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Into the deep: My journey into the Catholic Church
http://www.logicalbutterflies.com/conversion/          
By Judith McRae, March 2001
This is a very special Lent for me, as I finally enter into the Roman Catholic Church, after 17 years of researching her, loving her, and, (I admit) arguing with her.

This is my story:

Into the Deep

I guess the most interesting thing about it was that the reasons for doing so did not become clear until after I made the decision to become Roman Catholic. It was not until I said "yes" to Jesus' call to me, that my reasons for becoming Catholic began to occur to me.

Although I have no relatives who are Catholic, I did have contact with Roman Catholicism as a child. I was born in a Catholic hospital, which scandalized my elderly relatives: my mother was considered "foolish" to go to a Catholic doctor. My great grandmother even predicted that I would become Catholic, although how she knew is completely beyond me: she based this opinion on the fact that I was born in a Catholic hospital.

However, it took a lot more than that to get me into the Catholic Church as you will soon see.

I was baptized as an infant, attended Sunday School, entered into full membership in the Church at age 14, exercised my franchise at congregational meetings, and began to serve the ministry of my local congregation through committees and volunteer projects. My roots at Knox United Church were firmly planted, and to all appearances, not about to go anywhere very suddenly. Even though I had contact with Catholics throughout my growing years, in my neighborhood, and through friends of my parents', who were heavily involved in the ecumenical movement during the 1960s, I do not recall ever having a serious discussion about religion with any of them.

As a consequence, I developed some very odd prejudices about Catholics, first of which was that they didn't really practice any sort of religion, at least, not in any form that we would understand as Protestants. After all, we Protestant children were always discussing religion among ourselves, comparing each other's worship styles and belief systems, and debating theological issues such as the nature of God, the requirements for entry into Heaven, whether hymns are holy or heathen, and so forth, and because the Catholic children we knew never entered into these discussions, we simply assumed that they had no religion.

The first Catholic I ever met who did discuss religion with me was my college roommate, and she hated being Catholic. She came up with what to me sounded like very odd reasons for not liking to be Catholic however, which triggered my interest, since they were so contrary to my prejudices.

She said that at the Catholic Church, all they do is read the Bible and worship Jesus.

These are good things to do at worship, in my estimation, and as my childhood prejudices fell into doubt, I became curious, in the back of my mind, about what Catholics are REALLY like. When I tried to discuss these things a little further with her, she reacted quite strongly and accused me of being "some kind of Jesus freak."

When I admitted that I am, in fact, some kind of a Jesus freak, and that I think everybody ought to be, (and that if Catholics are, then she ought to be, too,) then she gave up on me in disgust, and the subject was not brought up again. She left shortly afterwards.

I first began attending Mass in January of 1984, a few months after my room mate left, at the age of 23, in my last year of Art College, and my reason for attending the first one was because while I was out wandering around looking for something to do, I got caught up in a crowd of people who were going into St. Joseph's Church, and when I tried to get out of the crowd, a little old man (he later turned out to be Father Arthur) grabbed me by the arm and dragged me inside.

I never did have the opportunity to find out why he did that, since he became extremely ill and then died shortly afterwards. Although I was terrified, and was experiencing a severe case of culture shock, I was also very curious, and I felt that I probably would never have a similar opportunity to see what Catholics do "when nobody's looking", so I stayed inside to take advantage of the opportunity.
I felt like the whole place was buzzing with electricity, and I had a very hard time keeping still. I fell madly in love with the Mass at first sight, because it is absolutely saturated in Scripture, and because of the simple and straightforward teaching, and I have attended regularly on Sundays ever since.

At the time I was also attending a Plymouth Brethren Bible study club, and between what I was learning at the Bible study and what I was learning at Mass, my relationship with Jesus began to grow by leaps and bounds.

Father Alex invited me to attend the RCIA program, because I was continually asking him questions, and he felt that this would be the easiest way to deal with them.

So, I attended the RCIA program at St. Joseph's in 1985, not because I wanted to convert, but because I wanted to learn about the symbolism and meaning of the Mass. Father Alex at St. Joseph's taught me all these things, and more, which I have kept in my heart and pondered all these years.

I was a member of Knox United Church for my entire life. I had (and at this writing have still, since I am not yet Catholic) never been a member of any other Church, although I sometimes visited other churches. Being a member of one, and only one, church for your whole life is a very rare thing, especially in North America, where "church shopping" is something of a national sport among Christians.

Even Fundamentalists, who should know better, are continually on the hunt for "a good, Bible-believing, truth-teaching church", by which they usually mean "a church that interprets the Bible the same way I do, and will teach me what I have already decided is true." I have always been against this philosophy - I have always believed that God puts you where he wants you, and to be obedient to Him, you must stay put.

Every time my Fundamentalist friend calls me up with news that she has finally found a Bible believing, truth teaching Church, and I ought to come and join it with her, I always say, "Oh, another one?" And she always says, "Yes, but this one's for real this time!"

So, rather than thinking of converting either to the Catholic Church or to the Plymouth Brethren, it made more sense to me to bring back what I was learning from both places to Knox, and to enrich the life of my own congregation with these things.

Over the course of the seventeen years, I was entrusted with more and more responsibilities at Knox. I became an "Elder", when that term still had meaning, I taught Sunday School for many many years, I led adult studies, I organized retreats, I organized Communion services, I participated in liturgy planning, I helped with ushering and taking collection, I built the Church web site, and one time (October 30, 1994) I took charge of an entire worship service and even preached the sermon. I was on a discernment committee, and helped in the formation of a person entering into ordained ministry. I was, in short, a pillar of the community.

But most of what I was actually learning was coming from the Catholic Church, and from the Masses that I was attending every Sunday evening. In 1987, I got married, and for a while we lived in Brentwood, where I attended St. Luke's Church on Sunday evenings, as well as keeping up regular attendance at Knox on Sunday mornings. I also joined the St. Luke's Prayer Group, which was very Pentecostal in its spirituality. I was "anointed in the Spirit", and I received the gift of tongues. I met many Catholics at this time who were not afraid to share their faith with me. I attended Catholic Bible studies as well as the Mass on Sundays, in addition to a full schedule at Knox.

My husband ran into some difficulties in his business during 1990, and I was called upon to enter the workforce. We were forced by our situation to move to Sunalta, where I began attending Sacred Heart, in August of 1991. I also, at this time, began to attend daily Mass, and also to listen to the Rosary every day, until I had it memorized and could follow along with it. For me at the time, it was more of a mental exercise than a devotional prayer - I was using it as an aid to meditating on Scripture, and not as a way to communicate with Mary, or even with Jesus, although I was opening up to that possibility as well.

The first person I met there was Father Myles Gaffney, and I was so struck with his child-like faith and his enthusiasm that I wanted to get to know him better. I arranged to have an interview with him during November of that year, and during the course of our discussion, which ranged all over the place, he introduced me to the Divine Office, and showed me how to pray it.

He also invited me to attend his Bible study program, which I did, and I learned a great deal from him about Catholic theology. Once I started attending his Bible studies, I stopped going to the ones being run by the Plymouth Brethren, since I found that Father Myles' were more interesting to me.

In truth, the sermon that I preached at Knox in October of 1994 owed a lot to Father Myles, and also to Father Cooney, who was the senior pastor at that time, and quite an excellent homilist, in my estimation. So much so that when I was asked to help organize an ecumenical worship service for our local chapter of Project Ploughshares in 1995, he was the first person I thought of to bring in as the homilist. He agreed to do this, and they had the highest attendance they have ever had, either before or since, for that particular service.

After Father Myles and Father Cooney left Sacred Heart to advance in their vocations, I was feeling somewhat bereft -orphaned, even. These feelings came as a surprise to me - I did not feel that these feelings were at all appropriate for someone in my position as an Elder of a Protestant church, so I pushed them down.

I also had a great deal of work to do with helping my husband and with bringing our family out of financial chaos, and between these two things, although I continued to serve Knox, and I continued to attend Mass every Sunday, I stopped developing any sort of personal friendships or attending any Bible studies or midweek activities, although I did continue the committee work that I had been doing at Knox, and I did not stop teaching Sunday School.
In addition to these stresses, my grandmother became ill and was being shuffled between hospitals, care centres, and finally to a nursing home, and causing us all great anxiety. So for the next few years I was occupied primarily with these problems.

In May of 2000, I was offered an excellent job that paid extremely well compared to what we had become used to living on. The peace of mind of knowing that our financial difficulties were coming to an end was like a gift from God. Although we will never be "wealthy", we will also not starve. We were able to pay off our debts, buy a car for me to use, adopt a second World Vision foster child, and put aside some money for savings.

My increased freedom of movement meant that I was able to help a friend of mine find a job, and do a number of other things that had been sitting on my conscience for quite a while. I was even able to visit my grandmother more frequently.

We were very worried about her. She had lost the ability to walk, and was becoming delusional, even a little paranoid. In mid-August of 2000, she was hospitalized after taking a fall and fracturing her hip. She spent many weeks in the hospital, and was finally released on October 6.

Because of the procedures that had been done, combined with her advanced age, (she was 88 years old) she had lost the use of her voice, and was unable to eat any kind of solid food. In addition to these problems, she had no idea where she was most of the time - she was completely disoriented.

We thought that she was going to recover once she got to the nursing home, and was surrounded by her familiar things. However, once she was there, her condition immediately began to deteriorate, and it became clear within a very few days that she was not going to survive. She began to refuse both food and water, preferring simply to sleep.

She slept for nearly two weeks, and gave herself up to the Lord on Monday, October 23, 2000, at approximately 9:00 am, just as Beth, her personal nurse, was about to open the Bible and read to her from her daily readings.

The day before, we had had Lorraine, one of the ministers at Knox, come to pray with us and with Grandma. When I looked into her face, I knew that whatever we did or said meant nothing to her. I felt that she was afraid of meeting Jesus, and that nothing that we were doing was reassuring her or helping her.

I could not help thinking of a Catholic friend of mine who had died amid the chanting of Rosaries and the Prayers for the Sick, and felt a little jealous. The words of Oscar Wilde came to me at that moment - "It is better to die a Catholic." Looking back later, I also realized in a very profound way that what one's relatives think of one at the end of one's life is so completely unimportant, compared to what God thinks of one, and also, I suddenly realized that the reason I had been avoiding converting to the Catholic Church was because of what my parents and brother and husband would think of me.

The prayers and the funeral were all perfectly fitting, and beautiful. We hosted my aunt, (my mother's sister) at our place. She mentioned to me that at the funeral, they had pulled the casket away too quickly - she had wanted to touch it to say goodbye to her mother. We went to Tulsa for the graveside service, since that was where my grandmother's grave had been purchased some 60 years previously. She was to be buried next to my grandfather. They both believed in the bodily resurrection of the dead, and for this reason, they wanted to be buried together, so that on the last day they will rise together.

I remember reflecting that Father Alex once told me that this is a Roman Catholic belief.

The graveside service was held on November 1, All Saints Day on the Roman Catholic calendar. Just before the service began, I touched the casket on my aunt's behalf, (because she couldn't be there) and said to my grandmother, "This is from Marilyn. She loves you and she wanted to say goodbye." This was my first actual experience of speaking to someone who has passed on into Heaven, but at the time it felt perfectly natural.

I finally understood what the Catholics mean when they speak of "praying to the Saints." In addition, when I wrote to my aunt and told her I had done this, she responded, "You have no idea how much better that made me feel, knowing you did that, and told her that."

My aunt is an atheist, and surrounds herself with atheists, and as far as I know, has never encountered any Roman Catholics or any beliefs about talking to those who have gone to Heaven. If this seemed natural and normal to her, of all people, then there must be something in the way God has designed us, that when we are not on the defensive, we expect this kind of thing; it is not only not unnatural, it is a relief to the soul to know that it can and has been done.

So I had all of these emotions and all of this history coming together and waking something up inside me.

I spent a few weeks analyzing my feelings, coming to terms with my grandmother's death, and the events surrounding it.

I felt called to become Roman Catholic on November 28, 2000, at about 6:30 in the evening, while speaking on the telephone to someone.

I had this really strong sensation that Jesus was saying to me, "It's time. You need to become Catholic, and you need to become Catholic right now."

My first priority was to make certain that this was indeed Jesus speaking, and not just my own wish for an easy way out, or even the Devil.

So I prayed about it for two days. For the whole two days, I felt as if my whole body was full of electricity, just like that first time that I had gone to Mass. I was feeling incredibly happy, even though I was still in mourning for my grandmother.

Even so, I argued with Jesus about this. I said "Didn't you put me at Knox when I was born, because that was where you needed me?" And he replied, "Yes I did, and you have served me well there, but now I require you to obey the call I have been making to you these seventeen years."

I'm not quite sure why I thought this next argument would be a particularly good one, but then I said, "Am I not supposed to honor my mother and my father? This will make my mother very upset." Jesus said to me, "Who made you? You belong to me, not to her." So on November 30, 2000, at about 7:00 pm, I said to Jesus, "Yes, I will become Catholic."
And I then said to my husband, "I think I want to become Catholic, and I think I want to talk to a priest." His eyes bugged out and he stared at the wall for a minute, and then he said, "As long as I don't have to do anything, its okay with me."

It took me a few days to get my courage up, but I met with Father Patrick Cramer on December 20, 2000, and, on his advice, I resigned from my committees, passed my Sunday School class to someone else, and stopped attending Knox.

My last day at Knox was January 7, 2001. I left a letter for Mr. Dawson, the senior minister of Knox, explaining that I would not be returning, since I intended to become Roman Catholic.

I immediately came out of Knox when the service ended at 12:10, and went straight to the 12:30 Mass at Sacred Heart, without stopping for anything except red lights.

I began attending RCIA on January 10, 2001.

On January 11, I told my mother about my intention to become Catholic, and I told her that Jesus had said "You belong to me, not to her."

I told her this so that she would understand that I must obey Jesus, and that I had no intentions of deliberately hurting her feelings.

She then told me something which surprised me very much. She said, "On the day that you were born, Jesus came to me and said, 'When your daughter grows up, she will do something completely unexpected. When she does this, you are not to stop her. You must remember that she belongs to me, not to you.'"

So, I am going to become Catholic, and my reason is that, by various signs, Jesus told me to.

When I next hear from my Fundamentalist friend, I am going to say to her, "Hey! Guess what! I found this really great Bible believing, truth teaching Church!"
Email: jrlmcrae@shaw.ca
Postscript: Easter Vigil Initiation

http://www.logicalbutterflies.com/conversion/graces.html
By Judith McRae, May 2001

"I believe and profess all that the holy Catholic Church believes, teaches, and proclaims to be revealed by God."
- Judith Teresa McRae, April 14, 2001. 
A Mighty Draught of Graces

I affirmed the Creed, made my First Confession, was confirmed and made my First Communion on April 14, 2001, at Sacred Heart Church. Father Patrick Cramer presided.

Acceptance of the Creed

On Vigil Day at about 10:00 am we arrived at the Church with our sponsors. The priest welcomed us in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. He then asked us, and I forget the exact form of the question he asked us, but it was something like, "You have been studying the Catholic faith for many weeks now, and have come to a new understanding of Jesus Christ, and you are about to begin a new relationship with Him. What do you now believe?" We responded by repeating the statement of faith that comes down to us from the teaching of the Apostles, 

"I believe in God, the Father Almighty, Creator of heaven and earth. 
I believe in Jesus Christ, his only son, our Lord.
He was conceived by the power of the Holy Spirit, born of the Virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died and was buried. 
He descended to the dead.
On the third day, he rose again. 
He ascended into heaven, and is seated at the right hand of God the Father. 
He will come again to judge the living and the dead. 
I believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting. Amen" 
After this, he read a story to us from the Bible, from Mark 7:31-37. It was the one about how Jesus healed the deaf and dumb man. You may remember that Jesus put his fingers in the man's ears, and spat and touched his tongue, and then he said "Ephphatha!" which means "Be opened!" He commented a little bit about this story, saying that we must always be ready to have our ears opened to hear the Gospel, and we must always have our tongues loosened to tell the Gospel. Then he took aside the unbaptized persons who were among us, and he put a special kind of blessed oil on their ears and on their lips, and to each of them he said, "Ephphatha! Be opened!" This was to prepare them for their baptism, later on in the day. Once this was done, we were asked to go to confession, and to confess every sin we ever committed from the time we were baptized until the present moment. I personally was *very* nervous, since I was not certain of what to expect. 

First Confession

"All mortal sins are to be submitted to the keys of the Church and all can be forgiven; but recourse to these keys is the only, the necessary, and the certain way to forgiveness. Unless those who are guilty of grievous sin have recourse to the power of the keys, they cannot hope for eternal salvation. Open your lips, them, and confess your sins to the priest. Confession alone is the true gate to Heaven." [Augustine, Christian Combat (A.D. 397)] 
Instead of making us go into the little confessionals, they allowed us to meet the priest face to face, because they felt that this would make things easier for us, and I think this was right, since if on top of remembering every sin you ever committed, you also have to figure out how to operate these little screens and buttons and doors and so on, I personally would probably have just burst into inconsolable tears, and then who knows what would have happened next? (It's really nothing, the priest actually does all that stuff for you, but we didn't know that at the time.)

Instead what happened was I went into the little room that they had prepared, and I found the priest there. He said "Have confidence in God, in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit", and I crossed myself. He said, "When was your last confession?" I replied, "I have never done this before, this is my first confession." He just looked at me, put his head in his hands, and said nothing, so I proceeded to tell him everything I could remember about my past life. Then I stopped because I couldn't think of anything else, and he just looked at me for a while. Then he said, "Tell me what you know about the difference between mortal and venial sins?" I remembered having been told this at one point, but my mind went blank and I couldn't remember, so I said, "I have no idea. What is the difference?" Then he said, "Are you being received into the Church?" I said, "Yes, tonight." "Oh. Okay, then for your penance I want you to say one Our Father, and I want you to meditate on the parable of the Prodigal Son, which is found in Luke 15:11-32" and he took my Bible, which I had with me, and he marked the place for me with a bookmark. Then he extended his hand over me and said "I absolve you of all your sins in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit." I said "Amen." He replied "Go in peace." I thanked him and went back out into the Church, where I did my penance.

Confirmation

"When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all together in one place. And suddenly from heaven there came a sound like the rush of a violent wind, and it filled the entire house where they were sitting. Divided tongues, as of fire, appeared among them, and a tongue rested on each of them. All of them were filled with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other languages, as the Spirit gave them ability." Acts 2:1-4
At 6:00 I went over to the Church again and sat praying for a while. Then at about 7:15 we were asked to gather downstairs with our sponsors. Once we had all gathered, we formed into a line and processed into the Church, to take our places at the front. The congregation had already arrived, and I silently waved and smiled at my friends and relatives who were already there. 

The first thing that happened when the Vigil began was that they turned off all the lights. Then, we were instructed to go outside, and there we found the priest lighting a fire. Once the fire was lit, he said a prayer asking God to enlighten our hearts, and then he blessed the fire. 

Then an altar server brought a large candle, which was about as tall as a 5 year old girl, and as thick around as a man's arm, and held it while the priest took a flaming stick from the fire and lit the candle. The altar server then held the candle while the priest cut the image of a cross into it, using a metal stylus. As he did this, he used words which reminded us of how Christ is the King of all space and time, and of all eternity. He also, at the same time, traced the numerals of the year (2001) into the candle. 

After this, he dug five little holes in the cross he had made, and put grains of incense into the holes. As he put the grains in, he said, "By his holy and glorious wounds, may Christ our Lord guard us and keep us." Then the priest carried the candle into the Church, pausing from time to time to sing out "Christ our Light!" At this, the congregation sang out "Thanks be to God!" 

We followed him back in and took our seats again, and at this point he got out the incense burner and incensed everything in the Sanctuary, while altar servers put the candle in its holder by the lectern. The Cantor then burst into song, singing the "Exultet", which is a song that recounts how Jesus had to come and save us because of Adam's sin, and about the meaning of the Vigil. This hymn went on for several minutes. When this came to an end, someone turned the lights on, and we all yelled out "Amen!" 

Following this, we had many Bible stories, interspersed with sung Psalms, which were really retellings of the same Bible stories, and many prayers asking Jesus to help us understand everything. I think there were about seven long readings in all, together with seven Psalms. Then Father spoke for a few moments, reflecting on how Mary Magdalene must have felt to be the first to know of Christ's resurrection. 

He then signaled to the altar servers to bring the candle to him, and when they did this, he took it and dipped it in a large cistern of water, which was sitting at the front of the Church. He said words of blessing over the water and reminded us of the story of Noah and the Flood, and also of how Jesus was baptized with water in the Jordan, and also of how the first Christians were also baptized with water. 

When he had done this, he gave the candle back to the little boys and they put it back in its holder. In all this activity, the flame of the candle never went out, but stayed burning steadily. Immediately following this, the unbaptized were called forward, one at a time. Each one leaned over the basin, and Father used a sea shell to scoop some water out of the cistern and poured it three times over their heads and into the basin. 

As he did so, he said, "I baptize you in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. At this point, all of us in our group are now equal. We are all baptized, and we are all without sin, we four who were previously baptized because of our confession earlier in the day, and the others because through the baptism they have just received, they have been washed clean of all their previous sins. 

To signify this, the newly baptized now put on white garments and stand in the sanctuary where everyone could see them. Their godparents light candles from the Christ Candle (which is the one that was lit from the blessed fire and which was used to bless the water of baptism) and they give these candles to the newly baptized. Some more prayers were said, asking God to help them be good Christians, and then they came back with us. 
The priest then asked us all six questions: 

Do you reject sin, so as to live in the freedom of God's children? 
We responded, "I do." 

Do you reject the glamour of evil, and refuse to be mastered by sin? 

We responded, "I do." 

Do you reject Satan, father of sin and prince of darkness? 

We responded, "I do." 

Do you believe in God the Father almighty, creator of heaven and earth? 

We responded, "I do." 

Do you believe in Jesus Christ, his only Son, our Lord, who was born of the virgin Mary, was crucified, died and was buried, rose from the dead, and is now seated at the right hand of the Father? 

We responded, "I do."

Do you believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting? 

We responded, "I do." 

Then the priest got a special kind of bucket, dipped it in the baptismal water, and a long stick with a ball on the end, with little holes in it, and he dipped the stick in the bucket, and went through the whole Church, throwing the water at everyone, and every time somebody got hit with the water, they would cross themselves. 

While he was doing this, the cantor sang a song about the water flowing from the right side of the temple, and how it brought life to the people. 

When the priest returned, he said a prayer asking God to renew us all in our baptismal promises (which are the six questions that we answered before) and to help us become like Jesus. 

Then the priest came over to us and explained to us that since we are baptized, we are born again in Christ, and that through Confirmation, we shall receive the Holy Spirit, who will help us to become witnesses to Christ in our daily lives. He stretched his hands out over our whole group and he prayed, 
"All powerful God, Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, by water and the Holy Spirit you freed your sons and daughters from sin and gave them new life. Send your Holy Spirit upon them to be their helper and guide. Give them the spirit of wisdom and understanding, the spirit of right judgement and courage, the spirit of knowledge and reverence. Fill them with the spirit of wonder and awe in your presence. We ask this through Christ our Lord." 
We all responded, "Amen." 

Then, he went to the top of the stairs just in front of the altar and called us up. We all lined up in the aisle with our sponsors, going up two by two like the animals into the Ark. :-)

I was very near the end of the line, so I had time to watch what everyone else was doing. When my turn came, I looked into his eyes and he smiled at me. My sponsor put her right hand on my right shoulder. She was behind me. Then he dipped his thumb in the Chrism Oil, laid his hand on my head, and made the CHARACTEREM of the Cross (the mark of Christ) on my forehead with the oil, and he said, "Teresa, be sealed with the Holy Spirit!" 

I said "Amen!" Then he shook my hand and he said "Peace be with you." I smiled at him and I said, "And also with you!" 

Then we stood in the sanctuary and waited for those who were behind us to also be confirmed. After everyone was confirmed, the priest said to the congregation something like, "My dear people, I present to you 11 new servants of Christ, and new members of Holy Church. Teach them, guide them, love them, and welcome them!" The congregation burst into applause, and we returned to our seats. 

First Holy Communion

"The Jews then disputed among themselves, saying, 'How can this man give us his flesh to eat?' So Jesus said to them, 'Very truly I tell you, unless you eat the flesh of the Son of Man and drink His blood, you have no life in you. Those who eat my flesh and drink my blood have eternal life and I will raise them up on the last day; for my flesh is true food and my blood is true drink. Those who eat my flesh and drink my blood abide in me, and I in them. Just as the living Father sent me, and I live because of the Father, so whoever eats me will live because of me. This is the bread that came down from heaven, not like that which your ancestors ate, and they died. But the one who eats this bread will live forever.'" John 6:52-58
The offering was taken, the gifts presented, and many prayers were both sung and said. The bread became the flesh of Christ and the wine became His blood. We went forward and received, first the body of Christ, and then the blood. 

After this we said our final prayers, received a final blessing, and then went downstairs again, and partied the night away. My family and friends had a good time at the party, although they felt that the service itself was a little long. 

At the time of this writing, I have been Catholic for three weeks now. I am entering fully into the mysteries, and finding surprising answers. Things are becoming clear now that never made any sense before. 

I am availing myself of Confession and of the Eucharist as frequently as possible, and spending a great deal of time in prayer.

A Brief History of My Life as a Christian

http://members.shaw.ca/jrlmcrae/church/index.html
I was baptized on October 8, 1961, Thanksgiving Sunday, by the Reverend Preston McLeod, at Knox United Church, at the age of about 5 months. Thus began my ever-growing relationship with Jesus Christ, my Savior and Lord. I was taught from an early age to pray frequently, and to ask God for the things I needed, and to give Him thanks for the blessings He gives to us. I was also taught to sing His praises with simple little children's songs, to be obedient to His commands, and to attend Church regularly. 

I was a faithful attender at Sunday School, and won many Perfect Attendance Awards and Memory Verse cards. At the age of 8 years old, I earned my first Bible by memorizing several short passages of Scripture, including the Ten Commandments and The Beatitudes. 

I became a full member of the Church on Palm Sunday, 1976, at the age of 14. From that point on, I became involved in many committees of the Church, taught Sunday School, and assisted with the many projects that were initiated by the congregation. 

I first encountered the Catholic Church in 1983, and while at first, and for many years, I thought that I could incorporate Catholic spirituality into my Protestant lifestyle, eventually I realized that I had to become Catholic. I did so, after much reflection and study, on April 14 at the Easter Vigil, in 2001. 

Take a look at my new Rosary Book, HERE. 

My Catholic Pages 

My Apologetics Page - My answers to frequently asked questions about the Catholic Faith. (With pictures from St. Mary's Cathedral by photographer Monique Achtman) 

Logical Butterflies in Cosmic Time - My online magazine for teenagers has gone totally Catholic. 
Ave Maria Artworks - I recently built this web site for founder Scott Kelly of Ave Maria Artworks 

My Story - The story of how I came to know and love the Catholic Church, and of how hard it was to leave my Protestant roots.

The Religious Humour Page 

Resources 

Institute of Applied Biblical Studies - Scott Hahn's home page. 

One Voice in The New Evangelization - Mark Shea's home page, which includes articles, books and more Bible studies.

Summa Theologica - by St. Thomas Aquinas, widely considered to be the greatest Christian theologian in the history of the world. 

... and if you thought that one was hard to read... 

The Code of Canon Law - For use when in doubt about Church law on a particular issue. You have to scroll down to get to the actual laws. Lay people don't usually worry too much about these unless they are directly affected for some reason. (Your priest will let you know.) 

The Catechism - Everything you need to know. 

The Apostolic Letters - Letters from the Pope on a variety of interesting subjects. 

St. Teresa of Avila - My patron Saint. "Teach us to pray." 

Meeting Christ in the Liturgy - Father Kevin Cusack's Lectionary Bible Study Pages. 

The Lord's Prayer in 1128 languages (and counting...) 

The Ecumenical Councils of the Church - Want to know what they said at Nicea in 325 AD? Or at Trent? This link has the notes from all of the Church Councils that ever took place. 

Nova Vulgata - St. Jerome's Bible; "Nova" (new) because punctuation has been added by later scholars, and also verse and chapter numbers, so that you can find things in it more easily. This is the official Bible of the Church. 

Fun Links
The Mark Shea Blog - Motto: "Catholic and loving it!" - Author and Catholic evangelist Mark Shea's unedited opinions on the issues of today.

My City Was Gone - a sadly humorous look at heresy in the modern North American RCIA, by "Jimbo" and "Legatus". (They explain in excruciating detail what a "neeple" is.) 

Moloch's Blog - Blogs are so cool that even the demons of Hell are getting in on the act. Moloch is the demon who drinks the blood of sacrificed infants. He'd been nearly starved into nothing during the Christian Era, when child sacrifice was just totally uncool, not to mention a criminal offence in all but the most backward locales, but now that the post-Christian age of "choice" is upon us, he's back up to full strength again. Quotable: "I remember being pretty proud of the Aztecs and their child sacrifices. I thought that they were the very cats meow that is until the 20th century came along and made them look like amateurs. "
