A longer account of grace, conversion, and call
My Vocation Story
My Vocation Story: I chose you first.
As the word of God was spoken to Jeremiah, “before you were born in your mother’s womb, I chose you and called you to be my very own...”  I realised the powerful love of God in my lowliness and chose to live for him. I dedicate my life to God and his people through means of being a Catholic priest. May I, an earthen vessel for Him, be of greater service. 
I was born into a very humble, spiritual, and small family. My mother has been a teacher for the past 30 and more years. She always has been strict, caring and an understanding woman. My father is a deeply spiritual man. Although he once lived far from God, later he came to know the love of God and lived a very spiritual life. He and my mother have hardly missed any daily masses. My two sisters have also helped shape my life. Even when not directly spiritual, they have contributed in many ways to my call to the priesthood. My family has been actively involved in prayer meetings, church activities, and any voluntary work. For the past 18 years or more, on the first sunday of every month, a prayer meeting has been held in my home where people gather for worship and the word of God. Sometimes, the number would cross above 250. Especially before the Covid. After the pandemic it was reduced to 60-100. Although some protestant preachers would attend this, we mainly intended this practice to be catholic. We started the prayer with the Holy Rosary and then followed by the singing of songs and the preaching of the Word. We tried to invite many catholic priests and lay preachers. Besides this, my family had daily rosary and bible passage reading. 
[bookmark: _Int_E3WLNziI]My father works at a shop that sells plastic materials, and he worked very hard for my family. He has spent the whole life in the shop. For more than 35 years in the same shop. He stood for the sales from morning 10.30 to night 10.00. As mentioned earlier, my mother was also a hardworking teacher who, to feed our lives, took tuition for the children at home after coming back from the school. 
Growing up with this background of my family and spirituality at home, I was a very studious boy until the age of 12. When I entered my teenage, I was influenced by the bad company of my friends, cousins and other elderly people. My interest in prayer, studies, and discipline gradually fell apart. I was not the boy who I used to be. 
I used to like a girl at my home whom I thought was the woman of my life. At age 13, I started following her and when I was at age 15, I used to go to see her every day after the school and was going crazy because of her. Meanwhile, I was also getting introduced to substances like alcohol and tobacco almost every day. It has been almost three years since I went after this girl. Something called ‘one-sided love’. One day, I decided to express my desire to her, and I made up my mind to go and express my love to her. On the road while we were walking from the school bus that dropped her, I was trying to catch the pace with her and once I reached her, I told her, (n) I LOVE YOU. And she without a moment of gap replied, Felix, I LOVE YOU TOO. It was now the last year at my secondary school, class X. My parents were observing my whereabouts and were also concerned about my future. Because class X results being an important one, they enrolled me in a tuition center for an improvement in my performance. But, for me it was another chance to escape from home and do some more mischief. By the grace of God, I endured with passing marks and got out of the secondary school. 
The next stage of my life started at Loyola Academy, Alwal. It was here that I completed my junior college. During the time here, I went from bad to worse. But it was also during these years that I received the priceless call to join the priesthood. 
After my schooling in 2014, I joined junior college and entered as if with two horns of Satan. I got introduced to another substance – Marijuana. I was experiencing all of these for the first time, and it gave me a surreal experience. I was acting crazy and lived life very carelessly. I was involved in fights, bunking, mischief, racing, and name it... Meanwhile the girl whom I was in a relationship with came to know a few of these things and she didn’t want to go ahead with me and decided to break up. I was not ready for it and to make up to her, I slightly slit my arm with a blade. At my next meeting with her, I wore a very huge band aid that was not meant for the small wound. I wanted to make things up so that we are back to normal again. Upon seeing it, she felt so emotional, and we were again back to normal. After a few days, there was again a disturbance and this time I made up my mind too and we stopped talking with each other. A few days passed by, and I was so overwhelmed by the strange things happening to me. I wanted things to go back to normal again. I used the same trick of slitting my arm. I did that again and it didn’t work now. (The marks for the slit are still on the arm as evidence, Ha! Ha! Ha!)
On the other side, in the two years of my college, I was suspended from the college two times. Once in the first year and then, again in the second year. The whole college knew me. I was quite famous. Not for my good performance but for my troublemaking. 
In the first year, I was suspended for a week. The reason was because I jumped the wall and intended to go out for a movie. My misfortune or a good fortune, I was caught by the watchman and the PET (Physical Education and Training) teacher while smoking a cigarette. They brought us back to the college and the principal gave a suspension for a week. 
In the Second year, I was suspended for 40 days. The days seem very biblical. They were indeed. This time I was suspended for this reason: My college located along the highway roads was very exciting for bike races after the recess. I took my friend's bike and tripled riding without a helmet. As we began, there was a junior with his vehicle obstructing my way. I honked at him to give way. He replied: “Tera Baap ka road he Kya?” He got me to the nerves. I was so furious. I asked him to stop by. As I got down of the vehicle, I hit him on the face, and he fell unconscious because he was also on a fast due to religious practices. A big group gathered and there was a lot of commotion going on. All the students passing by the road to home surrounded the place. Meanwhile, a college professor came and took all our IDs (The three on the vehicle I was on, and the other boy who fainted). 
The next day, when I went to the college, the principal sent me out of the college saying, ‘You are dismissed’. I was clueless. I didn’t know how to react. After reaching my friend’s home, I called my dad and told him what the principal said. He took me to the principal the next day and also called the boy’s parents. To my surprise, the dad of the boy whom I hurt was the Rt. Asst. Commissioner of Police. He came and spoke to my dad, and it was a compromising situation. The police man said: ‘they are young boys and this keeps happening, so let’s not make a scene of this.’ Both the parents and the four of us went to the principal’s cabin. The principal got clarity of the situation and punished me with the most extended suspension in comparison to others. I was suspended for 40 days. 
During these 40 days, I felt nothing limited me to enjoy my life. My dad used to go to work by 10.30 or sometimes 11.00am, my mom used to go to the school by 8.15am and my sisters were working and studying. There was no one at home. My home turned to a pub. We ate, drank, and made merry. In the closure of the suspension period, when the reputation of my family was going down, when my parents were seriously worried about me, something very significant happened. Which I consider as my ‘Saul turned Paul’ moment.
One evening my dad casually asked me, ‘Felix, this evening there is a night-vigil prayer service being held in the neighboring parish, are you willing to join me?’ I was hesitant. But only for his sake and to please him, I said “Yes”. Later that night when my dad came back from work, I was thinking he will ask me to get ready for the prayer. (During the day, when i was alone, I felt so restless and a deep yearning in me to go to this vigil prayer.) He didn’t ask. He forgot about it. I volunteered and asked him, ‘ are we not going’ he replied, ‘I am very tired, and we will not go.’ I was very restless. I called my friend and asked if he was coming? He was shocked by the very fact that I was asking him for a prayer meeting. And that too, at night. He literally asked me, “Who is this that I am speaking to?” He agreed. 
We got ready and reached the church (St. Anthony’s Church, Gandhinagar). It was 6 kms away from my home. We arrived at around 11.30pm and there were not many people there. We joined the Eucharistic Adoration. It was conducted by a charismatic preacher. I was bored and so was my friend. We went back to the last pew and slept on it. We woke up at around 2.30am and didn’t want to disturb the environment. So, we decided to go home. Before we left, I made a very short but silly prayer. I said, ‘God, I want to see that girl now’. We left the church and saw if we could eat something on the roadside. We found a stall which was open for night shift workers. We had some tea and an omelet. And we were on our way back. My friend was driving and I was a pillion rider. As we were on the bridge (Neredmet bridge), going back home, I saw the girl and her sister at 3.00am riding on the road. I was surprised. I forgot that I asked God for this. I asked my friend to follow their vehicle. On the way, I was seeking attention from her. At least a look. She wore a pink hoodie and hid her face, leaning to her sister who was driving. After almost a ride of 2kms, a voice in me softly says, “YOU ARE SEEKING A LOVE THAT IS LEAVING YOU BEHIND, AND THERE IS A LOVE THAT IS WAITING FOR YOU! 
It was at this moment that I remembered what I prayed for. I felt the love of God. I started reading the Word of God. I started changing my way of life. My circle of friends was limited. I started praying more than usual. Some days, I also woke up middle of the night, knelt and prayed. I was overwhelmed with God’s love. A feeling that cannot be expressed in words! 
This was my journey to getting to know Christ and falling in love with Him. But my decision to be a priest is also quite dramatic. I thank God for what happened with me in my discernment process.
My mother had two abortions before she had the first baby. I have two elder sisters. My mother always dreamt for a son to become a priest. She prayed her prayer just like what Hannah in the Old Testament prayed. She prayed, “Lord give me a son, so that I may give him back to you.” Before I was born, she was not aware that even Hannah prayed the same prayer.
[bookmark: _Int_TRrxrK4I]After the two girls being born, the family was satisfied with the two girls. But my mother was still praying for a son. When my mother was pregnant with me, family members started saying, ‘if a girl baby is born, we shall give her in adoption to the relatives who are without children.’ But my mother was constantly saying her Hannah prayer. 
[bookmark: _Int_WT5PqNab]I was born on 25 May 1999. Since my childhood, people started calling me Fr. Felix. I was feeling embarrassed. Especially in the circle of my friends and cousins. Sometimes I also fought with my friends for calling me as Fr. Felix. Later, when they saw me growing up so mischievous, they themselves withdrew from calling so. As I was getting older, even my parents forgot what they prayed for. 
As I was living this new phase of my life, one fine morning, when my mother was cooking in the kitchen, I went to her and told her, ‘Mummy I want to be a priest.’ She was shocked. She told me that this was a very big decision to make. If you are really wanting to be a priest, think well and decide. 
[bookmark: _Int_TPFOULA6]I was meanwhile enjoying the relationship with Jesus. I was confused; the second year of college was about to end. I am supposed to decide. Whether to join a seminary or a degree college. (By this time the whole junior college has seen a new Me. Glory be to God!). I was praying a lot. I asked God, “Do you really want me to be a priest? Give me a sign. I want a clear sign.” Days were passing by. In the holidays before the admission to a degree college, there was a youth convention held by the diocese for three days at St. Ann’s School Secunderabad beside St. Mary’s Basilica, Secunderabad. I saw all my friends attending the convention. I attended all three days. On the last day of the convention, during the last prayer service, the preacher says, “there are 2 boys here who want to become priests, the Lord is calling them to come forward so that the congregation could pray for them.” I never thought it was meant to me. And I also didn’t believe in those kinds of prophesies. I stayed back from going forward in front of the congregation. All my friends, classmates, and people whom I know were present there. I didn’t want to reveal what was going on in my thoughts. The preacher on the other end was waiting with the same words: “there are 2 boys here who want to become priests, the Lord is calling them to come forward so that the congregation could pray for them.”. By now, a small boy who was doing the altar service came forward and stood. I thought the preacher would be satisfied. And continue with the session. But he insisted. He was waiting. I on the last row was closing my eyes and praying to God. In a moment, I saw eyes rolling down my cheek. I started crying. I stood crying. The congregation started praying for the boy who wants to be priest. And I, don’t know what happened, without my knowledge, went and stood before them. I started weeping. They all prayed for me. I considered that as a confirmation from the Lord. I enrolled myself into the seminary at Trichy with the help of a relative priest who is a Jesuit. 
Joining SVD was my choice because of the influence it has on my family - my dad’s life, the summer retreats at Muthangi – Divine Word Centre and Habsiguda – Divine Mercy Centre. 
With almost 10 years in the society, I am very happy and content in the SVD family. Thank You JESUS! 
In these 10 years of my formation, I have discovered so many aspects of my life. I underwent formators who were nice to me, harsh to me and also who showed me ways to grow. I have tried to stay faithful to the call that I received. The Lord has been merciful to me. I dream of becoming a role model priest to God’s people—bringing hope, compassion, and the joy of the Gospel to all.
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