of interior light. Later when I first tried to explain my conversion to others, I attributed it to an intellectual journey. I thought that a new distaste for The Great Controversy had led me to a casual skimming of a few K of C pamphlets, which in turn had led to God granting me the grace to know I had to become Catholic.
It’s only been recently that I’ve pieced together that it really didn’t happen that way at all. While I hesitate to use this comparison because it’s been overused and misused, I guess it was a little like what St. Paul went through. My conversion was due solely to the overwhelming grace of God. It was just a moment of interior light after having walked in the darkness of mental illness for so long. God loved me enough to drag me back from the brink. I had to cooperate with him. I entered RCIA still having doubts about the Catholic doctrine of hell. It was Radio Replies and a Catholic Answers staffer that finally cleared away the clouds of questions on that.
Some may doubt the depth of a conversion not based on intellectual certitude through grace. Haven't we been warned against conversions based on "feelings"? First of all, my entry into the Church wasn’t easy. The difficulty wasn’t mainly on the home front. My parents, though disappointed, were supportive. It took a total of six attempts through phone calls and letters before I could secure an appointment with my parish priest, even though I clearly stated each time that I was interested in entering the Catholic Church. By then it was May of 1995, and RCIA was over for the year. It didn’t start again until September. Despite initial disappointment, God blessed me for marching on and ignoring temptations to give up. The priest was kind and supportive when we finally met, and he assigned me the perfect sponsor: a knowledgeable, devout, and truly holy lady who had herself converted to the faith years before.
That summer my study began in earnest as I read everything I could lay my hands on. I was introduced to Catholic Answers when I received a copy of Karl Keating’s Catholicism and Fundamentalism from my sponsor. It was mainly through my sponsor (now my godmother), Catholic Answers, and a thoroughly orthodox Catholic bookstore that I learned the meat of the faith. In my case, interior light came first, and the intellectual certitude came later.
Looking back now I see that God blessed me in my not understanding just how much the dark portions of my life affected my journey to the Church. I was still too raw and fragile to realize that I’d been dancing on the rim of the pit of hell, and that God, in his overflowing love for me, loved me enough to yank me back and reveal himself to me in the Church he personally established for my salvation. Today I still struggle with depression, but I haven’t fallen into despair — because he loves me.
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