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Series 3A (Part 1) A New god

A New god

I remember a time when I was staying in the small, face-brick house in Pretoria. A memory marked in my mind of a significant change in my life. It was evening, and time for bed. I had already completed the ritual of having my bath, eating my supper, and brushing my teeth.

The house, though modest, felt like a sanctuary. Its brick walls held the warmth of the day, releasing it slowly as the night deepened. The soft glow of a bedside lamp cast gentle shadows on the walls, creating a cocoon of comfort and security.

Outside, the cicadas sang their nocturnal symphony, a soothing soundtrack to my thoughts. I gazed at the ceiling, tracing the patterns of light and shadow, feeling a sense of calm wash over me. This house, this evening, this moment – they were all part of a turning point, a chapter in my life that I would look back on with a mixture of nostalgia and gratitude.

The simple routines of the evening, the quietude of the house, and the embrace of the familiar surroundings all contributed to a profound sense of peace. It was in this small, brick house in Pretoria that I realized the beauty of change and the comfort of home.

Theresa: Thank you, Jesus— (Kneeling beside my single bed with hands touching each other neatly in a gesture to pray)

Mom: (Gently resting her hand on Theresa's shoulder) No, sweetheart, from now on, you pray to Jehovah, not Jesus.

Theresa: (Confused) Why, Mom? I've always prayed to Jesus.

Mom: I know, dear. But our faith and understanding have grown. Jehovah is God's name, and we should address our prayers to Him directly.

Theresa: (Hesitant) Will He still hear me?

Mom: (Smiling) Of course, Theresa. Jehovah always listens to the prayers of His children. You'll see, it will feel just as right, if not more.

Theresa: (Nodding slowly) Okay, Mom. I'll try.

Mom: That's my girl. Now, let's pray together.

Theresa: (Taking a deep breath) Thank you, Jehovah, for everything you have done for us...

Mom: (Whispering) Beautiful, Theresa. Keep going.

As my mother gently corrected my prayer, I felt a deep sense of loss wash over me. My heart ached with sadness because I loved Jesus. I had already developed a profound attachment and bond with Him in my heart, and the thought of letting go felt like losing a dear friend. Jesus had always been my comfort and guide, the name I called upon in times of need and gratitude. Now, I was being asked to leave behind the familiarity and warmth of Jesus for Jehovah, an unfamiliar and distant figure to me. The uncertainty and unfamiliarity of Jehovah made me anxious. I couldn't help but feel a pang of resistance and sorrow, as though I were being asked to abandon something precious and irreplaceable.

My mother waited patiently, her hand still resting on my shoulder, a silent but firm presence. I could see in her eyes and feel in her touch that she was resolute; she wasn't going to change her mind about this. Reluctantly, I did as I was told, driven by obedience to her. She was my mother, and when she told me to do something, I was supposed to do it.

As I began to pray to Jehovah, my thoughts wandered. I couldn't recall ever going to church with my mother, nor did I think we belonged to any church. Our home had always been our sanctuary, our place of worship. My connection to Jesus had formed through quiet, personal moments, not through a congregation or formal teachings. Now, in the stillness of my room, with only the dim light from the passage seeping in, I felt a confusing mix of duty and loss, the weight of my mother's expectations mingling with my longing for the familiar comfort of Jesus.

My stepdad had no interest in church—he never has, even to this day, he does not go. But I do remember going to the Jehovah’s Witness congregation with my mother. I recall sitting in the Kingdom Hall; it was evening time, and the building was long and rectangular. Rows and rows of fold-up chairs filled the carpeted space. There was no cross, only a simple stage for the speakers.

Different elders would deliver messages; we never heard from just one main man. There was no title of Pastor; the only title used was elder. On this particular night, it was communion. Everyone was seated as a silver tray with communion glasses of wine was being passed around. Another silver tray, spread with salty crackers, was also being passed. The ritual felt both strange and sacred, the quiet reverence of the room.

Theresa: (Whispering to herself) Why isn't anyone drinking from the glasses or eating the crackers?

As I observed the congregation, I noticed everyone passing the pretty silver trays around without touching the contents. Then, my attention was drawn to a family: a woman with two daughters. They each took a glass of wine and drank.

Suddenly, a wave of murmurs and exclamations rippled through the room.

Congregant 1: No! Don’t drink it!

Congregant 2: You’re not supposed to drink it!

The family looked startled, quickly putting their glasses back down on the tray. The daughters' faces were flustered, clearly taken aback by the sudden attention. The older daughter’s expression was one of shock and confusion, but the mother’s face was different. She did not look confused; she looked unimpressed.

Whispers filled the air as the crowd around them tried to process what had just happened. I could hear fragments of conversation, a mixture of concern and disapproval. The unsettling emotions of the moment lingered, creating a palpable tension in the room.

It felt like attending a dinner party where a delicious plate of food was specially prepared by the chef and placed before you. Just as you reached out to taste the meal, the waiter picked it up again, taking it away along with your untouched drink. The anticipation of savouring the flavours vanished in an instant, leaving you with an empty place setting and an unfulfilled longing. The party ended abruptly, and you had to leave, still hungry and disappointed, the promise of a delightful experience slipping through your fingers before it ever truly began.  What is actually the point of that?’ Why have communion but you don’t partake in it at all?

As we were leaving and I got into the car, the woman driving pointed at the moon. I looked up and was struck by its size—it looked massive. It was a full moon, glowing with an extraordinary orange hue. The sight was both majestic and awe-inspiring. It felt like the moon had reached down and tugged at my heartstrings, filling my soul with joy and excitement. The beauty of that moment was a balm, lifting my spirits and making me forget the confusion and tension of the evening.
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for this is My blood of the covenant,

which is poured out for many for forgiveness of sins.
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