Women's Sunday 2010 we decided to focus on the Feminine
aspect of God and the need For balance with Feminine and
masculine energy. You will see in our service there are men
and women participafing in the service.

In this meditation there are /4 ma(lings for you fo
conrcmp|ar&
The First is Women's Wisdom

From Grandmothers Counsel the World,
The second is the scripture of Proverbs and Jdohn blended

rugcrhcn

The third is From God is a Woman and She is (irowing Older
by Marqaret Moers Wenig;

The Fourth is a rcading |)q Kathleen Norris From her book

ﬂmaling (Grace.

“Tmlaq's Civilization has been cut loose from the essential
roots that formed humanirq," sdys Grandmother Bernaderre.
Those rools, the Grandmothers sdy, reach dccp into the
Sacred Universe, the domain of the Spirir where feminine
and masculine energies are in perfect balance and harmony,
where the unily and connectedness inherent in all sentient
bcings is revealed. However, in r()(laq's world the power of
the feminine — the most polent, |ouing, and creative of
forces on earth — is scucrdq supprcsscd, and il not aqain
honored the imbalance of male and female energies could
cause the destruction of humanirq, il not the Earth Hersell.
This Female power that sustains the Earth and all Her
inhal)iranrs, and that is so essential for the survival of the
p|an('.r, resides within each one of us, man and woman

alike.

(Liz — red)
Depending on our spiritual or religious devotion
or our culture, the Divine Feminine may come o us
as Shakri, with the electrifying vitaliry that ignites the
Hame of life.

(lacque — blue)

She may come lo us as the Virgin of Guadalupe
or the Blessed Mother Marg, whose gcnﬂc hearts
have an infinite capaciky for ('.n(luring gricf and sorrow, as
She comforts the most |\um|)|('., mml('.sr, and ufr('.n-rurgurrcn
of our brothers and sisters.

She may manifest as the radiant |ig|\r bcing, Tara,
Mother of the Victorious Ones whose infinite
wisdom Fills an infinite sphcrm

Or Quan Yin, the bodhisattva of inkinite
compassion.

She may spual( to us as the Black Mmlonna, the
embodiment of all thar is sacred on this Earth.

She may come fo us ax White BuFfalo Calf
W()man, who brouglﬂ to the Lakota puop'u their
sacred pipe, with which rhcq walk like a |iuing prayer, a
|)ri(|g('. berween the sacred beneath and the sacred above.

She may enler our bodies rhrough communion with Her
p|ants as She heals, nourishes, and transforms us.

Her manifestations are not confined by any
specific people, place, belief, or rime.

We meer Her in meditation, prayer and visions, in the person
sifting next fo us, in our mothers and Farhcrs, in the children
we |mu'., and within ourselves.

And others meer Her rhrough us.

Kathleen Norris writes in Amazing Grace

| found this excerpt from Kathleen Norris to
ring true to experience. How many of us have
wondered, “Can | be a feminist and a
Christian?”, after learning about all the
misogynist practices inherent in our Judeo-
Christian heritage. It is important to



interpret not only our scripture with
suspicion but also easy feminist assumptions.
And in the suspicion of interpretation there
needs to be a healthy dose of trust and belief
enough to nourish a developing faith. Can we
learn to trust our own experience and our
own true voice?

This is the Iu'.q in a rc|igion based on a human incarnation
of the divine, when i(|(m|()gg| bartles experience,

it is Fallible m(linarq experience thar must win. It was the
False purily of i(|(m|()gg| | had 1o rejeck, in order fo move
toward the realistic giuc-an(l-ralw. of communiky.

I could still ('.mp|oq hcauq-durq r|um|ogq as a useful gui(l('.

fo navigaling Christian seas.

But | could also learn to look to the sfronqg women of the
congreqalion,
But | could also learn to look to the sfrong women
of the congreqafion,
But | could also learn to look to the strong
women of the congreqafion,

who often seemed to incarnate a central paradm( of the
Christian Fairh:
that while the rc|igion has often been used as an aqent of

women's oppression,

Proverbs 8:22-31
The Lord created me at the bcginning ol his work,
In the bcginning was the Word,

it also has had a remarkable a|)i|irq fo set women lree.
The queskions that had srqmicd many for so |ong — iy

Jesus a male savior?

I so, can a male savior be of use to women?

Or could we hear Jesus” words addressed to us, pcrsona"q
thar we mighr use them for our own gm)d, and the goml of
others?

Ir suddcn|q seemed possi|)|('., thar within this rc|igion is a
range of female srrcngrh,
and a Feminism we can live with.

Ina rc|igion centered on what is in Christian convention
termed a “living Word,”

even our ri(licu|ous|q Fallible |anguagc

becomes a lesson in how

God's grace works

dcspirc and even rhrough our human |:rai|rg|A

AMEN

the First of his acrs |ong aqo. Nqes aqo | was sel up, ar the First, before the bcginning of the earth.



and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. He was in the bcginning with God

When there were no dcprhs | was |)mug|\r Furrh,

when there were no springs al)ounding with water.

Before the mountains had been shaped,

before the |\i||s, | was |)mug|\r Forth—

When he had not yer made earth and lields, or the world's First bits of soil.

When he established the hcaucns, | wax rhcre,

when he drew a circle on the Face of the dcep,

when he made Firm the skies al)mu'.,

when he established the fountains of the dcep,

when he assigncd to the sea its limit. So that the waters mighr nof fransqresx his command,
when he marked out the foundations of the carrh, then | was beside |\im, like a master wurlu'.r;
Al rhings came inko |)('.ing rhrough him, and without him nor one rhing came info |)('.ingA
Whar has come into |)('.ing in him was life,

and the life was the light of all people. (all)

and | (wisdom) was (|ai|q his (|('.|ig|\r, rejoicing before him a|waqs, rejoicing in his inhabited world and (|c|ig|\ring in the human

rdace.

(stagqered)
The |ig|\r shines in the darkness, and the darkness did nor overcome it.
The |ig|\r shines in the darkness and the darkness did not overcome ir.
The |ig|\r shines in the darkness and the darkness did not overcome ir.

(blended)

But to all who received him, who believed in his name, he gave power to become children of God.

God is a Woman and She is Growing Older |)g Ds the commander of a host of angels
Margarer Moers Wenig Ds a shepherd

God as Father
Our |irurgq shows us God as an immovable rock And God as King

Ds a shield



Al of these images are mcraphors or a"usiuns, never meank
to be taken |ircra||q

Merc|q meant fo poink us toward sumcrhing we can
imagine but never really see.

Tmlaq, | inuite you to imagine God as a woman
N woman who is qrowing older.

God is a woman, and she is qrowing older.
She moves more slowly now

She cannot stand erect

Her hair is rhinning

Her Face is lined

Her smile no |ungcr innocent

Her woice is scrarchq

Her eyes tire

Sometimes she has to strain to hear.

God is a woman and she is growing older.
Bur she remembers eucrqrhingA

God sits down in her kirchen
()p('.ns the Book of Memories on her rable

And bcgins furning the pages
And God remembers.

There , there is the world when it was new

And humanirq when it was young...

s she rurns each page of the book she smiles as she sees
before her like so many dolls in a dcparrmcnr store window,
Al the beautiful colors of our skin and all the varied shapcs
and sizes of the gar(lcns we have p|anrc(|,

The sl«qscrapcrs we have |)ui|r, the stories we have r()|(|, and
the ideas we have spun.

“They now can Hy Faster than the winds | send,” She says to
hersell,

“and rhcq sail across the waters that | garhcrcd into sea.
Thcq even visil the moon that | set in the slql‘ Bur rhcq
rarc|q visit me, she thinks.

Then there are the pages she would rather sl(ip,

The rhings she wishes she could Furgch

Her children spui|ing the home she created for us, brothers
|(i||ing each other or pulting each other in chains. . .she
remembers seeing us racing down dangerous roads and
|)('.ing unable ro stop us. She remembers the dreams she had
for us

Dreams we never hulkilled

And she remembers the names

So many names, inscribed in the |)(m|(,

Names of all the children she has lost rhrough war and

Famine

Earrhqualw. and accident

Disease and suicide. ..

And God remembers the many fimex she sar |)q a bedside
weeping that she could not halr the process she hersell ser
info mofion.

God is home alone runighr

Turning the pages of her book.

“Come home,” she wants to say to us, “come home.”

Even if we don't realize it, God knows that our busqncss ix
jusk an excuse.

She knows thar we avoid refurning o her because we don't
want to look

Into her age-worn Face.

She understands that it is hard for us to Face a God who no
longer looks the way she looked to us when we were
children.

She understands that it is hard for us to Face a God who
disappuinred our childhood expectafions.

She did nor qive ux cucrqrhing we wanted;

We avoid qoing home ro profeck ourselves from our
disappuinrmcnr and to profect her.

We don’t want her 1o see the disappuinrmcnr in our eyes.
Bur God knows it is there

What if we did?

| imagine that God would usher us into her kitchen sear us
at the ra|)|('., pour fwo cups of rea.

So we Fill up an hour with our chatrer

Words, words, so many words,

Unril Fina"q, she touches her Fingcr to her |ips and sayy,
Shh. Be srill. Shhh.

Then she pushes back her chair and says,

Let me have a g(md look ar you

And she looks.

And in a single glance, God sees us both newly born and as
dqing;

Cuughing and crying.

She sees us as we were when we were young,

when we rhuughr there was nurhing we could not do.
She sees us in our middle years

When our enerqy was unlimited

When everyone needed us and we had not time for sleep.
God sees us in our later years;

When we no longer felt so needed

She sees us s|ecping alone in a room that once s|cpr fwo.

God sees rhings abour us we have Forgurrcn
And Illings we do not yek know



Dlter many hours ar sifting and drinl(ing fea

We are rranspurrc(l back ro a rime belore memory
when Qur Fever wouldn't break

And we couldn’t sleep

Exhausted From crying but unable ro stop.

She piclu'.d us up and held us aqainsk her bosom
And walked with us.

Ah yex, that's where we learned ro wipe the rears.
It was From her we learned how to comlort a crying child.
How to hold and sing to someone in pain.

Then God reaches out and rouches our arm.
You will a|waqs be my child. She sdys
Bur you are |ongar a child

Grow old a|ong with me

The best is yel fo be

The last of lite

For which the First was made.

We are growing older, as God is qrowing older.
How much like her we have become.

For us, growing older means Facing death.

God holds our Face in her two hands and whispcrs

Do not be akraid.

I will be Faithtul to the promise | made lo you when your
were young.

I will be with you

Even ro your old age | will be with you

Grow old along with me...

The Face that time has marked no |ungcr looks un|q Frail ro
us now

Bur wise as well

For we understand that God knows those rhings un|q the
passaqe of time can teach.

That one can survive the loss of a love

That one can leel secure even in the midst of an ever
changing world

That there can be dignirq in |)('.ing alive even when every
bone aches.

God's movements no |ungcr seem slow to us now bur stronq
and intent

She sees cucrqrhing there is to see

Understands cucrqrhing she hears and touches all thar lives
Now we understand whq we were created o qrow older.
Each added daq of life

Each new year

Makes us more like God

Who is ever growing older.



