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Finally home
http://ofbutterflywings.wordpress.com/2011/04/25/finally-home/                
By Zanne, April 25, 2011
I’m coming home,
I’m coming home
Tell the World I’m coming home
Let the rain wash away all the pain of yesterday
I know my kingdom awaits and they’ve forgiven my mistakes
I’m coming home, 
I’m coming home
Tell the World that I’m coming
It’s done. Final. My life has been irrevocably changed, as of a few hours ago.

I was so nervous earlier, and panicking that I was going to make me and my friend, who was driving us, late. I’m notorious for being late. It was a rush of does my hair look ok, hair bow or no hair bow, which shoes should I wear, wait where’s my purse, do I have my camera. The whole time I felt like I was forgetting something, and I was convinced that something would go wrong, because of course nothing good can happen to me, right?

We reached the church, and I found out no one of the few people I invited could make it. I was crushed. The tears came in full force. My godmother noticed and asked what was wrong. I think I babbled something about no one being there for us, and there went my chance at having a picture to remember this by. Inside, I just kept hearing the words of my family, repeating over and over, and I felt like I was making the worst decision of my life, that the reason no one came was because they all knew I was messing up horribly. I thrive on social contact and support from my friends, so the idea that everyone had someone there (besides their sponsors/godparents) but me and my friend, was a huge blow to me. Logically I knew that things come up like family emergencies, and one of our friends had had a trip planned for weeks before she even found out we were getting baptized. But logic wasn’t anywhere near my thoughts at that point.

I managed to get the tears to stop long enough to pray and try to calm down. I’m praying for peace to get through this, and for reassurance that I’m not making the worst mistake of my lives. Then I hear my Father whisper. "Your family-is-here." And I can feel presences all around me. I know my Father was there and Jesus too, maybe my saint and Mary as well, who knows? But it comforted me. Because even if my family thought I was one step above a heathen for this, and none of my friends could make it, my spiritual family was there in full force for me.

Mass begins. I have never been so glad that all the readings are in the book for us. I couldn’t tell you half of what they were right now, except that the first one was the creation story and the last one was the tomb story (out of which gospel is beyond me though). Father gives his homily. Then it’s our turn.

We’re called up to stand in front of the congregation. We say I do to the baptismal promises (even saying I do twice for one because Father didn’t hear us the first time apparently) Then we’re called to the baptismal font, and washed clean. It was colder than I expected it to be and it was all I could do not to jump, which would have been bad in my heels. Then our sponsors go and light our candles, and hand them to us. We blow them out and hand them back.

The rest of our class, those who are just being confirmed are called up, and say their baptismal promises. Then Father prays over us and anoints us with chrism. My friend and I blot it off with handkerchiefs our godmother had had embroidered for us with our saint’s name and the date. When we got them, she warned us that Father could be liberal with the chrism. She was right, but I didn’t mind because it smelled good to me. Father prays for us again and the entire congregation applauds. Tears fill my eyes, but I hold them back long enough to see where I’m going down the steps and not fall on my face.

We’re not even back in the pew for a minute before our RCIA leader is coming over to ask us if we can help with the presentation of the gifts. We agree immediately and go to the back of the church and receive a quick mini lesson on how to present the gifts. I have the bread, my friend has the wine and one of the boys that was baptized has the book (anyone know what’s in the book btw?)
Since the Rite of Election, when 3 of the other people in our class got to help with the presentation, I have dreamed of being able to participate in this. Not for any prestige, if you think of it like that, but because of the honor that I think it is to be able to carry what will become the Body and Blood of Christ to the altar. I feel like its part of something special, something holy. And I got to do that right after being baptized and right before receiving First Communion. Such an amazing feeling. Just holding the bowl of bread made me feel different. Like I was in the presence of something holy, and it hadn’t even been consecrated yet. We carry it up and go back into the pew to watch Father prepare the Eucharist.

Father calls us forward to receive First Communion, the kids first, then my friend, myself, and the other guy who was baptized, then those who were confirmed. After that the rest of the congregation joined. I don’t think I remembered to bow, oops. I’m new, I’ll learn. And it felt like forever to even get the Blood of Christ to touch my lips because I was trying to be careful not to spill it.

I had the most trouble kneeling after taking communion because it was all I could do not to shout for joy. I finally got to receive communion! I had been dreaming about this for 2 years by this point, and it finally happened! I’m surprised my friend didn’t lean over and push down on my shoulder or nudge me to get me to stop bouncing, as she does when it gets too out of control. (It comes with the ADD, when I’m excited)

After mass, we were asked to stay behind and received our certificates, and a beautiful RCIA cross and rosary from the church. Our godmother introduced my friend to 3 ladies from the choir, because she is interested in joining and can sing beautifully, and they pretty much snapped her up immediately. I joked later that she was fresh meat to them. We left, and I convinced her to go to IHOP because neither of us were really tired, and were kind of getting hungry. I think she secretly wanted to go because it was much easier to convince her than I thought it would be. On the way there, we joked about how funny it would be if one of the families from our RCIA class showed up because we seem to run into them everywhere.

We get there and the place is already pretty full. We sit and order our food, and about 10 minutes later, the kids from that family are running over to us to say hi and we’re all laughing, then Father walks in with his family, and more people from our parish that I knew by sight show up. Our parish pretty much flashmobbed IHOP, and it just made the most amazing night that much better.

Today has been the most amazing day, and I know that my Father has me in his arms, holding me safely. Now if only He can get me to sleep before dawn. I feel like I’m so wired up I’ll never sleep. I’m bubbling with joy. I want to get up and dance around the house, and go outside and turn cartwheels in the grass, and shout to the heavens that I’m home! I’m baptized and received fully into communion with the Church. I’m exactly where I want to be. All my sins are washed away in the (cold) waters of baptism.

I’m home. Finally. And in this home, I’m loved for who I am, not what I can do.

