
What   a   journey   it   has   been   

May   26,   1984   is   a   day   I   will   remember   forever.    I   was   20   years   old   and   almost   died.    I   had   
contracted   a   rare   form   of   meningitis.    I   spent   10   days   in   the   hospital   and   recovered   from   it   in   
textbook   style.    However,   the   mustard   seed   for   my   faith   was   planted,   even   if   I   didn't   know   it   
then.    Five   years   later   I   came   to   accept   the   truth   of   some   events   while   growing   up   and   
decided   to   recover   from   them,   that   is   when   the   mustard   seed   started   to   grow.   

  

Counseling   was   a   great   source   of   healing,   but   I   started   wondering   “Why   didn't   I   die?”   Of   
course,   the   counselor   could   not   answer   that,   but   they   did   ask   me   if   I   believed   in   God   or   a   
higher   source.    I   have   always   believed   in   God,   or   at   least   I   think   I   did,   but   didn't   go   to   church   
or   search   him   out.    As   a   child   I   did   make   First   Holy   Communion   but   that   was   it.    I   was   
getting   that   feeling   that   there   had   to   be   more   to   living   than   what   I   was   doing   at   that   time.   
My   counselor   encouraged   me   to   try   a   couple   churches,   to   see   if   there   was   a   feeling   of   
wanting   to   experience   more.    I   had   been   to   a   different   denomination   Christian   church   with   
my   family   for   Christmas   and   I   knew   that   wasn't   the   one.    My   mother   had   started   going   to   the   
Catholic   church   again   and   she   asked   me   to   come   with   her   to   check   it   out.   It   was   fine,   and   I   
went   again.    Eventually   I   started   going   regularly,   getting   Confirmed   at   30   years   old   and   
began   teaching   Religious   Education   for   3rd   grade,   then   2nd   grade   and   ended   up   teaching   
Confirmation   for   9th-10th   grade.     

  

Getting   Confirmed,   as   an   adult,   was   all   about   it   being   my   choice,   not   something   that   was   
expected   of   me.    The   priest   never   thought   any   of   my   questions   were   disrespectful,   inane,   or   
childish.    He   answered   them,   but   for   the   harder   ones,   he   guided   rather   than   answered.   
After   pointing   me   in   the   right   direction,   he   urged   me   to   look   deeper   into   Church   teaching   
and   seek   those   answers   on   my   own.    He   knew   it   was   my   journey,   not   his.    I   needed   to   arrive   
at   understanding   in   my   own   way.    We   had   a   lot   of   laughter   and   some   tears,   especially   when   
talking   about   feeling   alone   in   times   of   need.    He   also   allowed   me   to   doubt   God   and   even   
have   anger   with   Him,   he   kept   telling   me   that   God   would   love   me   no   matter   what.    I   was   
Confirmed   with   my   best   friend   as   my   sponsor   and   by   Bishop   Angel.    I   didn't   have   the   flash   
of   God   or   clarity,   but   it   felt   right.    All   through   the   Confirmation   process   belief   in   the   Eucharist   
became   more   clarified   and   stronger.    I   still   have   my   doubts   about   some   things   but   when   it   
comes   to   the   Eucharist,   I   am   100%   certain   that   it   is   the   Body   and   Blood   of   Christ.   

  

My   faith   journey   took   me   to   Israel   and   Italy.   Israel   was   sad   and   beautiful   at   the   same   time.   
So   much   strife,   destruction   and   heartbreak   in   a   country   that   Jesus   lived   in   at   one   time.    The   
logical   part   of   me   knows   that   the   dirt   that   I   walked   on   is   not   the   same   dirt   that   Jesus   walked   
on,   that   it   is   buried   in   the   sand   and   dirt   that   is   from   hundreds   of   years   old   didn't   make   a   
difference.   I   still   felt   Jesus'   presence.    Going   to   Italy   led   me   to   learn   more   about   being   
Catholic   but   seeing   the   Shroud   of   Turin   was   humbling,   awesome   and   put   a   face   to   Jesus   for   
me.   It   was   so   hard   to   walk   away   from   it.    I   felt   that   I   was   turning   my   back   on   him,   but   now   I   
know   I   was   going   towards   him.   
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Teaching   confirmation   brought   more   changes   to   my   life.    The   co-teachers   became   very   
good   friends   and   my   spiritual   mentors.    Working   with   the   teenagers   made   me   decide   that   I   
wanted   a   career   change   and   God   gave   me   the   courage   to   take   the   steps   to   do   that.   
Working   full   time   and   going   to   school,   starting   at   40,   I   needed   a   lot   of   patience   and   faith   that   
this   is   what   I   was   supposed   to   be   doing.    After   graduating   from   CCV,   I   started   working   with   
teenagers   and   got   my   Bachelors   in   Psychology,   to   help   people   who   need   help.    Working   
with   the   kids   taught   me   so   much   more   than   I   taught   them.    They   helped   me   bring   down   the   
walls   I   had   built,   they   accepted   me   for   me,   and   taught   me   that   we   are   all   made   in   the   image   
of   God   and   that   means   we   are   perfectly   important.   

  

I   was   beginning   to   understand   why   I   didn't   die.    I   had   not   started   on   the   path   of   what   God   
wanted   me   to   do.    Yet.   Today   I   am   helping   people   who   need   help   and   not   for   my   own   
satisfaction   but   as   part   of   knowing   that   I   am   doing   God's   work.   I   love   the   quote   “Teach   the   
Gospel   daily,   use   words   only   when   necessary”.    I   have   learned   to   trust   Him   and   let   Him   
guide   me   to   the   right   path.    I   had   to   learn   to   stop   fighting   everything   and   let   God   take   the   
helm.   It   isn’t   always   easy,   but   it   is   worth   it.    I   look   forward   to   what   God   has   planned   for   me.   
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