
 

  

                           My Journey into the Catholic Faith 
 
 
Having been baptised in the Church of England but spent my school years in 
Catholic schools, I had always thought of myself more aligned with the 
Catholic Church and never really felt as though I ‘belonged’ in the Church of 
England.  However, after leaving school and heading for University life took 
over somewhat and whilst my faith was always there, I’m ashamed to say that 
it took a bit of a back seat.  
 
 
 
 
After 4 years in the British Army based in London and Aldershot, I returned to the North East and the 
birth of my son in 2012 was quickly followed by the sudden loss of my father to cancer.  Both events 
prompted a deep examination of my conscience, with the latter causing a real inner battle and significant 
wavering of my faith.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Once the grief had lessened and I began thinking rationally, I embarked upon some extensive soul 
searching and questioning of who I was, where I was going and the person I wanted to be for my son. 
For reasons I could not explain I began to feel what I can only describe as a strong pull towards the 
Catholic Church.  I read extensively about the faith, its history, the Saints, the traditions and the teaching 
of the Church, as well as investing in a study Bible and everything about it just felt ‘right’.   
 
 
In 2016 I made contact with Fr. Adrian, who explained the RCIA process and put me in touch with Sr. 
Mary.  Unfortunately work got in the way of attending classes so I withdrew and tried again in 2017, 
however from an early stage it was clear work was going to be an issue again.  And so I withdrew a 
second time, disappointed that things seemed to be always getting the way. 
 
 
The ‘pull’ that I felt did not go away, and it suddenly dawned on me in late 2018 that throughout my life, I 
had allowed things to get in the way of my faith.  Rather than making time for God, I had made excuses 
as to why I couldn’t, and had allowed less important parts of my life to take over.  A new job in January 
2019 meant I had more stable shifts, so back again to Sr. Mary, who I thought must have been sick of 
the sight of me by now! How wrong I was, as she could not have been more open, warm and welcoming. 
Thus, I returned to RCIA classes with a renewed determination that this time, I wouldn’t let anything get 
in the way. 
 
 
I returned to Mass every Sunday and suddenly realised how much I had forgotten.  Everything seemed 
like it was new again and I felt as if I had never been to Mass before!  When I first returned, I felt self-



 

conscious and uncomfortable; would everyone know I wasn’t a Catholic? Would I stick out, as if I had a 
sign around my neck saying, “I’m not Catholic”? Would I stand at the wrong point? Kneel at the wrong 
point? Say the wrong thing?  Everything seemed so new, despite having been to Mass on and off since I 
was school, yet with the help of Sr. Mary, along with the wonderful ladies who give up their time to help 
at RCIA classes on a Tuesday night, Ashley my fellow Candidate and the incredibly welcoming and 
warm community at St. Josephs,  I realised my self-consciousness was completely misplaced and it all 
fell into place. I began to immerse myself in the wonderful experience of the Mass.   
 
 
 
 
And so, we were taught, we discussed, we reflected, 
and we prepared throughout the year for full 
Communion with the Church at the Easter Vigil.  A 
particular highlight was the Rite of Election at St 
Mary’s Cathedral in March, where Candidates and 
Catechumens from across the diocese were 
presented to Bishop Robert in a packed Cathedral, an 
unforgettable experience. 
 
 
 
 
I therefore felt I was ready; everything had already changed so much in such a short time and the Easter 
Vigil was to be the final step of the RCIA process and the first step of my journey as a fully-fledged 
member of the Catholic Church.   
 
 
And then it all stopped.  This awful disease hit the UK, putting us in lockdown and everything was 
paused.  Sr. Mary kept us on track, sending us as much as she could to read and pointing us in the 
direction of online Mass to keep our spirits up.  Then, after a 6 month wait, restrictions began to lifted 
and Ashley and I were able, with the help and patience of Fr. Adrian, Sr. Mary and all of our sponsors, to 
enter into full Communion with the Church in what was (although not quite as we had expected at the 
Easter Vigil) a lovely service, surrounded by our sponsors and closest family. My first Holy Communion 
was an incredible experience and one which I hope to be able to share with my son when he is received 
into the Church. 
 
 
 
My journey to the Catholic faith is probably an unusual one however now that I have finally listened to 
the call, I couldn’t be happier. I think is worth noting that in Jarrow, we are exceptionally lucky to be 
blessed with Fr. Adrian and with 4 ladies who give up their time to help those who wish to join the 
Church and without them, I’m not sure I would have kept coming back.  Fr. Adrian, Sr. Mary, Catherine, 
Maureen and Jean also give up much more than that; they give their warmth, guidance and sense of 
humour too which makes the whole process into a real journey of personal discovery.  I cannot thank 
them enough for all they have done and for their patience, grace and love.  
 
 
I am currently reading a book by James Martin, SJ called ‘Jesus, A Pilgrimage’ and in it he says “There 
are many ways of being called.  Many people think that being called means hearing voices…But often 
being called can be more subtle, manifesting itself as a strong desire, a fierce attraction, or an even an 
impulse to leave something behind”.  In hindsight, I can now see that this is why I felt this ‘pull’. Even a 
global pandemic wasn’t going to stop me this time!   
 

Now I feel like I belong; now I feel like I’m home.   

 

Peter Barber, September 2020. 


