A Moment of Realization
I started my identity as a Christian about three years ago.  Everything seemed perfect.  It was a pleasure and an honor going to church every week, praying with church members constantly and joining some kind of ‘spiritual camp’.  I was happy to have some church friends.  They were lovely people with sweet personalities.  And many people found solace for their frustration or whatsoever by joining the church.  It consoled and encouraged whomever was in need of care.  The lively words the church people spoke were like springs of hope, gushing every whither, healing the wounds of those who were hurt.  Life couldn’t be any better having Jesus and his believers around—or so I thought.
Last week I received a phone call from a church member.  He was a devout Christian with a deep and hoarse voice.  I could feel vividly his passion in phoning me. 
“How are you these days?” He sounded quite tender and caring.
“I am currently doing quite well,” I answered.  But I was a bit unsure of why he asked.
“Good! Do you still go to church regularly?” 

“Actually no, because I have been busy with school work,” I responded carelessly.  Schoolwork was gaining up on me and I needed to spend all my time studying.
“You should be careful!” His voice suddenly turned intimidating.  It scared me a little. 

He continued, “Don’t leave God like those Hell-bound nonbelievers!  If you don’t live a Christian life, you will be sent to hell!” 
I didn’t know how to respond.  Why would he suddenly threaten me like that?  Weren’t Christians supposed to love people, even their enemies?  And why would such a merciful religion not tolerate non-believing people?  Would God send people to hell simply because they did not go to church for a couple of months?  A thousand questions rolled around in my head, tearing to pieces my fragile faith in Christianity.  If what he said were true, then my prayers, my confessions, and my vows were indeed accomplices to a dogma of hatred and narrow-mindedness, and my religious fervor was nothing but misguided passion.
I began to wonder.  Perhaps it was “fear” that explained the piety of many Christians.  For if it wasn’t for “fear”, there wouldn’t be a prayer that reads: “…deliver us from evil.”  If it wasn’t for “fear”, there wouldn’t be the story of Adam and Eve being punished for choosing to go their way.  If it wasn’t for “fear”, there wouldn’t be so many horrifying images in a chapter titled “The Revelations” in The Bible. 
It seems fully ironic that the spreading of the loving Christianity is actually an act of threat in disguise.  Fear does dominate some parts of our beliefs.  But if I am to go to hell for turning against it, then so be it.  In the end I am glad I learned the lesson.  What a blessing!
