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My faith journey
http://cominghomecatholicchurch.blogspot.in/p/my-faith-journey.html                 

By Jillian, July 5, 2007
"There are many other things which most properly can keep me in the Catholic Church’s bosom. The unanimity of peoples and nations keeps me here. Her authority, inaugurated in miracles, nourished by hope, augmented by love, and confirmed by her age, keeps me here. The succession of priests, from the very see of the apostle Peter, to whom the Lord, after his resurrection, gave the charge of feeding his sheep (John 21:15–17), up to the present episcopate, keeps me here…"
~ St. Augustine Against the Letter of Mani Called “The Foundation” 4:5, A.D. 397


I grew up in a loving, close-knit Roman Catholic family.  We went to Mass each Sunday and all us kids went to a Catholic grade school.  I also went to a Catholic high school.  I am the oldest of 4 children, spaced 14 years apart.  One of my earliest memories is the day my Mom was received into the Holy Catholic Church.  She had been raised Methodist, and my parents desired to raise us in a "one-faith" family.  I have a deep respect for that conviction.  
My experience with the Catholic faith was extremely positive.  I have very fond memories of my Catholic education experience.  I desired to be a teacher, but only if I could teach at a Catholic grade school.  In college, however, my Catholic faith was challenged and started to wane.  I stopped going to Mass.  I still considered myself a Christian, but that was about the extent of it.  
When I became engaged, my fiancé and I agreed that we too wanted to be of the same denomination.  He had been raised Lutheran, while I of course had been raised Catholic.  One day, I was approached by one of my employees about my salvation.  She was an Independent Fundamental Baptist.  She asked me if I knew without a doubt that I would go to Heaven when I died.  This opened the door to much research into her Baptist faith.  
My fiancé and I compared the Independent Fundamental Baptist (IFB) faith with that of other Protestant denominations. The IFB faith certainly appeared to be the most Biblically sound of all of the others.  It claimed to be wholly based on the Bible, nothing more, nothing less.  This was very appealing to us.  When we visited her church we felt incredibly welcomed. It was a very personal experience to be there.  Not surprisingly, we began attending this church regularly.
My family was very respectful of our decision.  They didn't necessarily encourage us, but were respectful nonetheless. They never tried to convince us we were wrong.  (In hindsight this was the best way they could have handled it.  If they had tried to convince us, it would have pushed us even further away.  I'm sure they prayed for us, however.)
After we were married, my Husband was hired as a middle school math teacher in a town about four hours away from our families.  It was a difficult transition, as we are so close with our family.  We were delighted to find that there was an IFB church in our new hometown.  We became members, were baptized as adults into the church, and dove right in to nearly each aspect of ministry.  My Husband became the Song Leader, I developed the church's first website and was the Media Secretary, we both sang in the Church Choir and in Specials, I helped to run the monthly Ladies Meetings, and my Husband was asked to be Associate Pastor.
This church became our "family away from family".  We spent an average of 10 hours a week at the church, and sometimes much more than that.  When we weren't at church or involved in some church activity, we were with church friends shopping, sharing meals, etc.  Fellowship was strongly encouraged.
After several years of this lifestyle, we had many convictions about how a Christian should live.  For example, we didn't have cable television, we only read the King James Bible- "God's preserved word for the English speaking people," we only listened to songs that "glorified God," (in other words, no Contemporary Christian music that only glorified the artist, had a rock beat, etc.) we tithed ten percent of our annual income, we did not dance in public, we did not drink, we began to feel badly that my husband worked in a public school- where the Bible was banned, I wore only dresses or skirts, my Husband didn't wear shorts, we went soul-winning (door-to-door evangelization) each week...  As a result of these "godly convictions" we found it nearly impossible not to judge people we came into contact with who did not hold these same beliefs.  I remember feeling sorry for people who didn't know how Christians were supposed to look and act.  I felt an enormous amount of weight on my shoulders to reveal the truth to them so they too could live a godly Christian lifestyle.
It eventually came to the point where we decided we would write each member of my family a letter explaining to them why they were wrong to believe in Catholicism, and why we were right to believe in "the Bible alone".  It wasn't an easy decision to come to, as we had never been confrontational before, but we felt we were doing them a disservice by keeping the "truth" from them.  So, we began researching.  Why do Catholics believe what they do?  Where does all this Tradition actually come from?  You see, we wanted them to know that we knew all of this, and still believed what we believed as Independent Fundamental Baptists.
We were floored.  Dumbfounded.  Aghast.  After six months of extensive research, we began to realize how little we actually had known about the Catholic faith.  We kept waiting for the "aha" moment, when we would come across some teaching that blackballed the rest.  That never happened.  It was unbelievable to us that Catholic faith was grounded in the Scriptures.  Scripture passages we had memorized as Baptists took on an entirely different meaning.  The misconceptions about what Catholics believe and what they actually believe are incredibly vast.  What freedom we felt.  What joy.  What light-heartedness! 
And so, that brings us to the present.  We have told our Pastor and church family.  They are deeply saddened, and think we are making a huge mistake.  At no point did we attempt to debate with them over Scripture.  Rather, we shared with them a few resources that have helped us in our research, in the hopes that they would begin this journey of discovery for themselves.  We realize it is a long shot, but we have read so many stories about Protestants, even "Bible-Believing Baptist Pastors" converting to Catholicism, that we have hope.  It is very hard to turn our backs on the only friends we have made in this town on the basis of conviction.  But, the peace in our hearts and minds is an ever-present reminder of the goodness of the Lord.
"May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in believing, so that by the power of the Holy Spirit you may abound in hope."   Romans 15:13
