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From Prude to Whore: Sister Marci

“Good morning, Father,” I said as I entered the small room.

“Sister,” the minister said as I took a seat.

“How can I help the Church today?” I asked.

“As you know...” He paused and cleared his throat. “We have had some problems, and our parishioners have been, how should I say, vacant as of late.”

I stayed quiet because I was aware of the local scandal involving the past minister and the other events in the area.

“There is a new youth group forming in our new neighborhood outreach program at the community center,” he said as he stared at me. “I would like it if you would help them.”

“Of course.” I bowed. “Anything for the Church.”

“That will be all, thank you,” he said as I stood up.

“Yes, Father.” I nodded as I left the room.

I walked the corridors of the church and out into the large garden out back.

Many of the other sisters bowed and smiled as I walked by. I was still getting used to all this as it was my third year out of the convent and my seventh year of giving my life to the church.

I sat in my tiny room and prayed that the all-mighty would give me the strength to help the church, which had become increasingly sparse regarding believers and churchgoers.

Crime, drugs, and prostitution had ravaged our part of the city.

I knew if I could get some of the local youth to turn from their violent and sadistic ways and follow Christ, they would find peace.

‘Father, help me,’ I finished my prayer.

I smiled, knowing and having faith that the all-mighty would give me the tools and the knowledge to help me in my new endeavor.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“This is Sister Marci; she will be helping in our prayer group that we will be holding daily at four in the afternoon,” the outreach leader said.

Many community leaders showed up. It was a vast undertaking as crime had jumped dramatically, and city officials wanted to reduce it quickly.

There were police shootings and riots almost weekly. The city was under attack, and it was time the church stepped in.

“So, if god loves us all,” one of the young men asked. “Why doesn’t he stop the shootings?”

“Yeah, my cousin Tyreek got shot last week,” another said. “He hadn’t done anything, they said it was a misunderstanding and the people he was with pulled the gun, and my cousin got hit in the cross fire. That’s bullshit!”

“Yes,” I stammered. “The Lord...”

“The lord doesn’t do jack!” another shouted. “All the pictures of Jesus and all the saints are white, just like the cops!”

“Yeah, that’s true!” another said.

“I am not staying here to be lied to.” One got up and left.

The others followed suit.

I shook my head. I didn’t even get to start.

“Don’t worry, Sister,” a tall, dark man said as he sat at one of the tables. “It’s hard to get started. Once they come around, it will get better.”

“I just want to help.” I said with concern. “They seem so angry!”

“It’s hard not to be angry,” he said.

“Marci,” I introduced myself.

“Your competition,” he responded. “I mean, Pastor Evans. I am at the gospel church. Not as big as your Catholic church, but our numbers are growing.”

“Yes,” I said, pushing down the feelings of anger and jealousy, something the church had taught me to do.

‘Feelings are the way to sin,’ I thought as I stared at him.

“You are good,” Evans said as he looked at me. “I saw the tiny bit of anger, but it went away. That’s good. If you can start there, they might just listen to you.”

He stood up and walked away.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~
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Maybe the Pastor was onto something. I was twenty when I turned my life around after a turbulent time. I had so much anger and rage inside me, and the church helped me. Maybe I should share my story instead of trying to push prayer and togetherness.

I sat in my room and wrote down parts of my story. I felt good about my next plan to get the youths to listen to me.

The more I wrote, the more assured I was that I would get their attention.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“No way any of this is true!” the group’s ring leader said. “Nuns aren’t allowed to fuck!”

“‘Have sex,’ or another word please,” I corrected as I saw that they were reading it.

I got to the community center early, typed it out, and printed multiple copies.

“Well, you aren’t, right?” one of the women asked. “Supposed to be only giving yourself to god and all that.”

“This was before my calling,” I told them.

“So, you had a boyfriend, and he cheated on you?” another woman asked.

“Typical!” the doubter said as he sat down. “Some guy hurts a woman, and she turns to god, or some other guy!”

“No,” I shook my head. “I didn’t turn to the savior because of my ex — keep reading.”

By the end of the day, they were eating out of my hand.

After I found my ex cheating on me, I turned to drugs, which led to other things, unmentionable things. I woke up one day in a city I had never been to, with people I didn’t know, but there was a church before me. That’s the day I knew where I was meant to be.

I answered some more questions, and instead of leaving way before my two hours were up, they stayed and talked. They talked about how easy it was to skip their college classes, join gangs, or buy drugs.

I didn’t push the Church teachings or quote Bible verses like how it was done to me. We just talked. I could see it in their eyes. They wanted to let out their thoughts.

*clap, clap, clap*

I heard the sound after they all went to the next course.

It was Pastor Evans. He was clapping behind me.

“The Church wouldn’t agree with what you did here,” Evans said.

“The Lord works in mysterious ways.” I straightened myself as I stood up.

“Talking about sex, drugs and hip-hop music?” Evans asked.

“It was supposed to be a private conversation,” I said as I approached him. “This is my time with them, and it is supposed to be private, or should I...?”

I started walking toward the community leaders.

“No,” Evans said, putting his hand up. “You are right, and I am wrong. I will not listen anymore.”

“Good!” I said as I pushed past him.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I slammed the door to my room, aggravated that the Pastor listened to my session with the young adults.

“What is wrong, Sister?” the Mother asked as she entered my room.

There were no locks on our doors.

“Mother.” I bowed. “I am so sorry for slamming the door.”

“It is okay, but what has troubled you?” she asked as she sat near me on the bed.

I closed my eyes and tried to push my feelings down.

“A Pastor...” I shook my head. “I know we shouldn’t let things bother us, and I try to listen to the teachings, but he is so...”

The mother held my hand. “Child, if you let him in here,” she said as she touched
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