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			To our Mother God

			in all Her names
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			Author’s Note

			Call Her Goddess—call her Heavenly Mother—call her the Feminine
				Principle—we need Her. Our world suffers the pain of Her absence. This book of poems
				is more than poetry. It is an urgent invitation for all—women and men, people of all
				religions and of no religion—to welcome our Mother God back into the family, to set
				a place for Her at the table.

			One need not be a believer to understand how our ideas of the gender
				of God impact the status of women. Even an atheist calls God “Him.” As Catholic
				theologian Mary Daly famously said, “If God is male, the male is god.” 

			Bringing back our Mother is not just cosmetic—it is cosmic. With the
				full participation and full honoring of the female—on earth and in heaven—we have a
				stronger opportunity to create justice and peace, bringing the human family closer
				and closer to the promised land of Partnership.  

			“The more than usually miserable state of the world 
demands that
				the supreme Godhead be redefined, that the 
repressed desire of the Western races for
				some practical form 
of goddess worship be satisfied.”

			—Robert Graves, mythologist

			My Words

			These are only poems, you know.

			They have no authority.

			Except for me.

			I am bound by their authority

			because I authored them.

			Rather like God authored me.

			God signed, sealed and delivered me

			to this world of thought

			this world of paper and pen

			and sentenced me to observe.

			As God’s signature is upon me

			so is mine upon my words.

			As God’s light flows to me

			and through me

			so does mine through my words

			and words are windows

			and the view is stunning

			and the view is

			without end.

			To Our Mother

			Remembering that Jesus named his Father

			from the cross and said:

			“Abba, Abba, why hast thou forsaken me?” 

			and remembering too that on the kibbutz I learned 

			that even today children speaking Hebrew 

			call their father “Abba”

			and their mother “Ema” 

			I am amazed to find in my balancing hands

			two balancing words

			and the first speaking of the new word is this:

			“Ema, Ema, why have we forsaken thee?”

			A
				Motherless House

			(written decades ago)

			I live in a Motherless house

			a broken home.

			How it happened I cannot learn.

			When I had words enough to ask

			“Where is my Mother?”

			no one seemed to know

			and no one thought it strange

			that no one else knew either.

			I live in a Motherless house.

			They are good to me here

			but I find that no kindly

			patriarchal care eases the pain.

			I yearn for the day

			someone will look at me and say

			“You certainly do look like your Mother.”

			I walk the rooms, search the closets

			look for something that might have

			belonged to Her:

			a letter, a dress, a chair.

			Would She not have left a note?

			I close my eyes and work to

			bring back Her touch, Her face.

			Surely there must have been 

			a Motherly embrace

			I can call back for comfort.

			I live in a Motherless house

			Motherless and without a trace.

			Who could have done this?

			Who would tear an unweaned infant 

			from its Mother’s arms and clear the place

			of every souvenir?

			I live in a Motherless house.

			I lie awake and listen always for the word

			that never comes, but might.

			I bury my face

			in something soft as a breast.

			I am a child

			crying for my Mother in the night.

			Message
				from Mother

			(appreciation to mythologist Joseph Campbell)

			For all those little gifts you gave to

			the mythologists and archaeologists

			to give to me

			I thank you, Mother.

			For that precious big-bellied figurine pressed 

			by Paleolithic hands and the magical naked 

			outline of you on the walls of caves

			I thank you.

			I thought I was a Motherless child

			in an always Motherless house

			and then your little surprises began to come

			as did my tears, my grateful tears

			for there was your soft and ancient voice:

			
				I am here. I am female. I am divine.
			

			Thank you for the word “mother” 

			spoken centuries before the word “father”

			for blood and baby do not lie

			but testify that Mother was the First Thing

			the power that carried and birthed the universe

			and all in it, the sea, the earth, the animals

			the upright ones, the men and women who lived

			in peace within Her safe cycle and gathered

			food to the easy sound of wind and rain:

			
				I am here. I am female. I am divine.
			

			I thank you, Mother, for brooding over your people

			when the dark times came, when the invaders came

			the Indo-Europeans from the north

			 

			and the Semites from the desert, turning the birthing

			upside down so Athena was born of the forehead 

			of Zeus and Eve was born of the rib of Adam.

			Their gods were male 

			and their swords were bronze

			and they named you Abomination

			and butchered and buried you without knowing

			they were planting you, for you are the transformer 

			who turns a seed into a tree, the Tree of Life

			who is sturdy and many and grew in all places

			the goddess of many names that I read now

			on pages made from the tree that speak for the tree:

			
				I am here. I am female. I am divine.
			

			Athena—Ceres—Cerridwen—Demeter—Diana—

			Hathor—Inanna—Isis—Kali—Maat—Venus—

			hundreds more—shining black or ivory or red

			and each a name that points to Mother.

			The past does what the past is and it is gone. 

			Men are still warriors, but not all, for many understand

			that our very being turns now on our turning to our

			Mother, who is ready to correct our view of heaven so that

			God Herself and God Himself, who were always One 

			can join on earth to bless the confused billions.

			The next step is ours, daughters of our Mother

			and did we ever think She would not uphold us 

			in our essential mission?

			We thank you, Mother, as now we rise

			the women with microphones in the halls of government 

			the halls of justice, of media, of religion

			the women penning books and scribbling poems

			the women helping women buy a goat or a sewing machine

			the women marching with signs and songs.

			There is power in our words and our words are these:

			
				We are here. We are female. We are
					divine.
			

			Ask the Pope or Ask an
				Atheist

			The maleness of God is ubiquitous

			like oxygen or sand.

			That sly pronoun just pops up 

			without solicitation.

			 

			Ask the Pope about the gender of the divine

			and a catechism from the year 1993 replies 

			“He is neither man nor woman: He is God.” 

			Or ask even a female atheist

			“Tell me about God.”

			She will narrow her eyes and say

			“God? There is no God.

			He does not exist!”

			Miraculous.

			Even without existing

			God wears a suit and a tie.

			If God Is Male

			God the trunk

			His power the branches.

			Season after season the stories

			and revelations fall

			ripe with pronouns:

			Him, Him, His, Him

			 the close ground now

			 thick with Him.

			Him is he.

			I am she.

			Many are we

			the outer ring 

			 of fruit that fell

			 far

			from

			the

			Tree.

			A God Who Looks Like
				Me

			I studied the drawings and the statues

			and the words marked “God” 

			hoping to find a face that looks like me

			a female face

			but they all looked like my brothers

			and I love my brothers

			but it’s like finding an empty stocking 

			on Christmas morning and wondering why

			I have not been good enough

			not good enough to look like God

			but not wanting to spoil the celebration

			for my brothers who never notice.

			A voice said: Come to the
					grove

			
				at the grove there is always
			

			
				a God who looks like you.
			

			I went to the grove and there were

			ribboned streams that flowed and curved

			and there were trees stately in long 

			green gowns that waved in the wind.

			A voice said: Come to the
					pool.

			I went to the pool and I

			knelt and peered into the water

			still as a mirror, still as a moon

			and I saw the image of God.

			There was one Face

			and then the Face became two

			like when you stare with soft vision

			 

			and one of the Faces looked like me.

			She said: 

			
				It is wonderful to see you seeing me.
			

			He said: 

			
				I am so sorry.
			

			
				It never was intended that She be
					erased.
			

			
				Mistakes were made.
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