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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER FEMINIST – 01
This is a fascinating and informative three part story of a cradle Catholic who explored Evangelicalism, feminism, and then eventually returned to the Catholic Church as an educated, orthodox, Catholic
From Catholicism to Evangelicalism
http://home.earthlink.net/~mysticalrose/story.html
By Rosemarie
In September 1970, I was born into a Catholic family.  Fifteen days later I was reborn a child of God and Mother Church through the Sacrament of Baptism.  Growing up I received a pretty good Catholic religious education, considering the confusion of the time (the "liturgical renewal" of the 1970's).  As a child I loved God, the saints, Mass, CCD - everything about the Faith.  I enjoyed a very happy childhood in the arms of Mother Church. 

However, even as I learned about my Faith, certain grownups around me unknowingly undermined it.  They informed me that the Mass had not always been the way it was now.  The priest used to say Mass in Latin, they said, so that no one in the pews understood what was going on!  He also kept his back turned toward the people, as if they were too sinful and unworthy for him to look at them!  But then the Church realized that the people weren't so bad after all, so the priest turned around and started saying the Mass in English.  Now everyone can understand and participate! 

Of course, this was a gross distortion of the truth, but it took me almost two decades to find that out.  I also know these adults meant well; they were obviously very happy with the changes and wanted me to be grateful for them. They did not realize that they were sowing seeds that would later sprout into doubts about the Catholic Church. 

Meanwhile, society sowed the seeds of feminism in my impressionable young mind.  I remember feminists on television saying that men had "oppressed" women for centuries. This was not hard for me to believe; after all, the boys in the schoolyard used to tease us, saying "You throw like a girl!...You hit like a girl!"  I thought this was a personal experience of such male "oppression"! (Of course, my male classmates were not acting from a position of power to disenfranchise us, and we could always tease the boys right back.  So my experience was hardly "oppressive," but my child's mind saw it that way.) 
More Changes in the Church 

Shortly before my First Penance, our pastor had the old wooden confessionals removed from the church.  I was soon told that this was a good thing. Those old confessionals were dark and scary!  You couldn't see the priest from behind the grill because the Church once thought that people were too sinful and unworthy to look the priest in the face  (more gross distortions of the facts, of course).  So I made my First Penance face-to-face, behind a sheet set up on the altar for the ceremony. 

Soon after the confessionals went, the pastor had the kneelers taken out as well.  This time no one explained why this was a good thing and, frankly, I was puzzled.  I had learned that church is a place where people pray, and that kneeling was a good posture for prayer.  So the presence of kneelers in the church made perfect sense to me, while their removal made none whatsoever. 

I do not blame the Second Vatican Council for this chaos, as it never called for most of the changes which occurred in its wake.  Anyone who reads the actual Council documents can clearly see that; you won't find any call for removal of confessionals or kneelers.  The champions of the so-called "liturgical renewal" forced these innovations on the laity in the name of Vatican II. I sometimes call this practice "renewalism", to distinguish it from the valid Conciliar reforms. 

"Non-Catholic Christians"?

When I was seven I joined the Girl Scouts.  My Brownie troop met in the local Lutheran church, which held a special service for the Girl Scouts once a year.  We were all encouraged to attend, which I did a few times.  It seemed very similar to the Catholic Mass I had known all my life, yet I knew this was not a Catholic Church, but a "Lutheran" one.  "Lutherans" were evidently Christians, but not Catholic.  This was my first exposure to Protestantism. 
I became curious about Protestants, and wanted to learn more about them.  I found some books in the public library about Luther and the (so-called) "reformation", from which I learned from them that Protestants had abandoned Latin in favor of vernacular liturgies centuries ago.  Now I had learned that the Catholic Church had only abandoned Latin recently, a few years before I was born.  It seemed obvious to me that Protestantism was a sort-of "avant-garde" Christianity; far ahead of Catholicism in such important "reforms"! 

One of my relatives, whom I loved very much, was really into God.  I used to love to hear him talk about spiritual things.  Unfortunately, he had embraced the renewalist spirit sweeping the American Church back then.  He believed that prayer to saints was backwards and unnecessary; after all, why go to them if we can go "straight to the Boss"? (His exact words) 

I disagreed with him at first, but not because I could theologically defend the veneration of saints or anything like that.  I disagreed because my grandma had taught me how to say the Rosary, my great aunt had given me statues of various saints, and my CCD teachers had taught us to say the Hail Mary.  Obviously, these reasons were not very strong, and so would not last too long. 

Preparing to Leave

On 24 July 1982, shortly before my twelfth birthday, I went to a fair at my relative's parish.  There I found two Chick tracts which someone had left at one of the booths; the titles were "This Was Your Life" and "Somebody Goofed".  I read them both, and the latter one really scared me; a boy went to hell at the end because he had not "accepted Jesus Christ" as his "personal Lord and Savior". 

Now, at this time in my life I was reading our family Bible a lot and strongly desired to serve God; I even thought I'd become a nun when I grew up.  I had always loved Jesus, and believed He was my Savior and Friend, but did not remember ever "accepting Jesus" the way these tracts described it.  I feared that I might have "missed" something necessary to my eternal salvation; that I might even end up in hell like the kid in the tract! 

I knew this tract was not Catholic, but that didn't bother me; I thought the Protestants were right on a lot of things.  If they were right to get rid of Latin four centuries ago, they could be right about this as well.  So I said the "Sinner's Prayer" in the back of the tract with my whole heart, really meaning every word.  (Years later, I would look back on 24 July 1982 as my "rebirthday"; the day I got "saved".) 

But I did not leave the Catholic Church immediately.  The tract did say that I should get baptized and worship "in a church where Christ is preached".  But I figured this advice was just for the unchurched.  I had been baptized as an infant and I went to Mass every Sunday, at which we read from Scripture and received Jesus in the Eucharist, so I figured the Catholic Church fit the listed criteria.  (As this was my first exposure to Chick Publications materials, I was still unaware of Chick's rabid anti-Catholicism). 

About a month later I had a heated discussion with my mother about prayer to saints.  Mom had unfortunately been influenced by the above-mentioned relative who opposed this practice, so she argued against it (don't worry; Mom has changed her mind since then!).  I argued for praying to saints at first, but then Mom's arguments began to "make sense" to me. Why should I pray to saints when I could go "straight to the Boss"?  God loves me too; surely He would listen to me just as quickly as to them.  From then on, although I still considered myself Catholic, I stopped praying to saints.  Once again, Catholicism seemed wrong and the Protestants right. 

How I wish someone back then had pointed out to me that the "straight to the Boss" argument would logically rule out Christians on earth praying for one another as well. After all, why should I ask you to pray for me if I can go "straight to the Boss" myself? Yet the Bible says over and over again that Christians should pray for one another, and even shows the saints in heaven praying for us (Revelation 5:8). God our Father wants us to approach Him as a family, with concern for one another. This is why we can and should ask the saints to pray for and with us to God. If only I knew this when I was eleven! But knowledge of Catholic apologetics was not as widespread back then as it is today. 

That September I started middle school.  I never did fit in at the new school; the children picked on me constantly. When they discovered that I loved God, they tormented me all the more cruelly!  Unfortunately, I let their teasing get to me. I became bitter, abandoned my walk with God, and by January 1983 I had "backslidden" (as Evangelicals call it). 

I spent the next two years acting rather worldly; listening to heavy metal, experimenting with alcohol (just a few beers at home; no one ever invited me to a party), and not really caring about God too much.  I still went to Sunday Mass, but mainly to see a boy I liked (I switched from the 10AM to the 11:15 Mass when found out he attended the latter.).  After middle school I was accepted into a very nice Catholic high school. 

In early 1985, after two years of worldliness, I became very dissatisfied by my life.  Something was missing; I felt so "empty".  I remembered how happy I had been years before when I was devout, and realized that my rejection of God was the source of my current misery.  So I stopped drinking completely, began listening only to a local Evangelical Christian radio station, and started praying again, begging God to take me back. 

Leaving Home

I was so hungry for God, I read all the religious literature I could find.  Soon I came across a book called God Speaks to Modern Man, written by a Seventh Day Adventist (SDA) named Arthur E. Lickey.  The book was very anti-Catholic; it argued that Catholicism taught false doctrine and tried to prove that the Church is the "Whore of Babylon" and the Papacy the "beast" of the Book of Revelation. 

Looking back, I now see that Lickey used many deeply flawed arguments, reminiscent of the ravings of conspiracy theorists.  Yet I was just a naive 14 year-old; I couldn't recognize the problems with his alleged "proofs".  
Since I could not counter any of his arguments, the book "convinced" me by default that the Catholic Church was an evil, pagan religious system, that the Papacy was the antichrist, and that I'd better "come out of her" right away (which I did). 

Lickey's book also predicted that one day all the Protestant denominations which observed Sunday rather than Saturday would apostatize and join together as one group.  This would create an "image of the beast"; a sort of "Protestant papacy", which would use blue laws to enforce Sunday observance (allegedly the "mark of the beast") on everyone, and kill anyone who insisted on observing the Saturday Sabbath.  It (predictably) presented the SDA as the "faithful remnant" of New Testament Christianity which would stand against this evil scheme in the Last Days. 

In case you're not familiar with it, this is the traditional SDA interpretation of the Book of Revelation.  For a while I bought the whole thing.  I decided to start observing the "true Sabbath" - Saturday - to avoid receiving the "mark of the beast". Now, there was no SDA church in my area (otherwise I would have joined it), so I just "kept the Sabbath" at home; which basically meant reading the Bible and refusing to clean my room on Saturday (Mom was not happy about that!). 

This did not last too long, however.  In August of that year I was browsing through a Christian bookstore and wandered into the "Cult" section, where I saw a book entitled Seventh Day Adventism, by Anthony A. Hoekema.  I thought to myself "That's ridiculous; SDA is not a cult, it's the remnant church!"  But my curiosity got the best of me; I picked up the book and started skimming through it. 

The author argued convincingly against many SDA doctrines and practices, some of which I did not know about because Lickey's book had not mentioned them.  Hoekema showed that first century Christians had started Sunday observance, not the fifth century Papacy, as Lickey's book claimed.  I bought Hoekema's book, read the whole thing and decided that SDA was not the "remnant church" after all and that Saturday observance was not really necessary for salvation (as Lickey's book had implied). 

Convinced that it is okay to worship God on Sunday, I decided to find a local fellowship.  But I still did not trust the Catholic Church or any Protestant "denomination".  A fear that the denominations might all apostatize in the end still lingered, so I decided to avoid any church which called itself by a denominational name. 

Now there was one church in my area which called itself "non-denominational", so I figured that would be safe.  I started going there in September 1985, and was soon "rebaptized" by immersion.  This fellowship, which had a large number of ex-Catholics like myself, would be my home church for the next four years. 

Since I was a teen, I joined the church's youth group.  It had four leaders, two men and two women, all in their early twenties.  They were not trained "youth ministers", just ordinary members of the Church who "had a burden for the youth" (that is, they felt that God had called them to help teenagers).  I looked to them for spiritual guidance. 

Anti-Feminism

I soon discovered that my high school offered a Senior level religion course on something called "Christian feminism". Though only a sophomore, I was curious about this class, and one day came across a course description.  Among the topics covered in the Christian feminism class was the question "Is God our Mother as well as our Father?" (this was evidently answered in the affirmative).  I wasn't sure what to make of this statement. 

The following weekend, before a youth group meeting, I told the two female leaders about the various religion courses offered at my school.  When I mentioned the Christian feminism course, one of the leaders (an ex-Catholic) shook her head.  "Feminism is wrong," she said.  "God has shown me that He is male, and maleness is the image of God, so only men are made in His image." 

Now, I had been told as a child that both men and women bear God's image, so this did not sound right to me.  I challenged her statement, but she insisted that this was the case.  The other leader (an ex-Presbyterian) then defended the first one's position, saying "Women are just a little inferior to men, and you're just going to have to accept that!" 

I did not want to accept it.  It did not sound right, and the thought that God did not make me in His image and likeness hurt me.  Yet I looked up to these women. They were youth group leaders, and I was a mere member of the group.  Our church taught that God chose leaders in the church to guide us in spiritual matters, and that their counsel could reflect God's will for us.  So I wondered whether God was making a hard truth known to me through His appointed leaders. 

As much as I did not want to believe it, I found their assertion difficult to dismiss.  Perhaps I really was not made in God's image after all.  (I never did take the Christian Feminism course, by the way. During Senior year I took another elective instead.) 

A short time afterward, another ex-Catholic woman in the church made a similar statement: "God is Father, not Mother.  He is male, and you just have to accept that." 

Now, the Catholic Church officially teaches that God is neither male nor female (though He must still be called Father), and that women are created in the image and likeness of God1.  Had we still been Catholic, I could have appealed to that teaching while talking to these women.  That is, had I been aware of the teaching myself; it seems many lay Catholics are not.  Those two ex-Catholic women certainly didn't know. 

For the rest of my time in Evangelicalism, I had a nagging sense of inferiority because of my femaleness.  Perhaps my youth leaders were right; perhaps God had made me "a little inferior" to His sons. It was still very hard to "just accept". 

Zeal and Questions

Yet this feeling did not overwhelm or paralyze me, and it certainly did not cause me to leave Evangelicalism.  I believed that I had finally found true Christianity, the revived New Testament church, so I certainly would not go anywhere else! And I thought that God wanted me in this particular fellowship, so I stayed there. 
I was very zealous for Christ during my Evangelical years.  I went to church every Sunday and on Wednesday nights when I didn't have school the next day.  I passed out gospel tracts on the way to and from church, and even made my own.  I left them in the bathroom stalls of my high school, and stuck them in the encyclopedias and other books in the school library. 

I immersed myself in the Evangelical subculture; listening to Christian radio constantly, preacher after preacher for hours on end.  I frequented Christian bookstores and only listened to Christian music.  I loved Jesus, loved to worship Him, loved the Bible, loved to study and learn about it.  I read my Bible every day, read (the 66-book Protestant Bible) all the way through twice and studied it intensively. 

But my Bible reading started to raise questions.  One day I came across First Peter 3:21, which says: "baptism doth also now save us".  This contradicted what I had learned right before my "rebaptism"; my instructors had said that Baptism is just an act of obedience to Christ which does not play a part in our salvation at all.  But here the Bible clearly said that Baptism does save us!  This bothered me. 

A few weeks later, our youth group Bible Study happened to be on that same chapter.  There we sat, open bibles on our laps, while the leader would read a few verses and then explain them for us, answer questions, then move on.  As he approached verse 21, my expectation grew; I hoped that he would explain its "true meaning".  Finally, he read the verse . . . paused . . . then looked up and said "Well, we know that's not really true". 

I thought to myself, "That's not really true??? That's the Bible!!!  How could the Bible say something that's not really true?" He did not even try to interpret the passage, but merely dismissed it by implying that the obvious meaning of God's inspired Word was wrong.  I was not satisfied with that answer, or that treatment of Scripture. 

(In all the time I was an Evangelical I never did found a satisfactory interpretation of I Peter 3:21.  I read commentaries, listened to preachers, but none of their weak arguments could change the simple fact that God's word said "baptism also now saves us".  I never made peace with that verse until I returned to Mother Church and embraced the biblical truth of baptismal regeneration.) 

Over time, other disturbing questions began to arise. I soon started to wonder about a central tenet of Evangelicalism: the belief that we are saved by "faith alone", not by any works. I was told that nothing we do, no efforts on our part, could ever play any role in our salvation. All we must do is believe that Jesus died for our sins, repent of them and accept Him as our Savior; then we could know that we have eternal life. 

Yet I couldn't help thinking: isn't repentance something we do? Isn't "accepting Jesus as Savior" and act on our part? Isn't saying a "Sinner's Prayer" (practically a requirement for salvation among Evangelicals) a "human effort"? How then could we say that we are saved by faith alone, with no effort on our part? 

Yet I lived with this cognitive dissonance for years. I just pushed all those questions into the back of my mind, figuring that I'd one day find the answer. And I remained within what I believed to be true, New Testament Christianity. 

During those five years, I heard many people offer lousy interpretations of Bible passages, or just dismiss them outright if they contradicted their pet beliefs.  Some preachers even made statements which flatly contradicted Scripture, or took one passage out of context and build a doctrine on it, ignoring other passages which contradicted their doctrine. Yet I didn't let this bother me. I told myself that it all didn't matter for I had found the true faith. Or so I thought. 

Strange Teachings

Some preachers made statements which grossly contradicted the truths of science.  One day, I heard a radio evangelist state that scientists had discovered that a baby gets none of its blood from its mother, which must mean that the baby gets his blood from its father!  Therefore, the preacher concluded, Jesus' Blood was "divine blood" from His Heavenly Father; He did not get it from His mother. 

This struck me as weird; first of all, God the Father is pure Spirit (John 4:24), so how can He have "divine blood"? Second, I had learned in biology class that a preborn baby develops her own blood from her own cells. The father and mother only contribute chromosomes; neither one gives their offspring any blood. 

So I laughed off the teaching as bizarre. Imagine my horror a few weeks later when my pastor said the same thing during his Sunday sermon! The rest of the congregation seemed so impressed by his words; I sat there with face in hand, shaking my head. Just to be sure, I checked with a biology teacher at my school, and she confirmed that a baby gets no blood from either parent. I then convinced my youth leaders that the pastor was wrong (they had believed his sermon at first). But I'm not sure if my critique ever made it to the pastor. He never did correct himself from the pulpit before he left our church. 

Lies about Catholicism

I also witnessed some strange treatment of the Catholic Church.   Though I believed back then that Catholicism contained grave, unbiblical errors, I knew enough about Catholic beliefs from my upbringing to recognize some blatant *lies* which Evangelicals told about the Church. 

Jack Chick was perhaps the worst offender.  In his tract entitled "Is the Pope Poor?", he claimed that Pope John Paul II is a Communist.  This is utterly ridiculous; the Holy Father studied for the priesthood in secret after the Communists in Poland outlawed the Catholic Church.  He was also a strong supporter of Solidarity, the Polish anti-Communist labor movement during the 1980's.  John Paul II is decidedly anti-Communist, and Jack Chick's claim to the contrary is pure libel! 

I once heard a (former Catholic) radio preacher say that Catholics believe Purgatory is a place where people who "aren't good enough for heaven or bad enough for hell" are given a "second chance" to believe in Jesus.  Though I did not believe in Purgatory at the time, I knew the he was wrong.  Catholics believe that Purgatory is a state of purification for people who are saved, on their way to heavenly joy, but who die with sins on their souls or with an attachment to sin.  There's no "second chance" to believe; only the saved are in Purgatory. 
Yet another ex-Catholic radio preacher said during his sermon that Catholics call Mary "the Mother of God" because they want to make her a goddess.  This, too, is a ridiculous lie; the Church believes that Mary is a woman, a human being. Jesus had to be born of a human being in order to become human; He could not derive a human nature from a "goddess" (if such a being existed).  The Catholic Church believes this, and I thought that ex-Catholic pastor should have known better! 

Such lies horrified me.  The Bible says that lying is a sin; how could these people who called themselves "Christians", who claimed to be "saved", tell such bald-faced lies?  This really bothered me: if they have the truth, I thought, why do they see the need to lie? 

I agreed with them that Catholicism was false, but I figured that falsehood should be self-evident.  Why make up stuff, I thought, when you could just present what the Church really teaches and everyone will clearly see how unbiblical it is? (Today, I sometimes wonder if some anti-Catholics might be pathological liars; perhaps they don't even know the difference between truth and falsehood.) 

I decided to start reading some Catholic books myself and refute the obvious falsehoods therein.  But I ended up reading some books which defended the Church against Protestant charges (one of them was Catholic and Christian, by Alan Schreck).  They presented very good arguments, and even cited the Bible against some of my Evangelical beliefs. 

This bothered me, but I tried to dismiss the arguments, telling myself that the Church was wrong in other areas, and besides, they were probably "misinterpreting the Bible".  If I couldn't dismiss an argument, I just tucked it into the back of my head along with all my other unanswered Bible questions, assuming I'd find the answers someday. 

Still Protesting

Slowly, I started to notice other, more subtle problems with Evangelicalism.  It seemed that people around me had an incredibly reactionary attitude toward Catholicism.  Their attitude was "The Catholic Church prays to saints, so we should have nothing to do with saints.  The Catholic Church worships Mary, so we should pay no attention to her" (this was largely unspoken, but still obvious). 

I heard radio preachers do extensive Bible studies on the lives of great biblical figures such as Abraham, Jacob, Joseph and Moses, setting them up as models of faith for Christians to imitate.  But I never heard a similar sermon on the life and faith of the woman whom Jesus had chosen for His Mother.  In fact, every single time any preacher mentioned the Virgin Mary, he either put her down or took cheap "pot-shots" at Catholicism - badly misrepresenting Catholic teaching in the process. Funny; they never treated any other Biblical figure this way! 

This reactionary attitude struck me as weird, especially since the Catholic Church did not have a similar reactionary attitude toward Protestantism.  Mother Church seemed to stand there peacefully, confidently stating her teachings, while the Protestants screamed and railed against her.  It was unnervingly like watching Jesus standing calmly before His accusers. And the more the Protestants ranted, the more unsure of themselves they seemed; like they had to scream louder and react more violently in order to prove to themselves that they were right and that Mother Church was wrong.  The Catholic Church's gentle confidence presented a startling contrast. 

I didn't understand why we were so reactionary. If we were the revived New Testament church why did we practically define our existence by our rejection of (what we considered) a false religion? Was this why Jesus had died to save us? Was this why God had given us His Word? So that we could spend all our energies rebelling against a system which the "reformers" had abandoned four centuries earlier? 

In contrast, the Catholic Church did not define herself in opposition to anyone, Protestants or cultists. She simply stated her truths with calm assurance that she was teaching the very teachings of Christ. If we had the truth and she didn't, why did we lack this confidence and peace which she possessed? 

Sometimes, a preacher's anti-Catholic statements said more about the preacher than the Catholic Church. After our first pastor left our fellowship, the assistant pastor took over. This man was also a former Catholic, and I remember him saying on a few occasions, "When I was a teenager I thought that I could sin, sin, sin all I liked, then just go to Confession on Saturday to get the slate wiped clean so that I could start sinning again." By this example, he intended to show an alleged "weakness" in the Sacrament of Penance, but it actually said more about the pastor's former attitude toward sin and confession! 

The pastor never did mention the fact that the Catholic Church actually considers that a misuse of the Sacrament of Penance. One must approach Confession with a desire to "sin no more and avoid the near occasions of sin". If someone goes thinking that he can start sinning again come Monday, he commits a grave sacrilege! 

From Evangelicalism to Christian Feminism
http://home.earthlink.net/~mysticalrose/story2.html 
By Rosemarie

In September 1988 I started attending a local college.  For the first year I commuted from home, and I continued going to my regular fellowship.  Then I decided to take advantage of the college housing.  In September 1989, I moved into the dorms. 

I now lived too far away from my old fellowship to go there every Sunday, so I began attending a Christian and Missionary Alliance church near my school. I really enjoyed the worship there; it was very Christ-centered. 
But one Sunday in December the pastor preached a sermon on the Virgin Mary. True to form, it was not about her faith, or her obedience, or her humility; it was about how wrong the Catholic Church (allegedly) was to believe in her Immaculate Conception. Amid ample pot-shots at Catholicism, the pastor argued that Mary did not need to be sinless in order for Jesus to be sinless, because Jesus did not receive His Humanity from her! 

Citing (and misinterpreting) First Corinthians 15:47, "The first man is of the earth, earthly, the second man is the Lord from heaven", he said that God had created a new Humanity for Jesus in heaven.  The Virgin Mary just bore this new humanity in her womb, but did not give Him a human nature from her own substance. 

Many people in the congregation seemed impressed by this teaching, but I was horrified. His novel interpretation of that passage flatly contradicted a number of other Bible verses, like Hebrews 2:14, "Forasmuch then as the children are partakers of flesh and blood, he (Jesus) also himself likewise took part of the same..." and verse 16, "For verily he (Jesus) took not on him the nature of angels, but he took on him the seed of Abraham." 

If Jesus' humanity were created in heaven, He would be neither the seed of Abraham nor a partaker in our flesh and blood, as the Bible clearly says He was. This pastor was openly teaching the heresy of Docetism from the pulpit! He had essentially revived the Docetism of Valentius, the second-century Gnostic heretic who taught that Jesus' humanity was created by God, and that Jesus passed through Mary "Like water through a pipe", taking nothing from her. 

What I once thought was "revived New Testament Christianity" was starting to look like a revival of ancient heresies. 

By early 1990, after nearly five years in Evangelicalism, I was growing very dissatisfied.  I saw too many problems, too many false teachings within this very divided subculture.  It was becoming harder and harder for me to dismiss such contradictions by saying "Well, as long as we all believe in Jesus it doesn't matter if we disagree on Bible interpretation", because some people's interpretations were blatantly heretical. 

Leaving Evangelicalism 

During this time I was working in the college library to pay for my room and board. I came across a new book entitled Mine Eyes Have Seen The Glory by Randall Balmer. The book briefly discusses the history of Evangelicalism in America, showing how it was influenced by historical events such as the Civil War, the Temperance Movement, etc. 

This really opened my eyes; I had always thought that Evangelicalism was the restoration of pristine, first century Christianity. Now I saw that it was just an American religious movement, which was influenced as much by secular history as was the Catholic Church. This did a lot to destroy my ties to the movement which I had once thought was the true "New Testament Church" revived. 

Another reason why I knew I could not stay in Evangelicalism was that I was simply "growing out of" that shallow religious system.  I was now in college, and had met several older women who provided me with very positive role models for my maturing womanhood - something Evangelicalism had never given me.  One was a female rabbi who taught one of my classes, the second was another female professor, and the third was a Catholic nun who was counseling me at the time. 

So I knew I could not stay in Evangelicalism, but did not know where else to go. Though I had read some Catholic apologetics materials, and had long ago given up the "Catholicism = Whore of Babylon" idea, I still disagreed with some Church teachings, and so did not think I could ever return. 

I started reading books about Quakerism, and considered becoming a Quaker for a while. I even attended a meeting house one Sunday in February 1990. The silent prayer was nice and relaxing, but I was turned off by some pro-abortion and pro-homosexual literature I saw by the door as I left. This was not the original Thomas Fox-Quakerism I had read about in books, but the liberal faction which had formed during the mid-1800's. I never returned to that meeting house. 

During my sessions with the nun/counselor, the topic of our discussion soon turned to religion, and I started dumping on her all the things I thought were wrong with the Catholic Church. I ranted about the animosity between traditionalists and progressives, the concept of papal infallibility, transubstantiation, the fact that the Church required its members to believe in the Immaculate Conception, the Assumption and other teachings which I considered "trivial". 

Sister listened calmly, occasionally answering my charges. In some ways she embodied the calm certainty which I had always seen in the Church. She said, "Yes, Catholics have human failings, but you have try to see Christ in the Church, behind all the problems. I think you should give the Catholic Church another try." 

I still didn't think that I could, in good faith, return to a faith with which I disagreed in so many areas. So she suggested, "Why don't you return as a seeker? Tell God 'I don't think I can believe all the teachings of the Church, but I am returning as a seeker. Please show me your Truth; if the Church's teachings are true, please show me'". 

Her words impressed me, so I did just that. I returned to the Catholic Church with a heart open to God, to show me His truth. Eventually, I came across the book Catholicism and Fundamentalism, The Attack on "Romanism" by "Bible Christians", by Karl Keating. The book explained Catholic teachings like papal infallibility, and refuted Evangelical charges against the Church. The book answered a lot of my remaining questions about Catholicism. 

The Need for a Mother 

But there was something else going on in my life which would soon send me on a detour-of-sorts. For a number of months I had felt a growing spiritual hunger inside me: I longed for a "mother in heaven"! I had always known and worshipped my Father in Heaven, but now I wanted - no, needed - a loving spiritual mother. 

I knew from experience that Evangelicalism would never satisfy this need1, since my youth leaders had been so adamantly opposed to calling God "Mother". So this was yet another thing which made me realize that I could not stay in that subculture. 
Now, you might think that this desire for a heavenly Mother would have led me straight into the arms of the Holy Virgin. Sadly, that did not happen. 

You see, although I was beginning to accept many of the truths of Catholicism, I found it hard to shake some of the attitudes which Evangelicalism had drilled into my brain over five years.  One such attitude was a tremendous fear of "Mariolatry".  I was beginning to believe that Marian devotion was okay, but was unsure what constituted "excessive" devotion to her.  In the back of my head I still worried that I could possibly "cross the line" I couldn't see, and honor Mary "too much", thus putting her "above Jesus". 

In retrospect, I can see that Mary was trying to get through to me back then.  You see, during my teens I never had a boyfriend, though I really wanted one.  For years, I prayed to God to sent me the right person, but He did not seem too anxious to answer that prayer. 

As an Evangelical, I had come across some Catholic literature which claimed that Mary is the "Mediatrix of graces", who receives from God whatever she asks for.  This concept offended my Evangelical sensibilities; but I must confess that I was tempted to ask her to send me a boyfriend, since I was so desperately lonely.  Yet I boldly fought off that "temptation" for years. 

Finally, in March 1990, a month after returning to the Church, I decided to give it a try - just as a test, that's all. So I prayed something to this effect:  "Mary, if you are what some Catholics say you are; if you really are the 'Mediatrix of graces', to whom God refuses no request, then please ask Him to give me a boyfriend".  One month later, I met a devout Catholic man whom I would eventually marry.  It was as though God was waiting until I was humble enough to ask Mary's help before answering my request. 

Yet I still kept her at arms length for fear of "Mariolatry". I said the occasional "Hail Mary" but not the Rosary (I thought that Hail Holy Queen was too "excessive"!), and I did not venerate any image of her or display one in my house (though I did have a crucifix on my wall; I wasn't entirely against images.). 

Well, as the saying/cliché goes, "Nature abhors a vacuum".  Since I did not allow Mary to fill my need for a spiritual mother, it was inevitable that I would try to fill it with something else.  That something else was the concept of "God-as-Mother"2. 

Embracing Christian Feminism 

I soon discovered some books in my college library which discussed "feminine imagery of God"3 in the Bible and Christian writings.  This concept excited me since it seemed to refute all those depressing things which my youth leaders had told me years earlier.  Maybe God really is "Mother", I thought; maybe that's biblical, not a heretical concept.  Maybe I really am made in the image of God as a woman! (The "Mother-God" concept had clearly become intertwined in my mind with the question of whether or not I reflected God's image.) 

This concept seemed to affirm the value of my womanhood, as well as satisfy my longing for a spiritual mother.  So I scoured the college library and read every book or article I could find on the subject (most were written from a "Christian feminist" perspective).  Their notes and bibliographies led me to even more material from other sources. 

I was so spiritually hungry; absolutely starving for a Heavenly Mother, that I soon gathered an extensive collection of information about different feminine images of God from the Jewish and Christian traditions, such as Holy Wisdom, Jesus-as Mother, the Shekinah, and the "Holy Spirit Mother" teaching of ancient Syrian Christianity.  I was only interested in Jewish and Christian images of God-as-Mother.  Though some books I read mentioned a "great goddess" I shunned the concept; it was clearly idolatrous and utterly foreign to Christianity.  I also avoided the Gnostic "Mother Sophia", or any other heterodox notions. 

My research proved very fruitful.  I discovered that some early Christians used feminine or maternal images for God, even sometimes calling God "Mother" in certain contexts4.  Most of them also considered the Old Testament figure of "Wisdom" (clearly a feminine entity) to be identical with the Logos, the Second Person of the Trinity (though a few identified her with the Holy Spirit).  This identification of Wisdom with Christ has remained strong; in fact, one of the cornerstones of Saint Louis de Montfort's spirituality is devotion to "Jesus Christ, the Eternal and Incarnate Wisdom".  Montfortian literature sometimes calls Him "Jesus-Wisdom", and I soon adopted that term.  I also studied extensively the comparison of Jesus to a "Mother", found in medieval writers such as Blessed Julian of Norwich. 

Ancient Syrian Christians such as Aphraates and Macarius spoke of the Holy Spirit as "our Mother" (in part because the Syrian word for "spirit" is feminine).  And Judaism used the feminine term "Shekinah" to refer to the Cloud of Divine Glory which overshadowed the Tabernacle in the wilderness.  The New Testament identifies this cloud with the Holy Spirit (Matthew 17:5), so "Shekinah" seemed to be a feminine title for the Holy Spirit. 

I soon incorporated these feminine images of God from within the Judeo-Christian tradition into my prayer.  I called the First Person of the Trinity both Father and Mother, I prayed to the Second Person as both Jesus and Wisdom, and I wrote poems to the Holy Spirit as "Mother" and "Shekinah". 

Let me reemphasize here that I intended to pray only to the One True God, the God of the Bible, under these feminine titles.  I had no intention of worshipping any false deity.  Also, though I heard about "WomanChurch", I never got involved in it.  I read the book WomanChurch by Rosemary Radford Reuther, in which she refers to God as God/ess.  This automatically turned me off.  I also intensely disliked the "goddess sophia" concept which was just beginning to gain ground back then.  Wisdom is Christ our God, not a "goddess"!  Because of that heterodox misuse of the word sophia (Greek for "wisdom"), I preferred to refer to Holy Wisdom as Sapientia (Latin for "wisdom"), so that no one would mistakenly think I believed in the feminist "goddess sophia". 
My tireless search soon uncovered a centuries-old Russian Orthodox ikon of "Holy Wisdom".  Ikons of this type portray the Eternal Wisdom of God as a winged feminine figure enthroned in the midst of saints and angels (view an offsite example). As I gazed prayerfully at this amazing ikon, something stirred in my soul.  I had a powerful sense that I do indeed reflect the image and likeness of God. 

Looking back on that experience, I must question whether that was a proper use of the ikon.  I doubt that the iconographer wrote it centuries ago in order to boost anyone's "self image".  Yet perhaps God did choose to use the ikon that way for me, since I had been so deeply wounded by false teaching in a dysfunctional religious system.  Perhaps I needed that experience to teach me something on a very deep level. 

In his letter On The Dignity and Vocation of Woman, Pope John Paul II wrote that Scriptural texts which attribute masculine and feminine qualities to God "indirectly confirm the truth that men and women are created in the image and likeness of God"5.  In my case, a sacred ikon served that purpose as well.  Through it, God healed the emotional wounds inflicted on me by well-meaning but misguided Evangelicals.  After having seen God portrayed in art as an old man all my life, the Hagia Sophia ikon confirmed to my soul that women truly are made in God's image. 

The Cracks Begin to Show 

Yet I would soon discover that feminine images of God, whether verbal or artistic, have their limitations.  The three women who had been positive role models for me eventually left the college, and I felt the need for another female "role model" to take their place.  I no longer looked to other women for this affirmation; rather I looked to God-as-Mother, Holy Wisdom, or the Shekinah. 

You see, I had bought into the Christian feminist idea that belief in - and worship of - God as "Mother" is absolutely necessary for a woman's self-esteem and well being. Feminists argue that women have a psychological need to be able to "relate to" God, to "identify with" the One whom they worshipped. But how could a woman possibly identify with "God the Father"? or God as King? Lord? Master?  These are all male images to which no female could ever "relate". Constantly hearing such terms used for God (the feminists claim) makes women feel powerless, disenfranchised, like second-class citizens in the "kingdom" (there goes a male term again!) of God.  Only images of God as "Mother", "Queen", "Lady", etc., can heal this psychological wound. 

I can now see that this philosophy is wrongheaded. The Bible does not tell us to "identify with" God; it tells us to worship Him. We don't need to be able to "relate to" Him in order to adore Him; in fact we can't possibly identify with our Infinite Creator! We are finite creatures, called into being by His lovingkindness and omnipotence. For that reason alone He deserves our supreme worship; whether or not we can "relate to" Him is utterly irrelevant. 

(Nowadays I also strongly question the feminist insinuation that males can "relate" to God under masculine titles. Any honest, spiritually-minded man would recognize the infinite difference between himself and God the Father.) 

Yet at the time I believed the feminists, so I looked to such feminine images of God to "affirm" my womanhood.  But I soon found that they could not do that. Why? Because they are just images of God, not real women. They are not truly female. God is neither man nor woman; the Eternal Wisdom of God and the Shekinah Glory are "feminine" images of a Being Who essentially transcends sex and gender.  I, on the other hand, am a flesh-and-blood woman, with a female body which performs special female functions such as menstruation, pregnancy, childbirth and lactation.  God is Spirit (John 4:24) and does not have a female body. 

In fact, the Logos, the Eternal Wisdom of God, became incarnate in a male human nature. All the feminine imagery in the world will never change the fact that God has never hypostatically assumed a female body.  Scripture seems to occasionally portray God's creative, life-giving activity in terms of childbirth6, but God still does not physically give birth as women do. Feminine metaphor and physical womanhood are far from identical.  I may reflect God's likeness, but God is quite unlike me. 

I suspect that other women who "seek the feminine face of God" eventually confront the same problem.  Perhaps this is why some of them embrace panentheism, the belief that God is "embodied" in all of creation and "suffers" with it.  Perhaps they feel they can "relate" better to a Mother God enfleshed in Mother Nature/Mother Earth7.  Many others turn to pantheism, fabricating a "great goddess" whom they identify with the "feminine energies" of the cosmos8 (whatever they mean by that). 

But are these concepts of divinity really any better for women?  Even if such entities did exist, could a deity enfleshed in all of nature really compare to a woman enfleshed in a female human body?  Would impersonal "feminine energies" correspond to a human person better than does a personal God? 

Perhaps this is why thealogy, the modern feminist study/worship of "the goddess", teaches that there is ultimately no goddess apart from women themselves, since the "feminine energies" it identifies with "the goddess" are ultimately personified and embodied in every woman9. Neo-pagan feminists bless one another during their rituals with the words "Thou art Goddess". Is this thealogy's "statement of faith", equivalent to the Christian Credo, the Jewish Sh'ma or the Muslim Shahada10? 

The search for a deity one can "relate to" ends in worship of oneself11. 

The grace of God preserved me from that path.  But I soon noticed a distressing pattern.  It seemed that every single "Christian feminist" I read started out discussing feminine imagery of God, but inevitably, over time, slipped into neo-pagan goddess worship.  This was the case with Rosemary Radford Ruether, Mary Daly, Miriam Therese Winter and many others. Once I discovered a book on "Sophia" written by three Methodist ministers.  It began by giving lots of great information on the portrayal of Holy Wisdom in Sacred Scripture, but by the end of the book it was calling "Sophia" a "biblical goddess"! 
This disturbed me greatly.  As I said above, I never believed in the so-called "goddess" of thealogy; I only wanted to worship the One True God.  But I couldn't help observing that "Christian feminism" seemed unable to remain truly Christian. 

This was eerily reminiscent of my experience in Evangelicalism.  They, too, had had a hard time sustaining their orthodoxy in their rebellion against Catholicism.  The facade of "Christian feminism" was beginning to crumble before me. 
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From Feminism to the Arms of Mary
http://home.earthlink.net/~mysticalrose/story3.html
By Rosemarie

Throughout this time I was a practicing Catholic.  Yet my feminist beliefs had kept me from embracing all the teachings of the Church. 

I had come to believe in most doctrines on Mary, such as the Immaculate Conception and Assumption.  Not only did Catholic apologetics convince me of their truth, but these dogmas also seemed to exalt woman, and so fit my feminist leanings well.  The Immaculate Conception of Mary, for instance, refuted the Evangelical belief that, while two men had been sinless (Adam and Christ), only one sinless woman (Eve) had ever existed - and she had lost her sinlessness!  And the Assumption meant that God had highly exalted a woman, raising her body and soul into heaven.  The Catholic Church teaches that the greatest saint in heaven is not a man, but a woman! Wow, what a concept! 

I also loved the teaching that Mary is the New Eve, whose obedience reverses the sin of the first Eve.  How many times had I heard Evangelicals put women down because of Eve's role in the Fall: "The woman sinned first..."  I had found the ultimate answer to such a charge; God has provided a New Eve who undoes the disobedience of the first one.  Mary restores the reputation of womankind! 

Yet feminism also caused me to reject some teachings about Our Lady, such as her spiritual Motherhood.  Many Christian feminists essentially consider Catholic Marian devotion an excuse not to call God Mother.  They argue that the early Church recognized God's motherhood at first, but eventually suppressed it after embracing "patriarchy".  Since Christians still felt a need for a heavenly mother, they applied to Jesus' Mother the maternal attributes formerly ascribed to God.  She became the ideal patriarchal replacement for God-the-Mother: a sexless, non-threatening female who was so perfectly submissive to the big male God. 

Like other Christian feminists, I wanted to see feminine images of God used more widely by Christians, and saw Marian devotion as a threat to this.  I thought that we should restore to God the feminine imagery which was rightly "Hers", and restore our "sister" Mary to her place as a holy woman, humble yet exalted by God. 
As I said before, I had no real devotion to Our Lady, partially due to a fear of "Mariolatry" left over from my Evangelical days.  Christian feminism only seemed to affirm the fear that I could honor Mary too much - to the detriment of my worship of God-as-Mother. 

The result is that I accepted some, but not all, of the Church's teaching on Blessed Mother.  Theoretically, I saw Mary as the New Eve, sinless, now immortal in heaven, the greatest saint and proof of the dignity of woman.  Yet in practice I kept her at a safe distance; I hardly prayed to her and did not consider her to be my spiritual Mother; that was God's role, I thought. 

I also rejected other Church teachings regarding women.  As you can probably guess, I believed strongly that the Church should ordain women as priests and deaconesses.  I also bought into the idea that the Church's opposition to birth control arose out of a backwards, patriarchal desire to keep all women "barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen"; too busy making babies to assert themselves in the public sphere.  But I had always been pro-life, even before joining Evangelicalism, so I did not embrace the pro-abort aspect of modern feminism. 

Weaknesses of Feminism 

After nearly two years of studying Christian feminism, I was beginning to grow weary of the feminine images of God.  I had discovered their essential weakness: they are just metaphors, they do not make God a woman like me.  I soon began to question my entire search for feminine divine imagery. 

Back then I kept a prayer journal (which I still have) in which I wrote many prayers to Holy Wisdom, the Shekinah/Spirit, etc.  One day, I wrote the following words to Jesus-Wisdom:  "Please help me to follow You in a biblical manner.  Is it wrong to seek You for Your femininity rather than Your Omniscience?" 

This may have been a crude way to put it (I did not really believe that the Second Person of the Trinity is "feminine"), but those words reflected a realization.  Scripture indicates that Wisdom is to be sought after for her wisdom, not for her "gender" (so to speak).  I was beginning to think that perhaps I was seeking Divine Wisdom for the wrong reasons; emphasizing the fact that she is a feminine image of the Logos, rather than humbly asking God for spiritual truth and insight. 

The concept of "God-as-Mother" was wearing thin fast.  This worried me at the time; I wrote prayers and poems to God which basically said, "Holy Wisdom, where are You?  Shekinah, why do You hide Your face from me?"  I found it harder and harder to relate to God almost exclusively in feminine terms. 

In retrospect, I can see that this was a natural occurrence.  The images had served their purpose; they healed my painful experience in Evangelicalism.  Yet I continued cling to them long after they had lost their usefulness, thinking that they would somehow "empower" me.  That is why they began to wear thin.  In fact, for nearly two years I had essentially tried to build an entire Christian spirituality around the almost exclusive use of feminine images of God.  Naturally, I had failed; it just did not work. 

Her Love Breaks Through 

In August 1991, my boyfriend (and future husband) joined the Navy.  He went off to boot camp, and I rarely heard from him for the next two months.  This was very hard on me, because we had spent a lot of time together, and had hardly gone for one day without at least speaking on the phone.  He came back in late October for a few days, but then was sent off for more training.  Then he received his permanent assignment:  on a ship on the opposite coast.  He would be living three thousand miles away!  I had hoped that he would be assigned closer, but that's the military for you. 

He came home again for two weeks at Christmastime, and proposed to me on the Vigil of Our Lord's Nativity.  But on 6 January 1992 I once more waved goodbye to him at the airport, as he caught a plane to his new ship. 

I felt very lonely and depressed for the next few days.  One day as I was praying in my room, I started to think about all this God-as-Mother stuff.  It all seemed so weak and empty.  I could no longer "relate" to it or find any comfort in it.  My soul wept for a mother. 

For some reason, my thoughts turned to Mary. I recalled how the Church has told her children throughout the centuries that Mary is our Mother. Had I been looking for a spiritual Mother in the wrong place? For the first time, I seriously entertained the thought which I had long avoided:  Could it be that Mary was my real Mother in heaven after all? 

What happened next I can hardly explain with words.  I basically experienced a powerful "presence" with me in the room.  No, not quite a presence, but a person. I saw nothing with my eyes, but my spirit sensed her; I had no doubt in my mind that this was the Holy Virgin Mary.  She was so close to me, and almost seemed to "radiate" tremendous, maternal love. 

Tears welled up in my eyes. I fell to my knees and started to cry. All of my resistance to Mary and Marian devotion fell before me like shattered glass. Her love had finally broken through! 

When this powerful experience subsided, I set up a small Mary Shrine in the corner of my room, with a picture of Mary, some candles and a blue cloth.  I started wearing the Brown Scapular and Miraculous Medal. What a relief I experienced at that moment, when I stopped trying to kick against the goads! (Acts 26:14) 

Modifying Feminist Dogmatism 

When I first started reading feminist literature in college, it was mainly because I was starting to discover the goodness of being a woman after five years in a subculture which in many ways denigrated women.  While the literature helped me a bit, it also instilled an anti-male attitude in me.  Perhaps I read too much or the wrong thing, and perhaps I was too young and naive, but it ended up hurting me rather than helping.  I was one of those "angry women".  In my experience, feminism became a hindrance to me mentally, emotionally and especially spiritually. 
I remember how, right before my wedding, I agonized over taking my fiancé’s name. Would this destroy my individuality? Would it turn me into a pathetic, mindless homebody, stripped of any personal identity and deprived of my right of "naming" myself? When I look back now after so many years of marriage, I have to laugh; how naive I was to believe all that. 

Eventually, I started reading some literature by feminists or anti-sexist males who disagreed with some points of feminist philosophy.  Hearing the other side really helped me become more balanced and see through some of the more extreme feminist positions. 

One such book was Who Stole Feminism? How Women Have Betrayed Women by Christina Hoff Sommers.  While reading that book I came across an interesting quote from Gloria Steinem:  "I have become even more angry...the alternative is depression".  That quote really made me think, Is this all that feminism has to offer me:  Anger or depression? I didn't like that choice at all. 

It's a seldom-recognized fact:  feminism is actually a very depressing prospect for women.  Feminism tells women that the men they love - their fathers, brothers, husbands, boyfriends, sons - look down on them as inferior beings.  It tells them that the guys to whom they look for acceptance and support only want to exploit, beat and oppress them; anything to keep them under thumb.  To feminists, any man is a potential rapist or abuser; no male can be trusted.  Even God is not a loving heavenly Father, but the ultimate product of patriarchal arrogance: a projection of masculinity onto the Absolute, intended only to keep women in their place. 

How could any woman hear such things without being wounded to the core?  She suddenly feels deceived and betrayed by all the men in her life, nay, all the men who have ever existed!  It's no wonder feminists must choose between anger and depression; their worldview allows no real joy or peace as long as "patriarchy" reigns supreme. 

I don't know about you, but I can't see what's so liberating about such a philosophy. 

Reading literature which dissented from feminism actually had a healing effect on me.  I came to realize that men were not demonic ogres who spent every waking minute dreaming up new ways to oppress women.  I gained a balanced perspective which I had somehow lost during the process of "consciousness raising" (brainwashing???).  I could now see that life is unfair to everyone; both women and men are wounded by its inequities. 

Embracing Catholic Orthodoxy 

Pretty soon, I had accepted every Catholic doctrinal and moral teaching except for two: contraception and women priests. These two issues were very emotional for me, and so difficult to let go. 

The Evangelical church I had attended was not anti-birth control, in fact they considered it okay (although they also emphasized that children are a blessing, and encouraged large families).  And although my youth leaders had a low opinion of women, our fellowship as a whole was not against female preachers; in fact, the first pastor's sister was a preacher, and she visited our church occasionally. 

So as an Evangelical, I had always thought I would begin using birth control after marriage (every time a doctor offered me a prescription for the Pill during an exam I refused it, telling them I intended to have no sex until marriage).  After returning to the Church, I became aware of Catholic opposition to contraception, but also heard some people saying that it was a "matter of personal conscience".  So I figured I could use it, since I had no qualms about it. 

However, when the subject came up one day, my fiancé told me we would not use it.  I was not happy with his statement, to say the least.  But I got in touch with the Couple-to-Couple League and learned the Sympto-Thermal Method of Natural Family Planning (NFP), which, to my surprise, worked very well even with my irregular cycles.  This was not the much-maligned calendar rhythm method which everyone made fun of ("Vatican Roulette"). 

I soon read Humanae Vitae as well, and realized that it was nothing like the caricatures of it which I had read from dissident Catholics.  Its arguments made sense, and helped me to see exactly what is wrong with birth control. 

So that problem resolved itself at some point early in my marriage.  But the "women's ordination" issue took longer.  I read many arguments against it which all said the same thing:  Only men can be priests because Christ is a man, and only men can represent Christ. 

This seemed utterly absurd to me.  It seemed to say that women are not Christlike, and I knew that is not true.  Why, the one saint who is most like Christ is the Blessed Virgin Mary!  Her entire life is a wonderful copy of His: she is sinless like Him, ever-virginal like Him, risen like Him; she is the Queen standing next to the King (Psalm 45:9), and Her Immaculate Heart is the closest copy of His Sacred Heart.  She resembles Christ as closely as a mere creature could resemble God Incarnate. 

Finding that argument wanting, I just could not accept the Church's refusal to admit women to Holy Orders.  Why could we receive only six sacraments, while a man could potentially receive all seven?  It just seemed so unfair!  I knew the importance of submission to the Church, so I tried to submit to the teaching, but without a logical explanation I found it hard to accept that this could be God's will.  I did not believe that God would do anything unjust or arbitrary, and the prohibition against "women priests" seemed just that. 

For years, I held a secret hope that the Church might someday come around.  But in 1994 that hope was destroyed when I read in a diocesan paper about the pope's newest letter, Ordinatio Sacerdotalis.  The article quoted the pope as saying: 

"In order that all doubt may be removed regarding a matter of great importance, a matter which pertains to the Church's divine constitution itself, in virtue of my ministry of confirming the brethren I declare that the Church has no authority whatsoever to confer priestly ordination on women and that this judgment is to be definitively held by all the Church's faithful"1 
My heart sank.  If not an infallible decree, this sounded very close to one.  I realized that God really did not want women to be priests after all.  At that moment, I said one of the hardest prayers I've ever had to say.  It went something like this: 

Lord, since it seems to be Your will that women not receive Holy Orders, I submit by faith to the pope's declaration.  But please, please, show me why you have excluded women from the priesthood.  I believe that you are infinitely logical; everything you do has a good reason.  So please show me the reason why women cannot be priests. 

A few months later, while browsing through the library at a local Catholic university, I came across a book on the subject. It had been written in the sixties by a woman who was actually sympathetic to "women's ordination".  In the book, she listed various objections to it which had been raised throughout the centuries. 

While skimming through it, one of the objections caught my eye.  A certain medieval bishop had argued that women could not become priests because a priest is "married to the Church"; and since the Church is the Bride of Christ and our Mother, only a man could "marry" her. 

Suddenly, the light went on!  I had been studying the Motherhood of the Church in-depth, and was keenly aware of the fact that the Church is the New Eve, the suitable helper of Christ the New Adam.  So this argument made perfect sense; a female cannot marry a female, thus a woman cannot marry the Bride of Christ. 

God had finally shown me the answer.  God does not exclude women from the priesthood for sexist reasons, but because the priesthood relates to the mystery of the New Adam.  The statement that "only men can represent Christ' is true in the sense that only men can participate in the mystery of the New Adam.  Women can certainly be Christlike, and even exceed men in that area (as Mary does), but they cannot represent Christ as the New Adam in His nuptial relationship to Mother Church. 

Soon, I received a confirmation of my new understanding from an article in The Catholic Answer Magazine, where I read the following words: 

Nevertheless, the sacramental economy takes human nature and created realities as its starting point.  Bread and wine, oil and water:  this is the stuff of which sacraments are made.  And embodied, engendered human nature is also an essential feature of the sacraments.  For this reason and because the Church is the Bride of Christ, a female priest (were such possible) would essentially be in a lesbian relationship with the Church.2 

I was so grateful that God had finally shown me the reason why the priesthood is for men only.  He does always have a reason for His actions. 

Confession of a Post-Feminist Catholic 

In my experience, I have discovered two definitions of the noun Feminist; one could say that the first is inclusive and the second exclusive. :-)  The inclusive definition is:  "A feminist is anyone who believes that women are equal to men and that discrimination against women is wrong".  By this definition, even men can be feminists. 

The exclusive definition is:  "a feminist is a woman (not a man) who embraces a specific set of philosophical views related to feminism".  For instance, she sees all of history as a struggle between dominating patriarchal males and poor oppressed females, and most if not all traditional female roles as artificial impositions by patriarchal society (I find many such feminist views, though partially valid, to be largely exaggerated). 

I guess that, by the first definition, I could still be squeezed into the term feminist.  But the second seems to be the truer definition, and I can no longer embrace the narrow worldview of feminist dogma.  So I do not consider myself a "feminist". 

I have toyed with a few alternate terms for where I stand. One is recovering feminist (shamelessly borrowed from recovering alcoholic, of course).  A recovering feminist would be someone who had a bad experience with feminism and who has moved on, keeping what she sees as the best views of the movement yet not able in good faith to be identified with it any longer because of too many disagreements.  That sort-of works. 

But I think a better term would be post-feminist Catholic.  This is a play on the term post-Christian feminist, a term for a woman who rejects her Christian upbringing in favor of secular or neo-pagan feminism.  I have gone the opposite way, passing through "Christian feminism" on my way to a fully orthodox Catholicism.  Hence, I am a "post-feminist Catholic". 

And what does this post-feminist Catholic believe about God, women and the Church? 

I believe that God made me in His image. Contrary to what my youth leader said many years ago, the divine image is not maleness; after all, tomcats, bulls, stallions and rams are all male, but they are not created in God's image. The image of God has nothing to do with sex or gender; it is in human personhood, intelligence and will, which are common to both men and women. 

The Catechism says: 

"Being in the image of God the human individual possesses the dignity of a person, who is not just something, but someone. He is capable of self-knowledge, of self-possession and of freely giving himself and entering into communion with other persons. And he is called by grace to a covenant with his Creator, to offer him a response of faith and love that no other creature can give in his stead.... 

"Man and woman have been created, which is to say, willed by God: on the one hand, in perfect equality as human persons; on the other, in their respective beings as man and woman. "Being man" or "being woman" is a reality which is good and willed by God: man and woman possess an inalienable dignity which comes to them immediately from God their Creator. Man and woman are both with one and the same dignity "in the image of God". In their "being-man" and "being-woman", they reflect the Creator's wisdom and goodness." -Catechism of the Catholic Church, sections 357, 369 
So I believe, as Mother Church teaches, that women and men both reflect God's image and likeness. Though they have some different roles to play in society and the Church, men and women are equal in human dignity and in the call to salvation and holiness. I believe that the greatest saint of all, the only human person who has ever been totally free from all sin, is a Woman: the Blessed Virgin Mary. (Jesus, of course, is not a human person, but a Divine Person). 

I still believe that God possesses all the perfections associated with motherhood, as Scripture makes clear:  "Can a woman forget her infant, so as not to have pity on the son of her womb? If she should forget, yet I will not forget you" (Isaiah 49:15).  And again, "As one who the mother caresses, so will I comfort you" (66:13). 

The Catechism also touches on this issue: 

God's parental tenderness can also be expressed by the image of motherhood, which emphasizes God's immanence, the intimacy between Creator and creature...God transcends the human distinction between the sexes. He is neither man nor woman; he is God. He also transcends human fatherhood and motherhood, although he is their origin and standard... 

In no way is God in man's image.  He is neither man nor woman.  God is pure spirit in which there is no place for the difference between the sexes.  But the respective "perfections" of man and woman reflect something of the infinite perfection of God:  those of a mother and those of a father and husband. -CCC 239, 370 

But I am no longer as obsessed with feminine images of God as I was.  The Biblical ones do have some validity, but they cannot change the fact that God has revealed Himself primarily in masculine terms: the Father and the Son, our Lord and King.  Why?  For many reasons, but partly due to the Incarnation. 

You see, God's Fatherhood is not a mere metaphor; it the relationship of the First Person of the Trinity to the Second.  When the Second Person took flesh, He was born of a human Mother.  So we cannot call God the "Mother" of Jesus because Jesus has a Mother - the Virgin Mary.  People would confuse Mary with God if both were called the Mother of Jesus. 

Also, the Bible says that Jesus is the "image of God" (Colossians 1:16).  As the old saying goes, "like father, like son"; a son images his father more than he does his mother.  So speaking of the first two Persons of the Trinity as the Father and the Son clearly shows that Jesus images the First Person.  If we spoke of them as "the Mother and the Son", it would be less clear. 

I won't go into an in-depth discussion of this topic here, but suffice it to say that God had a good reason to reveal Himself to us primarily as Father.  Nor has he relinquished his maternal perfections; rather he has chosen to reveal them primarily through Mother Church and the Blessed Virgin Mary. 

Speaking of the Blessed Virgin, I finally have a healthy relationship with her, my true Heavenly Mother. Though I found I couldn't ultimately "relate to" feminine images of an infinite Supreme Being, I can relate to Our Lady. She is a human being like myself; sinless, yes, but still human. As such, she is also superior to any concept of a "cosmic Christa" or "goddess". They are said to be embodied in all creation, but Mary is a true, flesh-and-blood Woman, embodied in a female body which is now exalted and glorified in Heaven. And she is perfectly good and loving; no dark, vindictive or violent side like many mythological goddesses. We have nothing to fear from her. 

I also understand more of the mystery of the New Eve and Mother Church. The absurdity of the idea of Catholic priestesses is clear to me now. Contrary to the claims of extreme feminists, the Church is not at all sexist, and the existence of women priests would not create some wonderful gender-equitable Shangri-la in the world. Many Protestant denominations have had women ministers for decades (some of them for more than a century) and the Episcopalians have had priestesses since the Seventies, but women haven't achieved perfect gender equality yet. Priestesses are not the answer! 

Feminism is not the answer, either. When I read feminist literature, I got the impression that feminism has a "messiah complex"; it really believes that its principles, if followed, can save the world. Well, I know of only one Messiah! Only Christ our Lord can ultimately save the world, through His Church. Blessed be the Name of the Lord! 
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