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Turn of Faith

When | was a child, | knocked on doors as a Jehovah's Witness. It was later
that | crossed a very persanal threshold. By Joy Castro

dopred at birch in 1967 by a family of Jehovah's
Witnesses, I was asked from an early age o be-
have as much ke an adult as possible. Three
times a week in the Kingdom Hall in Miami, my
brother and [ swrove ro sit perfectly sull in our
chairs. Our mother carried 4 wooden spoon in her purse and
was quick to take vs outside for beatings if we fidgeted.

At 5, [ sat onstage in the Kingdom Hall in Surrey, England,
where my father’s job had taken us. Neevously pushing my
memotized Iines into the m'LL:m]J}'LDne, I faced my mother,
who was seated across from me, We were demonserating for
the congregation exactly how a Bible study with a “worldly™
person, or non-Witness, should go.

[ had played the householder before — the person who an-
swered the door, That was easy: you just asked questions thar
showed you didn't know the Truth. Portraying the Wicness
was harder: vou had 1o produce the right Seriprure ro answer
'.']ﬂ}r quﬂs[iﬂlﬂ 5 [l'l.l:' i'.lﬂ"l.'lSl.'hDIdl:r n.'l.i.g]'lt :le{.

But we had written our parts on index cards and rehearsed
repearcdly ar home. I was well dressed and shining clean. I said
my lines flawlessly and gave locks of concern at the nighe
times, Finally, the householder agreed with everything 1 had
saicl: her way of life was wicked, and the Bible clearly proved
that Jehovah's Witnesses were the only true Christians who
would be saved ar Armageddon. Her look was grareful. Then
she smiled, becoming my mother again, Everyone clapped, and
she glowed with pride. At last I could go our in service.

From the age of 5 until [ was 14, T knocked on the doors of
strangers each week with memorized lines that urged them 1o
repent. 1 didn't play with worldly children. 1 didn't have birth-
day parties or Christmas mornings. What [ did was pray alot. 1
knew the books of the Bible in order, by heart, and could vecite
various verses. My loneliness was nourished by rich, beauriful
fannasies of ecernal life in a paradise of peace, justice, racial har-
mony and environmental purity, a recompense for the rigor
and social isolation of our lives,

This bliss wasa't a future we had to work for. Witnesses
wouldn't vore, didn't involve themselves in worldly marrers,
weren't activists, Jehovah would do it all for us, destroying ev-
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ervone who wasn't 2 Witness and restoring the earth o harmo-
oy All we had 1o dowas obey and wait.

Shorly after cur return to the States, my father was distel-
lowshipped for being an unrepentant smoker — smoking vio-
lited God's temple, the body, much like fornication and
drunkenness. Three years later, my parents’ marriage dis-
solved, My mother's second husband had served ac Bethel, the
Watchtower's headquarters in Brooklyn. Our doctrines, based
on Paul's letters in the New Testament, gave him complere
control as the new head of the househald; my mother's role
was to submic, My stepfather happened to be the kind of per-
son who ook advantage of this authority, physically abusing
us and forcing us to shun our father complerely.

Afeer twa years, Lran away to live with my facher. My broth-
er joined me a tumulisows six months lacer. We continued 1o
attend the Kingdom Hall and preach door to door; the Wit-
nesses had been our only community. Leaving was a gradual
process that ook months of questioning, T respected all faichs
deeply, bue at 15 T decided that I could ne longer be part of 2
religion that condoned incquality,

After she finally divorced my stepfather, my mother moved
own of state and married another Witness, Our occasional cor-
respondence skates over the surface of cur strained détente. [
feel for her strugeles. A smart, capable woman, she subjugated
her will and judgement, as the Witnesses teach, w0 her hus-
bands'. If she damaged my brother and me or failed ro proreee
us, she did so out of fear and belief. She wanted ro save us from
certain desrruction ar Armagedden, from a corruprt and dirty
waorld, She wanced nothing less for us than paradise.

I love my mother, but [also love my “worldly” life, the mulu-
tude of ideas [ was once forbidden to entertain, the rich fend-
ships and the jovous love of my family. By choosing to live in the
world she seorned — 1o teach in a college, to spare the rod en-
tirely, 1o believe in the goodness of all kinds of people — T have,
in her eves, merned my back not only on Jehovah bur also on her.

It's seeange when Jehovah's Witnesses come to my doar now,
I know discussion is futile; they have a carefully planmed re-
sponse for any ebjection. Finally, T say, “I'm an apostace,” and
their eyves widen at the word: someone who has willbully rejecred
Jehovah, far worse than a worldly person, who is simply igno-
rant of the Truth. A threat to the faith of others, an apostare
deserves 1o be shunned, as we were forced 1o shun our disfel-
lowshipped father. The Witnesses back away from my door. m
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