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My earliest religious memory is that of a 6 year old, standing in the vestibule of the 2nd Baptist Church in Fairfield, Texas. My Aunt was discussing with me the merits of Jesus Christ, and my need for his Saving Grace. I vaguely knew who Jesus was but did know that I wanted to go to Heaven, so the generic sequence that followed, most Christians in the United States will recognize; "Dear Jesus, please come into my heart, be my Lord and Savior. I ask this in the name of Jesus, Amen."
That particular Sunday was in its peak of wondrous splendor, as only those who have experienced Texas weather can attest to. Bright blue sky, completely cloudless of course, and it was in the Spring so it was actually cool natured. I vividly recall the sunlight as it streamed through the beautiful stained glass windows onto the bright red carpet.
Even at that young of an age, I preferred the simple and grand majesty of old Baptist traditions to those of my parents' 50 year old non-denominational Lakewood Church in Houston, Texas. Not that I could properly identify why at the time, I only knew that I loved my Grandparents deeply, and treasured every moment that I spent with them. It was not until many years later that I even discovered this preference, much less why I felt that way.
The only thing I knew, at that time, is that God was "old", and the 70 year old Baptist Preacher made him real in a way that my childhood church did not. I had to be reverent going to my Grandparent's church. God was all powerful and I would respect him, and obey what was said and what was in the Bible. In other words, I developed an awe and respect for God at a very young age.
At the early age of 7 I had my first confrontation with my very religious Grandmother. We were enjoying the infrequent quarterly observance of Communion, as the Pastor read the passages from the Gospels regarding the Lord's Supper.
Oddly enough, I observed the congregation around me behaving in a less reverential manner than that which I was raised to adhere myself to. They seemed almost bored, or annoyed that the service was taking longer than the traditional length of 1 hour to 1 hour and 15 minutes, and were most impatient to leave.
Afterwards, I asked my Grandmother why people had behaved that way. Being the protective yet wonderful woman that she was that recognized my early intelligence she gave it to me straight.
She confirmed what I had thought earlier about the service taking longer than they were accustomed to, and their reaction to it.
I then asked her the question that started the confrontation:
"But he said that it was Jesus' Body [and Blood]."
She gave me a hard look and said:
"Yes sweetheart, but what he meant was that it was done in 'memory of me'. Do you know what a symbol is?"
I was getting confused at this point and responded with something to the effect of:
"It's like a picture that means something, right?"
"Yes". She smiled deeply.
Nothing more was said, but I noticed the several sideways glances that she gave me and I became even more confused. Did I ask something wrong? I decided to keep my thoughts to myself.
I was at odds with what she said and what Jesus said.
"This is my body..." ~Take and eat this in Memory of me.
Not ~"This is the memory of my Body, take and eat it for me."
Why even go through the motions of recreating a scene? According to my childhood church, tradition and memory meant nothing, only Faith.
I let this go for the next 3 years. I was in a Sunday school class that my Grandfather was teaching, where we were required to learn the Lord's Prayer (Our Father). Part of what was taught and read was the Book of Acts. My mind became filled with wonderful and vivid stories of "speaking in tongues" and "healing", and of death for those that lied to the Holy Spirit. 
I asked my Grandmother: "Do people still do that stuff today?" She became combative at this point: "That stuff was fine for then, but it's not done now." And of course at this point I made the most classic of blunders: "The Pastor said that God is the same "yesterday, today and forever. I don't understand?" At this point she got quite red in the face, and said: "No. You need to talk with your parents, do you understand?" Confusion at this point multiplied to the extent that I erased the slate, and began seriously listening to the Pastor of my parents’ church, because he at least agreed with my "unchangeable God" comment. 
My next major religious thought solidified the very next year at the age of 8, at my parent's church. I was attending a Sunday school class, before the main service that we were to attend, and a fellow student asked this typical childhood question: "Did Jesus have any brothers or sisters?" The first thought that came to mind before the teacher answered was: "No. He had friends that he thought of as "brothers and sisters. Like the adults in church call each other "brother" and "sister." On the contrary, the teacher answered like this: "Well in the Bible it does say that he had brothers and sisters." I raised my hand. "Yes, Matthew?" "Like the adults in church call each other 'brother' and 'sister'?" She stammered for a moment. "Well yes, we are all brothers and sisters in Jesus, but he had real brothers and sisters also." And... she changed the subject, so I waited until after the church service and asked my parents. My mother answered, "Yes, real brothers and sisters". My father looked sideways at my mother and said to me, "we are all brothers and sisters in Christ". Her eyes widened and they began to whisper... The consensus was, "we really don't know, I guess we will find out when we get to Heaven" (smiles from both). I sat quietly for almost a minute. "What are you thinking?" I remained silent. "Matt?" "I...um..." I was raised as a respectful child and knew that deciding either way might place me at odds with one of my parents, so I was afraid to speak my mind. "I was thinking about Heaven, and what it will look like." I deflected the implied question as any child would, but deep inside my being, when I pictured Jesus having "brothers" and "sisters" by Mary and Joseph...The bright and colorful pictures I held in my mind when I imagined the Gospels became very dark and, well, dirty and wrong. You see, I was already entering puberty, and would complete it early at the age of 10, so I had been thinking of sex a lot during that time period. Jesus was the Son of God, born to a woman that had to be free from the sexual stain of sin (virgin), because well, she HAD to be. The term Original Sin was not to be revealed to me until much later in the future, but I KNEW in my heart, that Mary and Joseph did NOT have any children together. It would have been horribly wrong and dirty. Later I would concrete this feeling into this: God needed a virgin, just as the Prophet said, as an irrefutable "sign" of his coming and Divinity. God saves. He would never have used her and thrown her back into Original Sin like something to be discarded, like a common piece of trash. She even said, "My Savior". If so, why not use any common mother to give birth to Him? The Perfect had to have been born of the perfect, and God would never ruin something that is perfect. That is the Devil's job; he is the Destroyer! So I remained silent on my newfound belief, even while listening to others up to and including those at the pulpit, speak to the contrary. 
So life continued. Leaving Elementary and entering Junior High, I quickly had other things on my mind. Fitting in, post adolescence, girls, education, et cetera. I began learning the Spanish language and used a Spanish/English parallel Bible to help me learn faster. I'll admit it; the sermons I was hearing were very boring to me, not because they necessarily were, but because they focused on Salvation of sinners and Evangelizing. Which is oh so very important, but I simply did not need it. I was "saved". Plus they never offered anything as far as adult formation, other than "Bible studies" in which we sat around and read large sections of Scripture and self-interpreted it afterwards...leading to many conflicting opinions and arguments of course. So...I read my Spanish Bible during the sermons, brining myself much pleasure as I learned a second language. I would pause during the sermons long enough to flip through the Bible to the various verses that were quoted, and read along in Spanish as he spoke them in English. Wait a second, confusion...huh? (To add: The Spanish translation was in a very old dialect that matched the English of the King James era. I was told that the KJV was one of the oldest translations and avoided the "copy of a copy" syndrome, so that is why I picked it, so as to make the cross translation easier) The following Scripture was read during a sermon under the premise that Faith is what saves, and that Grace was the Gift of God: Ephesians 2:8, 9 For by grace you have been saved through faith; and that not of yourselves, it is the gift of God. Not by works, lest any man should boast. Efesios 2:8,9 (Porque por gracia sois salvos por la fe; y esto no de vosotros, pues es don de Dios): Therefore through Grace you are being saved through the other-worldly touch; and is not of you all, since it is a Heavenly gift of God. (No por obras, para que nadie se gloríe.) Not through acts/behaviors, before anyone self glorifies. On the contrary, it specifically stated that we are being saved through GRACE through the Heavenly Touch of FAITH which is the Gift of God! Thankfully at this time my parents began a period of church "hopping" for whatever reasons that they held. During the same period of time, I was exposed to the ugly and diseased effects of racism. I never understood the hypocrisy of all of the self -segregated churches, and had not been aware of them. For those that did not know, Lakewood Church has a very diverse congregation of all cultures and colors, and for this I respect it immensely. Also during this time I was exposed to the writings of Jack Chick. I didn't believe most of the poppycock contained in his tracts, but his "message" stuck. Coupled with these writings I heard many anti-Catholic sermons from many a Protestant Pulpit. My secular education continued unabated, and being an avid History buff, I read deeply into the history of the Reformation. So much so that I finally was able to answer the following question: "What religion are you?" (Christian never sufficed) I was a Protestant Christian. For being a very logical and very mathematical student as well, there were only 2 types of Christian, Catholic and Protestant. 
At the ripe old age of 14, we started attending a non-denominational church in Kingwood, Texas. There was a youth Pastor there by the name of... we'll call him Steve. 
Because of my previously learned thought processes, I now doubted "faith salvation". Steve gave us a most challenging assignment one day: "Look up the word "atonement" in your Bibles and tell me what you find out." (As an exercise for my Protestant Brethren, pull out your Concordance and cross reference the word atonement) The assignment day was at hand. The various students displayed their results. Many quoted repetitions of various Protestant sources, no doubt with the "help" of their parents. Steve's praise followed the "round robin" order as it proceeded across the room. Finally, my turn came. "Matt?" Steve asked. "Well, we need atonement for the sins that we have committed...May I talk to you, in private?" (That year, I had made the most grievous of errors. I slept with a girl... After I did so I remembered the words of Genesis 3:7 "Then the eyes of both of them were opened, and they realized that they were naked; so they sewed fig leaves together and made loincloths for themselves." My "eyes" had been opened just like this. Immediately afterwards I felt tremendous guilt that I could not rid myself of.) "Jesus saves us, Matt, if we confess our sins to God, and are truly sorry." he responded. "But: Hebrews 10: 10 For God is not unjust so as to overlook your work and the love you have demonstrated for his name by having served and continuing to serve the holy ones. 11 We earnestly desire each of you to demonstrate the same eagerness for the fulfillment of hope until the end, 12 so that you may not become sluggish, but imitators of those who, through faith and patience, are inheriting the promises. 26 If we sin deliberately after receiving knowledge of the truth, there no longer remains sacrifice for sins 27 but a fearful prospect of judgment and a flaming fire that is going to consume the adversaries. "May I confess my sins to you?" Flustered, he responded by quoting Ephesians 2:8, 9 (above section). "That's not what it says", and I told him "yes that's what it says", even drawing it to his attention in the English translation: For by grace you have been saved through faith; >>and that<< not of yourselves, it is the gift of God. Not by works, lest any man should boast. "Direct Object reference in English is to the last concept/object, because there is no gender for nouns/concepts, like there is in Spanish." I told him. "But that is not the point. I need forgiveness for sinning after being 'saved'." I then pointed to the following, as I had researched for "atonement": James 2 14What good is it, my brothers, if a man claims to have faith but has no deeds? Can such faith save him? 15Suppose a brother or sister is without clothes and daily food. 16If one of you says to him, "Go, I wish you well; keep warm and well fed," but does nothing about his physical needs, what good is it? 17In the same way, faith by itself, if it is not accompanied by action, is dead. 18But someone will say, "You have faith; I have deeds." Show me your faith without deeds, and I will show you my faith by what I do. 19You believe that there is one God. Good! Even the demons believe that—and shudder. 20You foolish man, do you want evidence that faith without deeds is useless? 21Was not our ancestor Abraham considered righteous for what he did when he offered his son Isaac on the altar? 22You see that his faith and his actions were working together, and his faith was made complete by what he did. 23And the scripture was fulfilled that says, "Abraham believed God, and it was credited to him as righteousness," and he was called God's friend. 24You see that a person is justified by what he does and not by faith alone. 25In the same way, was not even Rahab the prostitute considered righteous for what she did when she gave lodging to the spies and sent them off in a different direction? 26As the body without the spirit is dead, so faith without deeds is dead. And here: John 20 19On the evening of that first day of the week, when the disciples were together, with the doors locked for fear of the Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, "Peace be with you!" 20After he said this, he showed them his hands and side. The disciples were overjoyed when they saw the Lord. 21Again Jesus said, "Peace be with you! As the Father has sent me, I am sending you." 22And with that he breathed on them and said, "Receive the Holy Spirit. 23If you forgive anyone his sins, they are forgiven; if you do not forgive them, they are not forgiven." "Will you forgive me?" I begged. "God has already forgiven you, Matt!" He exclaimed. "How do I know that?" "You have to have Faith Matt!" He flustered. "But I showed you what Faith meant, that's why I am not sure if I am forgiven. If you forgive me, then according to the Bible, I WILL be forgiven! God is the same yesterday, today and forever, right? Please..." I was crying at this point. A very ashen look clouded his face. "Jesus has already forgiven you, Matt, but I forgive you too." He turned away in silence and left the office. I felt better, disregarding the imperfection of the situation that had played out. 
My passion at the time was playing my trumpet. My father was also a trumpet player that had been inactive for several years. My memory fails me as to how, but we ended up playing our instruments during the praise and worship section of the service. How beautiful! After 3 years of this wonderful privilege, I was approached by the Pastor's wife, and ushered into her office. To make a long conversation short: Paraphrase: "We are replacing the worship team with a younger style rock band to draw younger/sinning crowds. Will you be here tomorrow, regardless?" I lied and told her "yes", left her office, the church, and didn't look back. 
I graduated High School, entered the University of Houston and quickly slipped into the "ways of the world". Church attendance fell to almost zero. Unknown to me, depression was beginning to set in, and I ended up dropping out of school during my second year. I bounced from job to job, some well paying and others low paying. I took on a very humanistic attitude and almost completely rejected Christianity. But...at the same time, I still had the spirit to challenge or correct those that attacked Christianity, especially when they founded their arguments on flawed logic or inaccurate historical references. The student of history that I was would not let me sit idly by while people and groups of so called "Christians" behaved so irrationally and hatefully towards one another. Sin compounded sin in a very destructive chain reaction as I slipped further into the world. My conscience was hammered to the point of almost total destruction, but...I still maintained enough of it to discern between right and wrong. Most of the time I ignored it though. I did want to go to church though and correct my life, but was determined not to attend one that resembled any of the ones that I had attended during my childhood. 
A couple of questions came to mind during my initial searching though: How could churches located within 100 yards of each other have such different interpretations of the same Scriptures? For that matter, what about differing opinions within the same congregation, with everyone claiming the correct interpretation by the power of the Holy Spirit? Who is right, and how are we to know who can make an authoritative decision? The only option that I saw was to investigate the Christian churches in existence, comparing their beliefs against those taught in Scripture. And so I did. I knew nothing of the Catholics, and didn't care to, so I didn't even look at them. They had been proven wrong many times. I could list church after church and group after group, but it would be pointless. The following I kept in my mind, as a "litmus test" whenever I researched a church: 1 Corinthians 1:10 I urge you, brothers, in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, that all of you agree in what you say, and that there be no divisions among you, but that you be united in the same mind and in the same purpose. 1 Timothy 3...4...6 15 But if I should be delayed, you should know how to behave in the household of God, which is the church of the living God, the pillar and foundation of truth. 16 Undeniably great is the mystery of devotion, Who was manifested in the flesh, vindicated in the spirit, seen by angels, proclaimed to the Gentiles, believed in throughout the world, taken up in glory. ... 4 For everything created by God is good, and nothing is to be rejected when received with thanksgiving, 5 for it is made holy by the invocation of God in prayer. 6 If you will give these instructions to the brothers, you will be a good minister of Christ Jesus, nourished on the words of the faith and of the sound teaching you have followed. ... 3 Whoever teaches something different and does not agree with the sound words of our Lord Jesus Christ and the religious teaching 4 is conceited, understanding nothing, and has a morbid disposition for arguments and verbal disputes. From these come envy, rivalry, insults, evil suspicions, 5 and mutual friction among people with corrupted minds, who are deprived of the truth, supposing religion to be a means of gain. Bah! "None of them can be correct" I thought to myself countless times. So I went back to the source. The Protestant Reformation. The Lutherans, Calvin and Zwingli surely had to have a better answer? However Sola Fide again raised its head when researching them, and so I was done. I could worship God at home, and still be Christian. So I did. 
In July of 2001 I met my wife, a non- practicing/raised Missionary Baptist. 7 weeks later, we married (gasp). Looking back on the whole ordeal, we were very, very, very lucky....no, that's not right. We have been blessed, though it would be several years before I would admit this. We entered the marriage knowing that it would not be fruitful. She had been told by several doctors that she would not be able to have children. 3 months into our marriage, she suddenly began to feel nauseous on an almost daily basis. Well, you know how this is going to turn out... We had our 1st son a little less than 2 weeks shy of our first anniversary. This happened simultaneously with our battle to control her epilepsy. Thanks be to God. What kick-started my research into churches again, was the following types of comments/scenarios: 1. People had to "do the math" to see if he was conceived out of wedlock. How rude! From the start of our marriage we have been the "black sheep" in our family. 2. We married and THEN got pregnant! It is sad that our society has come to this...that we are in the minority. 3. We had more children, and were considered "irresponsible". It is again sad that our society has come to this...that we are in the minority, because we believe in Life versus death. My grandmother came from a large family, as did everyone else from her time period and the times before that. What had changed? Simultaneously, I was having a serious sexual guilt issue. Before our marriage, when I had had sex with other women, I felt guilt of course, but why now? I was married and faithful and happy with my wife! Why should I feel guilt, whenever we had sex? What struck me as odd was that the only times that I did not feel guilt during sex was when we were actively procreating... On the contrary, it felt correct, both emotionally and spiritually. I could not rationalize anything at this point so I set everything aside. I took a job with the US DOT and we ended up transferring from Houston, Texas to South Bend, Indiana. I became dissatisfied with my job and left, to again bounce from job to job until we ended up moving to the Indianapolis area. I then went into business with my father-in-law. 
2001 through 2003. My wife wanted to go to church, and her reasons were valid. We had a 5 member family now, and we needed to give them a strong moral upbringing. Over my years of researching, I had developed a series of "innocent" questions that I would ask every potential Preacher or Pastor. It may have been very judgmental of me to analyze every man of God that I came across, but I could not sit and listen to someone that either did not know their own faith, or taught something contrary to the Bible. I had done extensive reading in Scripture of the Prophets and their writings on Jesus. To list the "tells" of Jesus, or to list the number of potential questions I had in reserve would be too many to include here, but the empirical answers were these: He was born of a virgin. He died on a cross. None of his bones were broken. He rose 3 days later. He ascended into Heaven. He sits at the right hand of the Father. He will come again in glory to judge the living and the dead. His kingdom is everlasting. Those that failed my "test", also failed to get me to return to their church. Percent failure equaled 100. I know that I annoyed my wife, but I could not help it. So for the most part, we stopped trying to attend a church altogether. During this time, my sister met a wonderful Catholic man and they fell in love. One small catch, on his part, was that she had to at least learn about the Catholic Faith. 2004 My sister called me on the phone and said that she was going to "convert". My concern was that she was doing this for her fiancé, and not for herself, so I asked her as much. She refused to say anything more than, "...I am happy. If you are interested in learning about being Catholic, go to the nearest Parish and ask them any questions that you like..." Hearing these words coming from a sibling who was raised as I was, with her multiple degrees and education? Well I was stunned. My wife was non- committal, saying only that she was happy if my sister was happy. July 2006 I was asked to play my trumpet at her wedding. I accepted of course, so we drove from our new home in Indiana to attend her wedding in Houston. 
I was asked to play "Seek Ye First" during the ceremony and by the time the Eucharist was finished, for the first time in many years I could actually feel the presence of God. I of course said nothing to my wife. I would never consider a group that "worshipped Mary" (as I was taught to believe). The Peace that surrounded everyone in that particular Parish struck a chord deep inside of me, however. We returned home and I was confused, but back to work I went, attempting to dismiss what I had felt. Over the next month, during idle moments, my mind would wander and daydream about my sister's wedding. Revelation 3:20 Behold, I stand at the door and knock. If anyone hears my voice and opens the door, (then) I will enter his house and dine with him, and he with me. August 2006. Towards the latter part of the month, I spoke to my wife on the telephone. She had been irregularly attending a couple of churches with or without me until the last one she attended had its previous Pastor as a guest speaker one Sunday. He basically stood at the pulpit and called various religious groups here and around the globe "stupid" for their beliefs. The only thing that had kept her from leaving in the middle of his "sermon", was the horrified look on the current Pastors face. Regardless, she did not return. And so on the telephone, we discussed if and where we were going to attend church. After a brief discussion we decided to try the small Catholic Church here in Cicero. www.sacredheartcicero.org My memory fails me as to which of us brought the subject of Catholic up, because at the time, retaining the memory was not as important in the storyline as what followed next. Before I begin these final sequences, it must be clearly understood that my sole reasoning for wanting to attend a Catholic Mass was to see what attraction it held for my sister, and to experience something new and different for myself. So I got off of the phone with my wife and decided to do something that I should have done 20 years ago.
I felt a great wave of sadness because of what I was about to do, as it could end in only one way: Total exposure of the errors of the Catholic Faith, at which point it would be my duty to confront my sister with my findings. And so I begin the telling of the whirlwind that was to follow... The first hour: 30 seconds later the first thing that I ran across was the Apostle's Creed: I believe in God, the Father Almighty, the Creator of heaven and earth, and in Jesus Christ, His only Son, our Lord: Who was conceived of the holy Spirit, born of the virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died, and was buried. He descended into hell. The third day He arose again from the dead. He ascended into heaven and sits at the right hand of God the Father Almighty, whence He shall come 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 life everlasting. Amen. Most people find it unbelievable that I had never been exposed to this before. I was floored. The hair on my neck and arms stood up straight, and it was hard for me to breathe. The marks of the Divinity of Jesus Christ were wrapped up all nice and neat in one simple statement. I stood up, dropping the wireless keyboard that I was holding and shouted with glee, "Of COURSE the Apostle's had a statement like that!!" They were there and looked upon the face of Jesus and heard his teachings firsthand. My mind worked rapidly... Creed (?), creed...creo (sp.), credo (lt.), I believe, belief, a Statement of Belief. I walked outside, deep in thought. Returning inside, I searched for this creed...and found it: With the Lutherans, Methodists, and many other older denominations. Denominations, denomine, devide, divide, divisions... I felt like an idiot. How many times had I researched different denominations with prejudice? Once I hit Sola Fide with them I tuned them out... What else had I missed? Could I have misjudged them? Did I need to start my research over? Yes, I had to go back to the beginning. I relaxed and let my mind wander...back 50 years, back 100 years, 200, 500...Reformation, Martin Luther attacking Indulgences, meeting with the Pope 3 times-leaving peacefully, the birth of nationalism, German princes gaining political and financial control over Church holdings, Inquisition, the slaughter of Priests in France (sigh)..."dark ages"...Post Roman Empire, Apostolic times. I searched for early Christian writings. The word catholic kept coming up in writings as early as pre and post 100 A.D. cath·o·lic (kăth'ə-lĭk) (From Greek katolicos) adj. 1. Of broad or liberal scope; comprehensive. 2. Including or concerning all humankind; universal. 3. Catholic 1. Of or relating to the universal Christian church. 2. Of or relating to the ancient undivided Christian church. The last sub definition jumped out at me. Ancient. Undivided...divisions, denominations...divided. I walked outside, again deep in thought. The second hour: I came back inside, determined to give the Catholics a fair shake. I searched for a couple of sites that had explanations of Catholic doctrine on them. I quickly discovered the "nihil obstat" and the "imprimatur": ("I have concluded that the materials presented in this work are free of doctrinal or moral errors." / "permission to publish this work is hereby granted.") And selected only those that had the above listed on their website as genuine statements of belief. These quickly became useless in my initial research, because most sites ended up pointing to either Scripture or the Catechism of the Catholic Church (CCC). The third and fourth hours: I ended up reading large texts written by the likes of Justin Martyr, Ignatius of Antioch, Cyril of Jerusalem, and many other early Church writers. I did not read writers later than 400 A.D. The reason being was that, Christianity had to have been preserved at least for the brief amount of time between the 1st and 5th centuries. If it wasn't preserved during such a small amount of time as this, compared to the 2000 year history of Christianity, then all was lost, Jesus was a liar and it was a false religion. Matthew 28:18-20. Then Jesus approached and said to them, "All power in heaven and on earth has been given to me. Go, therefore, and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, teaching them to observe all that I have commanded you. And behold, I am with you always, until the end of the age." The rest of the night, the next day and the next evening: So after reading the ancient Christian writers, I decided to compare the current Catholic Church against the ancient one, as described in their words. I read the Catechism of the Catholic Church (CCC). Day 3: I was in trouble. I cried myself to sleep this night...I am glad that I did, for it would be my last decent night's sleep for almost a week. (This is not an apologetic text, so I will not be quoting Scripture. For official teachings, read the CCC.) 
1. Eucharist: Transubstantiation and the Real Presence of Jesus during Communion. This was a "no brainer". I had believed this for over 20 years. 
2. Marriage: I was taught from an early age by my parents that it was permanent. I agreed. 
3. Reconciliation (Confession): Confessing one's sins to a Priest for Absolution. I had believed this for 14 years. 
4. Anointing of the Sick: Scriptural I saw this in action in many Protestant churches. Again, I agreed. 
5. Confirmation: Sealing the person with the Gift of the Holy Spirit Plenty of Scripture to back this up. 
6. Baptism: (I laughed after reading the Acts of the Apostles) I had never heard anything contrary to Baptism, and after reading many anti-Baptismal writings, I laughed hysterically. And then my thoughts sobered after the realization that to not be baptized, was a very somber thing. I couldn't remember being baptized, so I called my father knowing that it would have been done late so I should remember it, but did not. No baptismal record was ever found. 
7. Holy Orders: Priesthood and Communal Life This one I did end up proving through Scripture, but I agreed with it almost immediately, through pure logic alone. By this point I was becoming ever aware that the Catholic Church may indeed be the ancient and undivided Church that it claimed to be. Holding this out in the forefront, then the following thought process occurred: Jesus breathed the Holy Spirit upon the Apostles, who went forth into the world. Everyone they ordained had literally felt the touch of one that had seen/heard/been touched by Jesus Christ. Continue the thought process to the next generation of ordinations, to the next, et cetera down to the present line of Catholic Priests, who have literally been touched by those before them continuing back to the time of the Apostles. The avalanche commenced. Decision time thought process (rambling): The current Catholic Faith was a mirror image of the Early Church. "I will be with you always..." Not one teaching has changed in 2000 years. "I will be with you always..." Contraceptives were taught as amoral by EVERY Christian group on the planet until 1930. "I will be with you always..." "Call no man father." What laughable poppycock, Paul referred to himself as "father" to other disciples. Or should I not call my own father, "father"? Communion of Saints. Life everlasting, to say otherwise is to deny Christ. They don't worship Saints. "The prayer of a righteous man availeth much..." Life everlasting. They ask the Saints to pray for us. Pray means to ask/implore-Biblical, ok next "problem" area. Apocrypha? The first Bible in print in the 1400's contained 7 "extra" books compared to the Protestant's. Even those contained these books in the rear section into the 20th century. They are referred to in the New Testament Scriptures. They are quoted by the Early Church fathers, and also so happen to contain passages that "support" the Catholic, Martin Luther wanted to remove the book of James, which I have read in depth, History says that he approved the Protestant "canon", removed these 7 books, which current Protestants claim were added by the Catholic, but History is very clear that they were not added, but in fact removed. Mary's Immaculate Conception. What a large statement. But, she had to have been perfect. Ark of the Old Covenant. God was present in it. All who were with sin and touched it died. "This is my blood of the New Covenant". Jesus is the Word, which is God, the New Covenant, an ark? I already know she had to have been perfect when pregnant with Jesus, and that she had no other children, God wouldn't destroy the perfect, but why did it have to be from her conception? A statement! I am the LORD your God. Palm Sunday, the 3 wise men, God makes an entrance, he is Holy and Almighty, loving and just...at the same time....just..."Before the pains come upon her, she safely delivers a male child.", but why conception? "A sound of roaring from the city, a sound from the temple, the sound of the LORD repaying his enemies their deserts!" God is infinite, not bound by time, what is the difference between cleansing her from the time of pregnancy to that of her conception? "Therefore the Lord himself will give you this sign: the virgin shall be with child, and bear a son, and shall name him Immanuel." She was a virgin!!!! Which meant that she hadn't had sex the day before, or the one before that, et cetera. She was pure at pregnancy, God used a virgin as a "sign", virgin meant she had never been violated, she was ALWAYS pure! Why the devotion then? In a flash it came to me. If imploring the Saints for prayer was ok, then what is wrong with asking the purest Saint of them all for prayer? Her Assumption? If she had no sin, and the wage of sin was death, then no death came to her. Why use the woman that gave birth to the Savior of the World, and then leave her to die? And I believed... 
Joy, like I had never known before filled my very being. At the same time though, I had a sense of dread and fear. I shared my thoughts with my wife. "Oh yeah, I knew that." "What?!?" I asked. "What about this Virgin Mary stuff?-Me "Yeah I knew about it."-Her "What do you think about it?"-Me "What do you mean? Do I believe it? Yes."-Her I was shocked. I had read many stories of one spouse or the other being "dragged" ahead. Could we really be this lucky? (That word again) Could this be what God had intended for us all along? Many thoughts and memories went through my mind in rapid succession. I questioned her further about the various Catholic beliefs. "Why are you asking me if I believe something, and when I tell you yes, you explain to me why I should? Just accept it."-Her. And so we called Sacred Heart of Jesus in Cicero that Wednesday. A meeting was arranged for Saturday. We went and enrolled in the RCIA program, and attended our first Mass the very next day. Coincidence or design? We just so happened to come to our belief and call about RCIA 3 days before it started. Familial opposition was heavy. Not from my sister of course, she was ecstatic. Not really from my father. He was busy because my mother was dying of kidney failure, at not from her because of this. Not from my grandmother or grandfather, she because of her advancing Alzheimer's, and he because he had already accepted my sister joining the Church. My Aunt did say that she was just happy that I was going to church again. We did have a brief conversation before my mother's funeral, however. Something to the effect of: Her-"Jesus did say though, that no one goes to the Father except through me." Me-"Yes and he also said, no one comes to me unless sent by the father." She blinked twice, and the conversation ended. My wife's family, however, had a "collective and unspoken heart attack". "So is it true that you people sacrifice virgins at the altar?" (snicker) "Wait a minute, that means you won't use birth 'control' anymore! Good God you already have too many kids!" "I'm just so worried about those boys being around all of those horrible priests." (I politely explained that the number of molesters in the public school system was over 10,000 times greater than the number in the Church, and that I would trust a Priest over a school teacher any day.) 
There was a party in the Parish hall one day, and a couple of her family attended. "Oh my God, he's drinking a beer!"-whispered. Good grief. When we stayed with her grandmother and grandfather during the week of my mother's funeral this January, I had the pleasure of sitting and politely smiling while her grandfather explained why he was not Catholic anymore, and some such about "call no man father". When we got back home I sent him an email with the link to my website. No response as of yet. There were a couple of rough patches during the 7 month long RCIA process, specifically my mother's death and working through a couple of remaining issues as well as rebutting every family member that trashed us for our decision. It tried my patience. I am a very impatient person by nature so the length of the RCIA program was a good thing of discipline for me. During this time, we found out that we are having another baby. Imagine the shock on her family's face when we told them that we planned this one! She ended up buying a shirt that says: "Yes I'm pregnant. Yes I know what causes it. No I don't have too many!" (snicker) My sister and my father flew here for Holy Week, and my sister was our Baptismal and Confirmation Sponsor. The Vigil was absolutely beautiful. Complete Christian worship in all of its musical and doctrinal grandeur. Those that say that Baptism is only symbolic will never convince me for one simple reason. When the water was poured, I felt like my eyes were dilating, or stretching/pulling into the eye socket. Afterwards I was different. It will take me years to completely explain what exactly was different, but I am afraid that once I am able to convey my emotions, it will then be so private a thing, that I will keep it to myself. Confirmation and Communion were very beautiful. What are they like? Pure Peace. 
Conclusion: I leave the reader with the following quote. Listed afterwards is a link to a wonderful collection of Catholic teaching in audio format. The Peace of Jesus Christ be with you. 
Matthew Enloe 
"There are not over a hundred people in the United States who hate the Catholic Church. There are millions, however, who hate what they wrongly believe to be the Catholic Church — which is, of course, quite a different thing. These millions can hardly be blamed for hating Catholics because Catholics "adore statues;" because they "put the Blessed Mother on the same level with God;" because they "say indulgence is a permission to commit sin;" because the Pope "is a Fascist;" because the Church "is the defender of Capitalism." If the Church taught or believed any one of these things, it should be hated, but the fact is that the Church does not believe nor teach any one of them. It follows then that the hatred of the millions is directed against error and not against truth. As a matter of fact, if we Catholics believed all of the untruths and lies which were said against the Church, we probably would hate the Church a thousand times more than they do. If I were not a Catholic, and were looking for the true Church in the world today, I would look for the one Church which did not get along well with the world; in other words, I would look for the Church which the world hates. My reason for doing this would be, that if Christ is in any one of the churches of the world today, He must still be hated as He was when He was on earth in the flesh. If you would find Christ today, then find the Church that does not get along with the world. Look for the Church that is hated by the world, as Christ was hated by the world. Look for the Church which is accused of being behind the times, as Our Lord was accused of being ignorant and never having learned. Look for the Church which men sneer at as socially inferior, as they sneered at Our Lord because He came from Nazareth. Look for the Church which is accused of having a devil, as Our Lord was accused of being possessed by Beelzebub, the Prince of Devils. Look for the Church which the world rejects because it claims it is infallible, as Pilate rejected Christ because he called Himself the Truth. Look for the Church which amid the confusion of conflicting opinions, its members love as they love Christ, and respect its voice as the very voice of its Founder, and the suspicion will grow, that if the Church is unpopular with the spirit of the world, then it is unworldly, and if it is unworldly, it is other-worldly. Since it is other-worldly, it is infinitely loved and infinitely hated as was Christ Himself. ... the Catholic Church is the only Church existing today which goes back to the time of Christ. History is so very clear on this point, it is curious how many miss its obviousness..." -Bishop Fulton Sheen 
http://www.americancatholictruthsociety...articles/sheen.htm
