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In Marg’s Womb

ANDREA BOLSTER

Let t be to me according to your word. ~ Luke 1:58

I felt like a kid, dragging my

heels, as my heart was be-

ing tugged onward by God’s

hand. 1didn’t want to go, and
it hurt. I had already learned the
importance of obedience. Just as
Jesus “learned obedience through what
be suffered” (Heb 5:8), T had learned
that, even though God’s ways were
not always my ways, his ways are
always best. But as I sought God
daily through prayer and Scripture
reading, I found myselfless and less
able to pray. I was holding back,
even though God was calling me to
go to RCIA.

At the time, my husband was a
graduate student studying theol-
ogy at the Franciscan University
in Steubenville, Ohio. I had been
exposed to enough of what he was
learning to know that this would be
a place where my questions about
Catholicism would be answered.
But I wasn't sure that I even want-
ed them answered. What if I found
them to be true? Then what?

I knew my resistance was dis-
tancing me from God. I told myself,
and everyone else, that I was going
to RCIA in order to learn, not neces-
sarily to become Catholic. Proverbs
3:5-6 tells us to: “Trust in the Lord with
all your heart, and do not re/y on your
own tnotght. In all your ways acknowl-
edge him, and he will make straight your
paths.” 1 knew that God was capa-
ble of leading me places that I would
have never dreamed of myself.

My RCIA experience turned out to
be a wonderful one. I was surprised
to find out how the teachings based

on Tradition were rooted in Scripture. It was also a relief to

find out that many of my fears about the Catholic Church

were based on misunderstandings or misconceptions.
When I married a Catholic I knew that I could never

“One day while I was praying

in the chapel, I felt the presence
of Jesws with me as I brought

to him my concerns and

desired for my unborn child.”

become a Catholic simply for his
sake. Nor did he want me to do
so for any other reason than a de-
sire to do God’s will. T knew that,
in order for me to become Catho-
lic, God would have to make his
will very clear to me and that I
would have to be able to explain
it and fully believe it in order to
embrace it. As I began to learn
more about the Catholic faith, I
found myself explaining and de-
fending it to my friends and fam-
ily. This I never dreamed would
happen.

My marriage was also richly
blessed as a result of my open-
ness to learn about the Catholic
faith. What had once led to pain
and defensiveness on both sides
could now be discussed in a more
reasonable manner. My husband
attended RCIA with me. He nev-
er once told me of his desire for
me to become Catholic, although
I sensed an increase in his prayer
life. He gave me all the space I
needed to explore, question, and
doubt. Consequently, I found it
easier to approach him with my
thoughts. This often led to long
hours of discussion.

During the RCIA process I
found out that I was pregnant.
My husband and I were thrilled
with the news. I remembered re-
flecting upon my sister-in-law’s
pregnancy, six years earlier, and
recalled the insights I had re-
ceived about Heaven at that time.
My family had gathered to cele-

brate Christmas and my younger

sister played carols on her flute. My brother commented
that the baby, still in his mother’s womb, could probably
hear the music. Ithought at the time that, just as the baby
could hear music from our world while still in the womb,
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in a spiritual sense we can glimpse the worship of God in
Heaven while yet in this world.

At about this time, one of the RCIA sessions closed, as it
normally did, with a popular song of praise. Later that eve-
ning, while I was reading the Bible, I recognized that the
words of the song that we had sung were taken directl_y out
of Scripture. I was familiar with the
songs and Psalms that we regularly
sang or chanted, but the words of
this particular song came from the
book of Revelation: “Blessing and
glory and wisdom and thanksgiving and
honor and power and might be to our God
forever and ever! Amen” (Rv 7:12). 1
kept reading and found the passage
where the saints in Heaven sang,
“Holy, holy, holy” (Rv 4:8) and real-
ized that when Catholics sang these
praises at Mass they were imitating
the vision of Heaven that St. John
described in the book of Revelation.
“This is what we will be doing in
Heaven,” I realized. 1 brought my
discovery to my husband’s atten-
tion and he explained that Catholic
worship is more than just an imita-
tion, but an actual participation in
the Heavenly worship of God. Just
as my unborn baby hears the sound
from a world that he has never expe-
rienced, God invites me, through the
Mass, to glimpse a world that T have
not yet experienced.

As my pregnancy continued, I
began reading a book that a friend
had given me describing the devel-
opment of a child within the womb.
I began to pray specifically for each
member of my baby’s tiny body as
God shaped him inside of me. As
this miracle took place within me,
sometimes I felt like a mere spectator, but I also sensed that
God had invited me to participate in this miracle in a spe-
cial way. It seemed that God was doing all the work, car-
ing for this child that I had never even seen. I continued
to pray and wondered sometimes if my baby did not per-
haps know his Creator more intimately than he knew me.
It seemed that this could be the case and, though I longed to
hold my child, I found myself praying with deep desire that
the intimate relationship that they now shared would con-
tinue throughout his life.

Our RCIA director had scheduled an extra weekend ses-
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while still in the womb,
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can glimpoe the worship
of God in Heaven
while yet in this world.”

——a e e —=

sion, as she often did when she wanted to give us more time
to discuss important topics. Though I was coming to enjoy
the sessions more and more, I found myself uncomfortable
as the “Mary” weekend approached. Though I certainly
had nothing against Mary, I felt that too many Catholics
went overboard in their devotion to her. I felt that the love
Catholics have for Mary should be
reserved for God alone. I didn’t un-
derstand what role Mary had in my
life, since Jesus alone had died for
my sins. However, during our dis-
cussions about Mary in RCIA, we
learned that true devotion to Mary
should always lead us closer to her
Son, Jesus. This gave me a sense
of peace about the Catholic Church,
but I had known Jesus for many
years and did not understand how
Mary could help me know him bet-
ter.

My sponsor suggested that I try
spending some of my prayer time in
the presence of the Blessed Sacra-
ment, and though I did not really
understand how that could make a
difference, I figured that it couldn’t
hurt. One day while I was praying
in the chapel, I felt the presence of
Jesus with me as I brought to him
my concerns and desires for my un-
born child. As I prayed that my child
would know him as I did, he made it
clear to me that his mother had been
praying the same for me all along,
with that same sense of longing that
I experienced for my own child. All
of a sudden I understood that Mary
loved me with the same motherly
love that I as a mother was giving to
my child. It was as if | had been in
her womb all my life, being formed
by her Heavenly Father, but had never recognized the spe-
cial role she was playing in my spiritual development.

Through these revelations, and many others, I felt that
God was leading me to join the Catholic Church. Though
most of the intellectual difficulties were overcome, the emo-
tional struggle I experienced caused me to hesitate. My fam-
ily had been very supportive, but my greatest difficulty was
the separation I felt when I contemplated becoming a Catho-
lic. However, I knew that I had to be obedient to God'’s call,
and respond as my newfound spiritual mother had done when

she had said, “/L/et it be to me according to your word” Lk 1:38.
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