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The call to conversion – Take one
http://cortneydavis.blogspot.in/2007/09/call-to-conversion-take-one.html
By Cortney Davis, September 17, 2007
A funny thing happened to me on my way through life, though my years as a wife, mother and nurse practitioner: I was called to the Catholic Church. You could have knocked me over with a feather. 
Born during the final months of World War II, in the middle of a thunder storm, to a devoutly religious but non-practicing mother and a non-religious but spiritual father, I was baptised in the Episcopal Church. Sunday school is a blur of sunny days and pictures of Jesus, arms open, children gathering around Him. What follows is nothingness--no church, no religious instruction, no mention of God, although God was ever present. I saw evidence of Him everywhere.
When I was a teenager, I joined the local Congregational Church for two reasons: it was within walking distance of my home, and all my friends belonged to the church youth group. Soon I was an active member of the junior congregation, attending retreats and Sunday night meetings and finally electing to be Confirmed at age sixteen. My parents weren't sure what came over me. "Better late than never," I told them. At the moment I was Confirmed, I felt myself filled with the Holy Ghost. At the reception, my boyfriend said, "You looked as if you were crying or something." He thought I was turning into a softy or, even worse, a nun.
Jump ahead several years. My boyfriend and I are married by a Justice of the Peace. We have two children. After five years of marriage, we divorce. I'm left with a baby and a toddler, the rent and no car. Working as a nurse's aid, I'm desperate for money. While I work, my children attend a Catholic pre-school and Kindergarten where they are looked after and loved by the nuns of Our Lady of Grace. A friend convinces me I should have the children baptised, and so they are received into the Catholic Church. Better late than never.
What follows are more years of nothingness: no religious education for my children, no church for me. Another marriage, again by a Justice of the Peace. All this time, although there is no evidence of this either in my life or in my actions, I feel the Presence with me constantly. Waiting. Giving me freedom of choice. Ever patient. 
By now I'm a registered nurse, working with the very sickest patients, the injured and the dying. In my work, I feel even more strongly this Presence, this odd and puzzling call to something, to someone. If I have any religious leanings, they are played out in my ministrations to patients. In my other life, the one in which I am not a nurse, I make one bad decision after another, seeking neither minister nor priest. It's the seventies: we all want what we want; we all want to be the center of the world, a world of our own making. 
Feminism explodes onto the scene. I attend writing workshops for women in which I learn that not only can I write, but I can write about anything! My body is my own! No one can tell me what to do! I am woman! Like so many women of this era, I think I can stand on my own, shouting my own name, doing my own thing. My second husband and I are divorced. 
My writing explodes onto the scene too and, prodded by some publishing success, I learn to write the confessional poem, never thinking about who that poem might injure, what might be revealed in writing that perhaps should be kept private. In quieter moments, I ask myself why, if I'm so open, so free, how come I don't feel at peace? And what about that unknown and undefined Presence, the something that is still with me but seems now farther away?
Continuing to work in nursing, now as a nurse practitioner, and still writing, not only about my life but also about my work, I meet a Jewish man, attend Temple with him, agree to convert to Judaism, a religion I find fascinating, in order to marry him. I study for a year with the Rabbi; I learn about the Hebrew Bible, although I don't read it; I go to the Mikvah, where I am immersed in water, washing off all traces of my quasi-Christian past. My husband and I are married in the Synagogue on a Friday night. At the moment the Rabbi places his hand on my head, pronouncing me a Jew, there is a huge crash of thunder and flashes of lightning that illuminate the room.
I'm not a good Jew. I don't light candles, I don't fast, and in Temple I don't feel the presence of God. Even if He is there, I don't acknowledge Him. When I have to go to the Emergency Room for an unexpected illness, I write "Protestant" on the line that says: religion? For years, I stop praying, because I believe that if I'm Jewish I don't have the right to say the Our Father. The mysterious Presence moves farther away, and without it, whatever it is, I'm bereft. I find my way to an Episcopal Church and to a female friend, a poet, who has become a priest. Sitting on her office sofa and crying, I ask her permission to say the Lord's Prayer. 
I confess to her that I don't feel Jewish, that I feel untethered and lost. I don't tell her, because I can't yet articulate this, that I also feel that much in my life is wrong. It looks pretty good on the outside. But on the inside, I feel called to something greater, something that I can't identify or define. And I don't know where to find it.
And so I live for many years, Jewish by conversion, Christian by birth, a nurse who finds religion in caring for patients, a woman who, at last, begins to pray again. Not the Hebrew prayers I learn in Temple but only the Our Father. I talk to God all the time. I ask Him, what do You want from me? I don't say anything to my husband who would be, I imagine, devastated by my confusion.
Enough for now. For another day, "Conversion: Take Two," when I stumble my way to the Catholic Church.[image: image19.jpg]EPHESIANS 5:11
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