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The grass is greener on the Catholic side
http://www.katherinelt.com/2012/04/my-story.html
By Katherine Lynn, April 18, 2012
First, I have to say that writing to an actual audience is surreal. Before I called Catholic Answers, my father was my lone follower. Love you, Dad.
Now, without further ado, here is my conversion story. This post is rather lengthy, as you can see, so grab a coffee (or other beverage of your choice), and get comfortable.
I grew up in a Protestant home with the most amazing family imaginable. My mom and dad raised me and my two brothers -- one older, one younger -- with such care and love. I have sweet memories of picking out my Sunday best and letting my mom curl my hair before church. God's existence has never been a question for me; I have always known He is present, and I have always known He is alive. What a beautiful knowledge that is written on our hearts. 
As I grew up, my faith dwindled. My childlike trust dissolved into distant awareness. Somewhere along the way, I developed an acute awkwardness toward God. I remember praying to Him for help with my uneasiness and discomfort, but the feeling persisted. By high school, God was an afterthought. And, to be succinct, I began to make poor decisions. It was the snowball effect from there.
In 2004, my father was diagnosed with malignant melanoma. Praise be to the Lord, he has been healthy and cancer-free for 6 years now. Retrospectively, his illness was absolute proof that God draws us to Himself through our suffering. We were recommended to melanoma specialists in Santa Monica, California, who happened to work for a Catholic hospital. During my dad's treatments and surgeries, my mother began to embrace her Catholic roots, and a collection of devotions, prayers, and rosaries accumulated. God ignited the Catholic fire under my family, and He turned the pain into praise. Even as I sit here writing this, I am in awe of the mysterious ways in which God works to show us His love. It's truly unfathomable.
While my parents fervently pursued the Catholic faith, I chose to remain blissfully ignorant. But my life was the perfect antonym of bliss. I lived for parties, fun, and the moment. I could sometimes feel a heaviness of guilt for my decisions, but I pushed it aside. My sins meant nothing to me. And, really, neither did God. 
By the fall of 2007, my dad encouraged me to attend RCIA classes, as he had just been Confirmed. I reluctantly agreed to attend, though more for his sake than mine. On Easter of 2008, I became a member of the Catholic Church, but it was all a facade on my part. I called myself a Catholic and lived as a sinner.
Side note (but an important one): For some reason, I never doubted the teachings of the Church. The Real Presence was never an issue for me, praying to Mary and the Saints did not bother me, and I never saw the use of statues as idol worship. The transition from Protestantism to Catholicism was, basically, easy. Or so I like to think. God, in His Goodness, blessed me with the grace of knowing the Truth when I heard it. 
I digress.
On August 16, 2010, I attended a Parish Mission, led by a very holy priest. I was still in a dangerous love affair with the world at this point, and I decided to go to the mission out of mere curiosity. Unbeknownst to me, this would be my wake-up call. Everything I should have known was placed before me all at once. I grappled with the fact that I would one day die, and I could choose either heaven or hell; my own, delicate soul was in my hands. I cried and cried, and mourned my sinful life. My emotions were in it, but my will was not. In my pride, I relied on myself to change. My relapse came quickly, and I was back to where I began. This lasted until just a few months ago. 
My true conversion was not dramatic. There was no distinct or specific event which triggered me to reevaluate my life. God so lovingly and persistently whispered to me, and I finally decided to listen.   
I have since surrendered my pride and self-love to the Lord, knowing fully that I am incapable of doing anything without Him. I have also fallen in love with the Holy Eucharist and the Sacrament of Reconciliation (a topic I will be discussing at length in a separate post). God's love pours from His mercy and forgiveness. 
I can't say that these past few months have been easy. Rather, they have been difficult, confusing, and, at times, very lonely. It's a daily process, and I struggle often. But there is no way I would trade any of it for a false sense of comfort and happiness. No way. God is too good. I will gladly lose my life to gain it. Be blessed.
