The Great Mother and Me: Happy Mother’s Day!! Today, | celebrate the life-giving nature of
allwomen, inclusive. If you understand yourself as such, | welcome you under that wide
and inclusive proclamation. Thank you for bringing life into the world!

January 1, 2026 - the spiritual event that began my year. AD LIB - MORE DESCRIPTIVE

We were in my partner’s house at the time in the morning and we heard a great cacophony
outside approaching and getting louder.

We went outside and looked up. Hundreds of crows were circling above making all the
noise they knew how to make! It was somewhat spellbinding.

After a minute, | looked around and saw the reason for their noisy protest. One of them, a
friend, a member of the group, lay dead in the neighbor’s driveway. | do not know how she
perished, but they were up there doing all they could to call out the seeming injustice of this
untimely death.

I knew it was important at the time. They dissipated after a little while, and | carried the
dead body of their fallen companion out to the mesa. It seemed more natural, and | wanted
to spare the neighbors the sight when they returned home.

| carried their loud protest in my mind and heart, and it wasn’t even a week later that Renee
Good was murdered by an ICE officer. And then Alex Pretti. These are the names that make
the news and, sadly, even though | know better they are the only names | can recall right
now. The people whose skin color is closer to the fallen crow remain mostly nameless.

It became a lesson for me. | make noise. Whatever noise | can. CAW! CAW! CAW! Injustice!
Wickedness! Racism! Xenophobia! | post too much on Facebook, but sometimes it feels
like the only noise | know how to make.

| have ravens out in the mountains where | live. They tend to hang out in little groups of two
or three, instead of hundreds. | have read that they have facial recognition abilities
comparable to ours. And that they can hold grudges, distinguishing between ‘fair and
unfair’ people according to studies!

As | walked my meditation walk one morning, processing the death of my mother, which
had taken 18 months after the return of her cancer, as well as the ongoing slow end of my
romantic partnership, one left her perfect feather on the trail for me. She satin the tree
above me and watched as | walked beneath her and picked it up, thanking her for it. She did
not fly away even as | passed just beneath her. I like to think that she knows my face and
has decided that | am a fair person. It still sits on my dresser with a couple of other feathers
gifted to me by the birds.



The Divine Feminine

These are two stories about how | am seeking to know the Divine Feminine.

First off, | am a beginner. | think | always hope to be a beginner, although | have spent my
career giving spiritual direction.

I was raised in the Evangelical movement and spent many years as a leader in that
tradition. Youth Pastor. Worship leader with a guitar and a band. Senior Pastor. As you may
well know that movement began to be hijacked by conservative politics somewhere in the
70’s. You may or may not know that this was a strategic plan from the start, centering on
abortion and sexual orientation. The Evangelical Christian church was hoodwinked.

My disillusion and deconstruction began many years ago as this happened.

Here | am today, watching for synchronicities — in what | have discovered is a very pagan
sense of the word...

In Pagan and witchcraft traditions, synchronicities are generally defined as
“meaningful coincidences” - seemingly unrelated events that connect in a way that
feels intentional, symbolic, and guided by a higher power, spirits, or the universe
rather than by mere chance.

In recognition of my humanist and atheist friends in the room, | just want to say thatl am
intelligent enough to wrestle with the idea that perhaps | am just romanticizing experiences
and calling that spirituality! We seem to be evolutionarily programmed to crave meaning
and purpose.

IMAGE: Heretic

| have my Christopher Hitchens days, believe me. Days in which he makes the
most sense. In fact, the woman from whom | have learned the most about the

divine feminine because she has been closer to me than anyone in this life is a
convinced atheist. A profound critical thinker.

Yet | continue to be a theist myself. An agnostitheist perhaps?

| believe there is something. Every time | have thought | knew what it was, that image has
had to come down, sometimes with great pain.

SO, several years ago | began directing my prayers to The Great Mother. One thing |
resist doing is defining her.

She who gives life to all things, holds all things, even as they go through the very natural
process of dying.



Oddly enough, my venture into this search for the divine feminine began with Mother Mary.
My parents had rejected the Catholicism of their youth in the Jesus movement of the 70’s.

I was in Pinetop, Arizona in some of the darkest days of my life a decade ago. | had betrayed
my wife and kids, and my church. | was staying in a little cabin all by myself and spent the
days wandering in a hopeless and aimless haze of failure and guilt.

I stumbled into the courtyard of a Catholic church, and there she was, larger than life-size. |
remember she had her foot on the serpent — very meaningful Christian symbolism.

I cried my eyes out and told her how miserably | had failed.

At least part of the divine feminine was retained, although | do not give the Catholic church
a pass on their treatment of women!

Later on, | had remarkably been asked to stay at my church, and the people who remained
watched me struggle through deconstruction from my Christian faith.

I had, in the meantime, gone back to school with the CPA exam in sight, and finished that in
record time, thinking | had better find another way to make a living!

After two years in the CPA world, | hit a wall of empty meaninglessness.

And after working since | was 14 years old, | took six months off. | just walked. At first, |
could only walk a mile, and that was all | could do for the whole day. Not physically, but
mentally. But | started to listen to the trees.

For six months | did this. It only took a couple of weeks for my walk to expand to what is now
a six-mile loop that | still do regularly. | would walk and meditate and listen to the trees. It
was then that | began to direct my prayers to the Great Mother. Certain trees would become
sacred, at least for a time.

I would get back home and sit and listen to the Tao Te Ching on YouTube. | liked the Wayne
Dyer version. It only takes a little more than an hour to listen to the entire thing.

| especially paid attention to this verse
In the opening and shutting of heaven’s gate, can you play the feminine part?

| could say a lot about this time in my life, but the important thing is it led me here. Literally
to this job.

A guiding hand. The same guiding hand and presence | have felt since | walked that very
same mountain in my very young years.

Those are some of my stories as a beginner yearning to know the Divine Feminine.



These are some of the lessons | am learning or trying to learn

Lessons from strong women, especially women of color.
| find myself often surrounded by women.
Staff lunches — expected. Hot tubs at the gym — not so expected.

Several times this year | have been sitting in the hot tub at Del Norte
Sports and wellness, and within half an hour there are more than half
a dozen wise women in there too. Lesbian couples in particular.

I hope it means they feel safe like the Raven did.

The alternative has been men who want to preach the gospel to me.
This has happened no less than four times this year. | prefer the former

And the People of Color Group

The night | hosted the POC Zoom meeting, it just happened to be allwomen
of color, and Rev. Stacey. And myself.

These are strong women. Without violating the confidentiality covenant of
the group, | was told “You have more power than anyone in this zoom meeting
(including Rev. Stacey)! What are you going to do with it?!”

And here | stand in this room. What am | going to do with it?

| cannot walk off this platform without saying to the white folks in the room that you
all have more work to do on antiracism. You need to learn about things like white
fragility (there is a book) and microaggressions! And you need to learn for yourself
rather than expecting people of color to educate you!

The divine feminine lessons are difficult.

Lessons from Feminine Rage

I have been trying to say to some of my friends that they should not just listen to the
feminine voices they approve of, but to the angry voices.

It hasn’t gone over that well.

But | have been listening.

| have been listening to Terese Lee, who did a course called “Witches, Whores, and
Rebels”



She knows her stuff (a law degree), and she is authoritative and forceful.

Men generally like to tone police feminine rage. Discard the argument because of
the tone. Many of the women | know are at the point of just not caring anymore.

“We will do the revolution with or without you”.

A dear friend said to me one time recently that the Matriarchy will not be a mirror of
the patriarchy, but a circle with the children in the middle.

| want that. And feminine rage is essential to getting there.
Lessons about Jesus

| like to think that the Divine Feminine is teaching me about vulnerability as well
as rage — in a feminine sense. Rage as that channeled power that does not
automatically turn to violence, but to active change and transformation of society.

In the book The Great Cosmic Mother, Monica Sjoo and Barbara Mor explore the Paleolithic

paintings of animal wounds as the “magic vulva of the Goddess”. They go on to say that...

“These Paleolithing paintings of vulvas as “magic wounds that heal themselves, or
give birth to new life” continue, as symbolic images, through Western religious
history. Medieval paintings show Christ exposing his wound, from which blood and
water flowed during the Crucifixion, as from a uterus in childbirth.

“The labial wound in the side of Christ is an expression that the male shaman, to
have magical power, must take on the power of woman . . . the magical labial wound
is the seal of the resurrection and an expression of the myth of eternal recurrence.
From Christ to the Fisher King of the Grail Legends, the man suffering from a magical
wound is no ordinary man; he is the man who has transcended the duality of
sexuality, the man with a vulva, the shamanistic androgyne.”

This implies “the necessity of the male to experience his female wound”

| want that. | make no claim to being anything close to a Shaman. | said at the beginning
that | am a beginner.

| also don’t want to make the mistake of assigning life-giving force to a male figure, a
mistake Christianity makes from the beginning of Genesis. HER blood is always what has
given life to the world, and we celebrate that this Mother’s Day!

| want to thank you for having me here. | am grateful to this church and the entire
congregation.



