Testimony of “Mal” from “No Wonder they call it The Real Presence; Lives changed by Christ in Eucharistic Adoration” by David Pearson 
In the book, “No wonder they call it the Real Presence” there is a story of a man named Mal.  At his wife’s urgings he went through RCIA and became a Catholic after a life of practical atheism and considerable debauchery.  Mal believes his conversion came through suffering.  He realized that people don’t understand how God’s love can come to us, if we let it, through suffering.  He is a man who lost his entire family over a six-year period and came away with an even deeper love for God than he had when times were good.   

His story begins with an auto accident, which was the result of his drinking and alcoholism.  He woke up with no memory of how he had gotten in the hospital and with a threat from his wife to quit drinking and change his ways, or that would be it for his marriage.  He gave it all up, cold turkey, right then and there.  

Mal and his wife had two children from her first marriage.   He believed that God had given him these two beautiful stepchildren when he gave him his wife.   When he fell in love with his wife, he fell in love with the two children as well.  The oldest a boy named Justin was 18.  The daughter, Jill was 15 and in high school, a cheerleader and the only one in the family who attended church.  

Mal came home from work one night to find his in-laws at his house, they urged him to go to the hospital immediately that there had been a stabbing at a pool hall, that involved Justin.  As he walked into the hospital he heard a blood curdling scream, it was Cathy his wife.  They had just pronounced Justin dead.  He realized at that moment, that his wife needed him, and was grateful for his sobriety.  He was able to be someone who could really help her with what she was going through.  To him at that moment, there was a realization that God had used the accident to sober him up and prepare him for that moment.    Mal was an x marine, and he went through the normal feelings of anger and hatred.   Cathy was a mess, and they both became overprotective of Jill following Justin’s death.  

Jill went with the Church to a Catholic Youth Conference.  Even Mal could notice something was different when she came back.  She no longer worried about how she looked to other people.  Love radiated from her, and the love between Jill and her mother seemed to grow even deeper.   

Soon after this trip, about a year following Justin’s death, Jill started to feel lousy.  They took her to a Doctor,. and she was diagnosed with non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma.   So soon after losing Justin, it was nearly unbearable, and the irony of Jill getting the disease is that she wanted to be a pediatric oncologist.  Mal and Cathy were asking themselves, “Why is God doing this to us?”
Mal believes that the conversions that took place in the area because of Jill, extended into the entire family, even to the neighborhood, and their parish community.  Jill and Cathy would be reading the Bible at night together, lying in bed.  Mal would tease them.  When Jill was in the hospital, Cathy would never leave her side.  She even quit her job.  Jill kept a diary going through it and some of the things she wrote were saintly.  She knew Jesus Christ loved her, and that she was beautiful by his standards, which were even better than being beautiful by the worlds standards.  The disease and the chemotherapy ravaged her body, but Jill just kept growing deeper in faith, and was witnessing Christ to her mother and step father the entire time she was ill.  A year after her diagnosis Jill died.  

When Mal first started inquiring into the Catholic faith, he didn’t really have his heart in it.  He was doing it for Cathy’s sake.  Initially Mal didn’t believe that having water sprinkled over his head would make a difference in whether God loves him or not.  He had no understanding of the sacraments.   One night at a dinner party he met a man who made a difference in his life.  It was a Fransiscan Friar.  Mal felt his eyes pierced his soul.  Later he prayed, “God I don’t know what this man has, but whatever it is, I want it!”  Eventually he found out the man had Jesus.  The man was full of faith, hope and love.  

The friar had no sex, no money and he dressed foolishly in Mal’s eyes.  But even with none of the material possessions that Mal had spent his life accumulating, the friar obviously had a deep happiness; and his joy was so real, so palpable that Mal immediately sensed it in him.  Initially Mal felt filthy in his presence.  The friar had the presence of holiness.  It was a very humbling and the most eye opening experience of Mal’s life.  Mal looked back and saw this moment of realization as a miracle.  He didn’t think he needed more God in his life.  But God put himself right there in front of him.  God loved him so much he wanted him to know His love, and his peace.  

Mal started going to adoration because he was given it as his penance during reconciliation.  His story tells about how he went to confession / reconciliation still rather young in the faith and with a rather superficial confession.  He was sure that came through to the friar.  In any case, the Friar gave him an hour of Eucharistic adoration a week, for several weeks.  As the weeks went on his confessions got a lot more sincere.  His life got more sincere, and a lot better.  There is no way to explain what happens when you go to the Lord, failed, humbled, on your knees.  He didn’t even know the whys himself.  But Mal just went in there and told God how much he loved Him, how useless he was without Him, and that he had no virtue, nothing good in himself to offer or give to God.  But he was open to receiving whatever goodness God wants to give him.  

Three years after Jill had died, they were on vacation in Costa Rica.  There was a car accident, out in the rain forest.  The car started to slide, as they were coming down a hill, very slowly.  The car slid onto this narrow little bridge on this steep hill.  There was no guard rail, and a steep 40 foot drop off the right side.  They were teetering there, with the right front tire slipped over the edge.  The jeep went over the edge, and fell forty feet and landed right on the roof.  It didn’t roll; it just sort of hit and stuck, upside down.  Water was coming in, Mal had a foot stuck, somehow.  He rushed trying to get loose so he could get Cathy, but suddenly he stopped struggling.  He knew she was gone.  At that moment his foot popped out of his sneaker, and he crawled out.  Four of them had been in the car, other than minor injuries, Cathy was the only fatality injured in that accident.  The other two passengers were Jewish, but later that day the man confided to Mal, that he felt Jesus present that day in that car.  

Mal was very close to the Lord when he lost his wife.  But losing Cathy, somehow took him to an even higher level of love for Jesus.  He went through a very intense grief.  He walked around for about three months running on nothing but God’s grace.  God carried him because he could not carry himself.  And then it all hit, what had happened to him.  The sense of loss was just overwhelming.  He was aware that not for one moment did he suffer alone.  Jesus was always there with him.  He had a dream about Cathy, that involves his adoration.  A dream where she came out of the adoration chapel and told him that she hears him every single day.  

God gave Mal everything.  Peace.  Love.  Himself.  That is the thing about adoration: It’s really preparation to receive Jesus in Communion.  You adore him and then you get to receive him, and when you do its like, does it get any better than this?  He transforms you into what you are not, what you could never make of yourself.  Jesus makes us into Himself, a part of Himself. Nothing else can come close to receiving Jesus—body and blood, soul and divinity.  Nothing.

Until that penance, around the time that Jill had died.  Mal hadn’t even experienced adoration as a personal, one on one visit with Jesus.  He loved Jesus, but he wasn’t really in relationship with Him.  It was through adoration that he got into this deep—you would have to call it intimate relationship with Jesus.  

After Mal got a taste of adoration by doing penance, he wanted to go back again and again.  What started out as penance, something he had to do to atone for his sins, became something very sweet, something he wanted to do out of love.  Something, in fact, he couldn’t get enough of.  So that was when he signed up for an hour every week at a parish across town that had perpetual adoration.  When Mal started those first few adoration hours in penance, God took him right where he was at.  He gave him some spiritual candy so to speak.  Those good feelings, that warm glow of just being there with him so close.  The problem is, that sometimes people are more concerned with pursuing a feeling than performing an act of faith—which, of course, is far more meritorious in God’s sight if you don’t have consolations and good feelings.  Love, like the other theological virtues, faith and hope, is first an act of the will.  If you’re loving someone only because you’re getting something from that person, then you aren’t really loving.  

To this day, Mal is in awe when he is in the presence of Christ in adoration.  He is aware that it is the same Christ, who walked on water, who stopped the woman’s hemorrhage when she grabbed his cloak, the same Christ how did all those things in the Gospels.  He is right there in the chapel.  What an unbelievable privilege to be there with Him.  It is just mind-boggling.  You could sit there forever because of the peace that radiates from the Lord—you just know like St.Thomas said, that’s  truly “my Lord and my God.”   

To read the rest of Mal’s gripping story, see the book or the website called “No Wonder they call it the Real Presence” by David Pearson. (ISBN 1-56955-324-6) 
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