
For some time now, I have been quietly contemplating my place within the Body of Christ. 
I was once part of the Catholic Church, and in many ways, that heritage shaped my 
understanding of God, of faith, and of the meaning of belonging to something universal 
and ancient. The Mass, the sacraments, the sense of continuity with centuries of 
believers—all of that left a deep impression on my heart. 
 
Yet along the way, I stepped into a Protestant community. At first, it felt like breathing 
fresh air. The sermons were clear and passionate. The fellowship was immediate and 
warm. The simplicity of worship, the emphasis on personal relationship with Christ, and 
the centrality of Scripture all drew me in and nourished me in ways I needed at that time. 
But over the years, a quiet ache has remained beneath the surface. I have wondered 
whether, in leaving the Catholic Church, I also left behind something essential—a fullness 
of faith that cannot be replaced by sincerity alone. I keep returning to the image of the 
great tree: one massive, fruitful trunk with many shoots and saplings around it. I can see 
that while all those shoots are alive and connected in some way to the same roots, they 
are not the trunk itself. 
 
Along with this sense of longing, I have also experienced some struggles in my Protestant 
community. There are certain teachings that I believe to be in error or at least incomplete, 
particularly in how they handle the mysteries of grace, authority, and the visible unity of 
the Church. One of the most difficult issues for me has been the lack of reverence and 
consistency around the Sacrament of Communion. What once was the Eucharist—the 
true Body and Blood of Christ—has in many places been reduced to a mere symbol or 
occasional ritual, and this has left me with a deep hunger for the sacred reality I once 
knew. 
 
This metaphor has stirred something in me. I find myself questioning whether I am truly 
planted where God desires me to be, or if I have settled in a place that is partial rather 
than complete. I recognize the genuine faith, love, and devotion among my Protestant 
brothers and sisters. I have seen fruit there. But I also sense there is a unity, a 
sacramental richness, and a wholeness in Catholicism that I miss. 
 
I do not want to move out of nostalgia or guilt. I am not seeking novelty or trying to 
escape hardship. Rather, I am seeking clarity about the truth, and about where I am 
meant to worship and serve. I am asking whether the fullness of Christ’s intention for His 
Church is found most completely in the Catholic faith, and whether He is now calling me 
to return. 
 



This is not an easy discernment. It challenges my attachments, my routines, and my 
perceptions. But I know that God honors a heart that truly seeks Him. So I am praying for 
guidance, studying the Scriptures, revisiting the teachings of the Church Fathers, and 
opening my heart to wherever the Holy Spirit leads. 
 
More than anything, I want to belong to Christ in the way He desires—not just in part, but 
in the fullness of the faith He entrusted to His Church. Whether that means staying where 
I am or returning to the Catholic Church, I trust that in the end, He will make the path 
clear. 
 

 


