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Unplugged 
 

 When I hear the word “unplugged”, different meanings and ideas 

come to my mind.  The music lover in me always associates this word 

with Eric Clapton’s live album from the early 90s.  The music was 

acoustic and stripped down, allowing the listener the opportunity to ex-

perience the melodies and instruments in a different, more soulful way.  

This word also brings to mind the disconnection of appliances from their 

source of power; a way to shut something down quickly and decisively.   

 

 There is another meaning to “unplugged” that I find has greater 

importance and resonance for me, particularly at this time of year.  Per-

haps it is because I am indoors more during the colder months, but I re-

ally notice how many things in my surroundings make noise and create 

distraction.  The television, the internet, social media…all of these 

things make noise, divert my attention and take up as much of my time 

as I allow.  It makes me cognizant of how much of a most precious re-

source…time…is taken up by these things. I also realize that I could 

have more time to engage in endeavors that may be more meaningful 

and productive, if I do the simple act of hitting the “off” button. 

 

 Last year at Imbolc, my husband was out of town and I decided to 

“unplug” for the evening.  After dinner was over and the dishes were 

put away, I turned off all of the lights and sat in the living room in com-

plete silence.  At first, the house felt very dark and still, almost as if I 

was in a void.   The lack of sound further added to the sense of seclusion 

I was experiencing. 

 

 As I sat and the minutes passed, I began to notice how much illu-

mination the moon and stars provided to the outdoors.  I also noticed 

how some of this illumination permeated the house through the win-

dows and glass doors.  What once felt like darkness took on a whole new 

feel…there was light around, but it was subtle yet comforting.  I then 

turned my awareness to sound, and I could hear the wind blowing out-

side in concert with the gentle hum that exists inside a house with  
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electricity, even when all appliances are turned off.  The gentle ringing of my neighbors’ wind 

chimes added to the impromptu symphony. What initially felt like silent darkness took on a 

whole new feel. There was a warmth, a peaceful tranquility permeating the space. 

 

 After several minutes of sitting in darkness, I lit a single candle and watched the room 

come to life.  The gentle glow from the candle completely transformed the room and brought a 

tangible energetic pulse that was not present in the darkness.   It amazed me how much illumi-

nation a single candle can bring.  With the candle lit, I sat for several more minutes and opened 

my mind to allow new ideas and inspirations to arise.  

 

 When I felt the experience was complete, I looked at the clock and was surprised to learn 

that almost an hour had passed.  I was delighted and astonished by the experience. I felt more 

relaxed and grounded than I had for quite some time.  What a gift it was to sit in silence and 

take notice of my surroundings while my mind was engaged only with my thoughts and obser-

vations.   

 

 When I later described the experience to some friends, they asked me…how could I sit in 

in a dark room for an hour and do nothing?  My answer was simple…what may have appeared 

from the outside as doing nothing, some deep work was taking place on an internal, visceral lev-

el.  The experience was transformative.   

 

 This Imbolc, try to set aside some time for yourself and sit in the quiet darkness.  When it 

feels right, light a single candle and sit for a few more minutes. You might be amazed at what 

your soul is trying to tell you, it just needs the opportunity to be heard. 

 

Namaste,   

 

Lisa C. Sherman, Editor 
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Celebrating the Season—Honoring Mid Winter/Imbolc/Candlemas 

 

Editor’s Note:  In 2018, we will explore the cross quarter days by considering different aspects and myths 

of the Divine Feminine from various Native American tribes. 

 

   Imbolc 2018 
 

 The grasp of winter has been with us for several weeks now.  The cold temperatures, 

snow and short days beckon us to stay inside, to stay warm, to hibernate.     We sit beside the 

fire, we drink hot beverages, and we rest. It is a time to unwind from the hustle, the joys and 

also the stress of the holiday season.   

 

 February 2nd, also known as Imbolc and Candlemas, is the midpoint between the Win-

ter Solstice and the Spring Equinox.  For those who follow the Wheel of the Year, this cross-

quarter day is a recognition that winter is half over and in a few short weeks, spring will re-

turn.  It is a time of hope, a time to celebrate with certainty the sun will return and awaken 

the earth from her winter slumber.   

 

  While many cultures actively and outwardly celebrate the solstices, equinoxes and oth-

er cross-quarter days with ritual and other activities, Imbolc is more of a solitary time. As our 

bodies stay inside and shelter from the elements, so too our minds can take refuge from exter-

nal noises and turn inward.  Take this time to pause, reflect, contemplate…what things do you 

want to manifest in the new year?  What new ideas are germinating deep within you? What 

things in our lives are destructive and no longer serve us? Take advantage of the quiet dark-

ness at Imbolc and listen, deeply and openly, to your soul.  It is calling to you…what is it try-

ing to tell you? 

 

 The land of North America has eight general regions called home to the native tribes.  

These regions consist of coastal California, the Pacific Northwest, the Great Plains, the Great 

Lakes, the southwestern desert, the mountainous region of the central west, the woodlands of 

the northeast and the mountains and piedmonts of the southeast. The native tribes of all eight 

regions have a rich and varied history with the Divine Feminine.  In 2018, we will explore the 

myths of the Divine Feminine from the different regions and meet, perhaps for the first time, 

Native American goddesses whose energies resonate with the cross-quarter days on the Wheel 

of the Year.  The information in these essays is derived from Patricia Monaghan’s Encyclope-

dia of Goddesses and Heroines (New World Library, 2014).   

 

 

Luhdee 

 

 The Pomo tribe on the California coast recognizes Luhdee, the panther goddess. Accord-

ing to legend, Luhdee came from the east at the beginning of time.  Luhdee brought to the Po-

mo people the laws of living properly:  do not be deceitful, do not kill, be courteous to everyone 

(particularly elders), and be kind and loyal to your life partner. Luhdee is the embodiment of 

all things connected with women. 
 

 

Continued on Page 4 
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Celebrating the Season—Honoring Mid Winter/Imbolc/Candlemas, cont. 

 

Pohaha 

 

 The Tewa people of the Pueblo/southwest region honor Pohaha, a woman who refused to 

learn the skills and tasks typically performed by women.  Instead, Pohaha preferred to hunt 

and fish, skills typically associated with the masculine.  Pohoha’s choice made her the brunt of 

jokes, but she became so adept she was eventually escalated to be the leader of the men’s war 

party and was named Chief Defender of the Clan.  In battle, she would approach the enemy 

with her skirt lifted to dispel any rumor that she was really a man.  She wore a mask that was 

blue on one side and yellow on the other to scare her opponents.  After her death, her mask be-

came a treasured symbol of her strength and courage. 
  

 

S’ts’tsi’naku 

 

 The Keres tribe, also of the southwest, recognize the goddess S’ts’tsi’naku.  S’ts’tsi’naku 

means “thought woman”, and she was able to create things simply by thinking about them.  

She created the earth, simply by thinking about it. She also created the sacred sisters, Utset 

and Nowutset, who helped in her creative endeavors.  In some circles, she is also known as Spi-

der Woman or Grandmother Spider. 
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Celebrating the Season—Honoring Mid Winter/Imbolc/Candlemas, cont. 

 

Wohpe 

 

 The Lakota and Ogallala people of the Great Plains honor Wohpe, the bringer of sacred 

knowledge.  According to legend, Wohpe appeared to two young men as a woman dressed all in 

white and adorned with porcupine quills.  One of the men found her irresistible and lusted after 

her, but the other man knew better and realized she was not of this world.  The lustful man 

could not control himself and rushed at Wohpe with open arms, and as she took him in a cloud 

descended from the heavens to cover them.  When the cloud passed, the woman was alone with 

only the skeleton of the man remaining.  Wohpe told the second man to return to the village 

and await her arrival.   

 

 As Wohpe arrived at the village, she walked around the sacred fire seven times.  She 

then told the people of the mysteries of the great mother earth and gave them the sacred pipe 

and sacred ceremonies.  As Wohpe rose to leave the tribe, she reminded the people to honor her.  

Wohpe began walking away and and as she did so, she turned into a white buffalo.  To this day, 

white buffalos are thought to symbolize the great goddess Wohpe and hold within them the sa-

cred knowledge and mysteries.   
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The Coordinating Council, or CoCo, is the governing body of UUWomenspirit. The current members of the CoCo 

are Lisa Sherman (Marketing and Outreach Coordinator), Christine Grewcock (Membership Chair/Registrar), 

Gloria Hausser (Treasurer), Nancy Hagman (Program Resource Liaison), Reid Suchanec (Volunteer Coordinator) 

and Sue Hand (Scribe). 

 

From Lisa Sherman, Marketing and Outreach Coordinator: 
 

The CoCo meets four times each year in the spring, summer, fall and winter.  Our annu-

al winter meeting was originally scheduled to take place in Pensacola, Florida the weekend of 

January 12th-14th, 2018.  Unfortunately, due to illness and unforeseeable family commitments, 

meeting in person was not possible.  Rather than cancelling the meeting altogether, the CoCo 

opted to meet electronically and spent several hours over the weekend discussing the items on 

the agenda.  We covered all of the subjects we intended to, but we hope to reschedule the in-

person winter meeting because video conferencing denies us the opportunity to spend time to-

gether. 

 

One issue discussed during our call was the handling of emergency medical issues.  At 

the last event, one of our members experienced a medical issue that required attention; we had 

challenges with the communication system available on The Mountain that was exacerbated by 

poor cell phone service.  We are reaching out to The Mountain for further clarity on process and 

procedure.  We are also exploring the option of purchasing walkie-talkies to improve direct 

communication between the CoCo and the Planning Committee during events.  We are also for-

tunate that several of our members are trained medical professionals and are able to provide 

assistance to determine whether further medical intervention is appropriate. 

 

As a result of our fund-raising efforts in honor of our 30-year relationship with The 

Mountain, we were able to raise $4,410 (this amount includes $3,000 from the General Operat-

ing Fund as previously approved by the membership).  The Mountain provided us with several 

projects for which the funds could be used.  We felt the most beneficial use of the funds would 

be to improve the workshop spaces of White Oak and the Library, or to provide improvements 

to the duplex cabins and bunkhouses (i.e. new flooring and mattresses.)  We are exploring 

these options with The Mountain to determine which project would be most beneficial. 

 

As most of you know, each CoCo member serves a 3-year term; each year on July 31st, 

two CoCo members rotate off and need to be replaced.  This year, the CoCo members with con-

cluding terms are Christine Grewcock (Registrar/Membership Chair) and Lisa Sherman 

(Marketing and Outreach Coordinator.)  The Search Committee (Tina Whittle, Susie Sherman-

Hall and Sharon Bennett) has identified Linda Sterner as a replacement for Christine.  The 

Search Committee is reaching out to potential candidates to replace Lisa.  Once a candidate 

has been identified, we will share this information with the members and will ask the member-

ship to affirm Linda and the other candidate at the membership meeting during the Spring 

2018 event. 

 

Continued on Page 7 
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From Lisa Sherman, continued 
 

As previously reported in past issues of She Speaks, over the years the Sacred Text (our 

“constitution” for planning and executing events) became outdated. The Sacred Text was in 

need of updating and revising to reflect our current processes and incorporate the new wisdom 

we gain with each event. This process has taken the last several years, and we are pleased to 

report the major revisions are, for the most part, completed.  Of course, as a living and working 

document, the Sacred Text will need periodic updating.  But, it is our hope that future revi-

sions will be minor tweaks as opposed to a more major and substantial undertaking.  All of the 

current CoCo members and several former CoCo members were instrumental in this process, 

and we are grateful to all of these women for their input and wisdom.   

  

 

From Nancy Hagman: 
 

 Recently I watched a movie, based on a true story, about a woman news reporter in Af-

ghanistan. As she was capturing pictures and stories on site, she was allowed to travel with a 

Marine unit. The Marines were digging wells so the women of the villages didn’t have to travel 

so far to obtain water. However, the wells kept being bombed, which continued to puzzle the 

Officer In Charge.  The news reporter was pulled aside and informed by a group of Afghanistan 

women that they were destroying the wells. The women explained that walking together for  
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From Nancy Hagman, continued 
 

water was the only time they were allowed to be by themselves.  This was their time to talk, 

laugh, and share their lives with one another.  

 

 As women, we are aware of our similarities with women of other cultures rather than our 

differences. To attend UUWomenspirit, we may be challenged to separate ourselves from our 

homes, children, jobs and responsibilities; but fortunately, we don’t have to create bombs to be 

able to spend time together. We can develop relationships, laugh, cry, and share our lives with 

one another in a meaningful way when we gather together at The Mountain Retreat and Lear-

ning Center.  

 

 I suspect the daily walks to retrieve water were a sacred time for the Afghanistan wom-

en. Gail Stephenson and her Planning Committee are designing the Spring event to enhance 

these sacred connections in our daily lives. I look forward to what this enthusiastic Planning 

Committee has in store for us.  

 

 Inviting the Sacred Into Our Lives 

May 16-20, 2018 

 

Gail Stephenson, Event Coordinator 

Amber Grey and Jennifer Spirko, Worship  

Kate Wolverton, Tracks and Workshops 

Victoria Fredrick, Scribe 

Alice Carnes, Sales and Activities 

 

See you at UUWomenspirit, 

Namaste, Nancy Hagman 
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From Gail Stephenson: 
 

 

Inviting the Sacred Into Our Lives 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Inviting the Sacred Into Our Lives is the theme of the Spring 2018 event, May 16th—

20th.  Inspiration came to the Planning Committee while reading the book “Everyday Sacred, A 

Woman’s Journey Home” by Sue Bender.  We found her short stories and essays inspiring us to 

look at what we do everyday to have sacredness in our lives.  How we wash our hands, turn on 

and off lights, and stretch.  Do we do these things with intention and spirit, or just go about 

them as we have always done.  Through simple tasks, we can invite the sacred into our lives.   

 

 When we gather together at The Mountain, we are surrounded by the vitality and love of 

our sisters as we explore the Divine Feminine and feel her presence everywhere.  Taking what 

we learn from UUWomenspirit and integrating it into our lives, though, can be challeng-

ing.  When we come down from The Mountain, it’s easy to lose touch with the sacredness we 

found while at the event.  We hope to give you simple, easy to do things to bring the sacred from 

The Mountain home. 

 

 The symbol for this event is the bowl.  It is in our logo for the event and will be found 

throughout the event.  Bowls can be utilitarian, decorative or just plain fun.  They were used by 

monks to “beg” for their meals in exchange for teachings.  Imperfect bowls can be turned into 

works of art with a little care.  They can carry food, water, or creative items as simple as cray-

ons.  

Continued on Page 10 
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From Gail Stephenson, continued 
 

Story of Three Bowls 

 

I heard a story about three bowls. 

The first bowl is inverted, upside down, so that nothing can go into it.  Anything poured into this 

bowl spills off. 

 

The second bowl is right-side up, but stained and cracked and filled with debris.  Anything put 

into this bowl gets polluted by the residue or leaks out through the cracks. 

 

The third bowl is clean.  Without cracks or holes, this bowl represents a state of mind ready to 

receive and hold whatever is poured into it.  

 

Sometimes I am that first bowl, so busy being “productive” that I don’t notice when the very 

thing I want presents itself.  Sometimes I am the second bowl, with such a fierce judging voice 

that focuses on what’s not working that I’m unable to see or appreciate all the things that are 

going well.  

 

And sometimes, wonderful times, I am the third bowl, able to be present and absorbed in what I 

am doing, whatever it is.” 

 

-Sue Bender 

 

 

So, what kind of bowl are you?  What kind of bowl do you want to be?  Plan on attending the 

Spring 2018 event to touch the bowl within yourself and invite the sacred into your life.  We 

look forward to seeing you. 

 
 

 

Gail Stephenson, Event Coordinator  

Amber Grey, Worship 

Jennifer Spirko, Worship 

Kate Wolverton, Tracks and Workshops 

Victoria Fredrick, Scribe 

Alice Carnes, Sales and Activities 
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From Kit Hoffman: 
 

 

Like the Phoenix We Rise. Strong. Fierce. And Wise. 
 

 

Change is in the wind. The Phoenix is about to combust.  As we look at the world in cha-

os, it is clear that we are all hungry for balance and rebirth. Group consciousness has risen to a 

point that the entire Universe is READY to take the turn, to Shift into what's next. 

 

So what is next? Where attention goes, energy flows!!! How can we design and manifest a 

world of the future? What would that even look like? UUWomenspirit Fall 2018 will begin the 

work of energetically looking at that question as a group of powerful co-creators, designing nir-

vana, and at the final circling, sending those images into the Universe. 

 

Mary Summer Rain wrote in Phoenix Rising: "Phoenix :....A bird that consumed itself by 

fire, and rose renewed from its ashes. Symbolically it represents rebirth, renewal of life and res-

urrection of Truth. A symbol of eternal life. ...and the great Phoenix was seen rising up from the 

smoldering ashes of the earth. Her iridescent purple feathers catching the sunlight and reflect-

ing blinding beacons out onto the land—beacons that were the sign of the world's regeneration, 

its new age of awareness and eternal peace."  

 

 The Planning Committee is looking for workshop proposals, especially those that fit with 

our theme.  If you have just an idea at this point rather than a complete proposal Margaret 

would love to hear from you to flesh out your idea.  Either way contact her at 

schmidtmargaretanne@gmail.com. 

 

Come join in our co-creation. Add your voice, your vision, to the vision of others of like 

mind. 

 

Like the Phoenix We Rise. Strong. Fierce. And Wise. 

 

 

 

Event Coordinator - Toni Stephenson 

Worship - Serene White 

Worship-Kit Hoffman 

Tracks and Workshops - Margaret Schmidt 

Sales and Activities - Andrea Johnson 

Scribe - Mylissa Buttram 
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From Sue Hand: 
 

 

About Consensus 
 

There are many reasons why UUWomenspirit is a remarkable organization; its’ 30 year 

history, its’ amazing group of women, its’ reliance on volunteerism, and not the least, its’ use 

of consensus in decision making. Why is that a big deal, you may ask? What is consensus any-

way? 

 

Well, you’ll find varying definitions out there on the web, but the way we’ve always un-

derstood and used consensus at UUWomenspirit is that every woman has a voice and we dis-

cuss each issue until we agree on the best the solution or decision … the key word is “agree”. 

No leader telling you how to vote. No 51% wins. No voting at all. Agreement. And if agreement 

isn’t reached, then the discussion continues, either now or at a later date. 

 

There are very few associations that run this way. Almost all are organized from the top 

down with the top dogs having a bigger bark. Here, everyone’s opinion has the same weight. 

We all matter, whether you just walked in the door or have been coming for 30 years. So why 

am I writing about this? Because at the last membership meeting, I goofed. I called for a show 

of hands when we were talking about changing language in the Sacred Text. Voting is what 

those other groups do. I should have asked you, “Are we all agreed? Do we have consensus?” 

I’m writing this to remind everyone, myself included, that consensus is the UUWomenspirit 

way. It’s how we make decisions … with our heads and our hearts. 

 

There’s a lot more about consensus in the Sacred Text but here’s the overview: 

 

“As women involved in consensus seeking, we need to practice listening 

with our hearts and minds as well as with our ears.  Our task is to 

make decisions that manifest our religious beliefs and philosophical 

goals, as well as those of the women affiliated with the Unitarian Uni-

versalist Womenspirit organization.” 

 

Blessed Be! 
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From Christine Grewcock: 
Kiva Update 

 

 Using the money raised from Ba'alat's Bookstore in 2013 (and additional donations), we 

continue to make loans to women through Kiva (www.kiva.org). Sitha (https://www.kiva.org/

lend/1307255) in Cambodia and Cholponay in Kyrgyzstan (https://www.kiva.org/lend/1241751) 

repaid their loans.  We have funded 3 more women. Yuli (https://www.kiva.org/lend/1399096) in 

Indonesia is buying is buying silver and gemstones to make jewelry. Huch (https://

www.kiva.org/lend/1454411) in Cambodia is buying more silk for weaving silk skirts to sell. 

Myo Thanda (https://www.kiva.org/lend/1453929) in Myanmar is buying piglets and feed.  

 

 Kiva notified us that Ayelatoe and her group are more than 180 days behind on repay-

ment. The partner that made the loan to them has closed its credit program. The group has 

been exempted from default while Kiva explores options to recover at least part of the outstand-

ing amount. 

  

 If you want to read about the other women 

who have a current loan, they are: Edilma Cristi-

na (https://www.kiva.org/lend/1389488) in Ecua-

dor, Gie Mareme Cellule 1 Group (https://

www.kiva.org/lend/1338434) in Senegal,  

Makarabo (https://www.kiva.org/lend/1306957) in 

Lesotho, Mayram in Tajikstan (https://

www.kiva.org/lend/1240761), Mrs. Hang in Vi-

etnam (https://www.kiva.org/lend/1222504), and 

Ayelatoe in Ghana (https://www.kiva.org/

lend/1099528). 

 

 I am trying to spread our support  

throughout the world. If you have a specific coun-

try where you would like us to support a woman  

entrepreneur, please e-mail me at  

kiva@uuwomenspirit.org with your suggestion. 
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     Our Healing Circle of Support 

    We offer our love and support to our sisters in need 

 

To MJ Lieberman, on the death of her mother. 

 

To Meg P., on the death of her mother. 

 

To Reid Suchanec and Krista Meinersman, on their sister’s illness and declining health. 

 

 

And to all our sisters who are facing injury, illness, loss, and the other challenges that life 

throws our way, spoken and unspoken… 
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Brigid’s Gifts, by Melody LeBaron 
 

A long time ago, in the lands where our ancestors came from, the long cold winter--during 

which no food could be grown--was a time of fear.  Will there be enough food to last until 

spring? Will the sheep, goats and cows survive so they can provide milk and cheese?  Will we 

survive if illness comes?  Will death take our loved ones?  The hungry cold months of winter 

were especially hard for the grandmothers, babies, and nursing mothers.  

 

One winter was especially harsh.  The earth lay buried in ice and snow.  Many cows and 

sheep had frozen... and so had several people.  The hungry children were not allowed outside, 

for fear they would die, too.  Illness had claimed the lives of many, and the rest huddled in 

fear they would perish. 

 

Brigid, a smart 11 year old girl with dark blonde hair and smiling eyes, decided to do 

something to calm the fears of her tribe.  She realized that the ones who became ill were the 

ones who had been most afraid.  She dressed in her warmest clothes and went outside to gather 

the girls of her village from their homes. "I have a plan," she told them.  "If we work together, 

we can save the village." "How can we save the village?" her friends asked her as they walked 

back toward Brigid's home.  "We are only girls.  What can we do against the ice and snow, the 

cold and dark?" 

 

Entering Brigid's home, the girls removed their heavy coats while she added more wood 

to the fire and lit all the candles.  Then she turned to face them.  The girls noticed that Brigid 

was wearing her brightest dress and her eyes were glowing with joy.  They wondered how she 

could be so happy when others were cold and hungry and frightened.  "Fear does the same thing 

to a body that cold does," Brigid said.  "When the body is cold--and when we are afraid--we con-

tract.  And when we contract, we do not breathe deeply."   

 

She paused to let the girls remember the feeling of being cold, the feeling of being 

afraid.  They nodded, noticing that their own breath was shallow, just remembering. "All those 

who don't fully breathe begin to die," continued Brigid.  She paused again, and the girls remem-

bered that those who had already died this winter had been the most afraid.  One very fearful 

family had lost four, in spite of having the warmest home. 

 

"We cannot change the weather.  We cannot get rid of the cold and dark.  But we can get 

rid of our fear.  And we can inspire hope in others." "How?" the girls asked in unison. Brigid 

held up a corn husk doll she'd made that morning.  It had a happy painted face and wore a deli-

cate white lace dress with a tiny sparkling crystal necklace.  The doll was so radiant and beauti-

ful that the girls smiled just looking at it.  Brigid walked over to the table on which she had 

piled corn husks, white lace and crystals.  Now the girls knew what they could do! 

Continued on Page 16 
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The following are offerings from our creative sisters 



 

 

Voices of Our Community, cont. 

Page 16 

While the girls made and dressed the dolls, Brigid taught them songs of warmth and 

plenty, songs of strong cows and sheep with milk flowing for newborn calves and lambs, songs of 

bright sunlight warming cold ground and the seeds soon to be planted.  They sang so happily 

that the sound of their merriment filled the small home and blew on the icy wind throughout 

the village.   

 

When they finally finished all the dolls, their eyes were glowing with joy and their cheeks 

were rosy.  Bundled in warm coats, cradling the precious dolls, the girls ventured out into the 

fading light of the frozen afternoon.  Just as they knocked at the first door, the sun peeked out 

from behind the clouds.   

 

A crying mother opened the door.  She squinted in the sunlight, unbelieving. Why were 

all these happy girls at her door in the dead of the worst winter?  Brigid began the singing, and 

the girls joined in, as they entered the house.  The fire was almost gone out, the children hud-

dled under a blanket in a corner of the messy dark 

home.   

 

Still singing, the girls offered a doll to the fam-

ily, took off their coats and went to work.  Within 

minutes, logs had been added to the now-blazing fire, 

the floor swept, the dishes washed, and stew pre-

pared.  The children had joined in the work--and the 

singing--while the baby played reverently with the 

lovely doll.  Waving goodbye to the girls as they left, 

the mother now wept tears of joy. 

 

In each home, the girls sang and helped, com-

forted and blessed.  In each home, they left a doll and 

an invitation to a feast the next day.   

 

Late into the cold night, the still-singing girls 

kneaded and baked bread and prepared a stew with 

ingredients generously offered by their parents.  As 

the bread baked and the yummy stew simmered, the 

vibration of the songs went into the food.  Songs of 

love and heath, of sun and seeds, of buds and blos-

soms, of calves and lambs, milk and cheese. 
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The next morning, ice and sleet fell from a gray sky and fierce winds tore through the vil-

lage.  The girls and their parents wondered if the villagers would brave the icy cold to come to 

the feast.  Would it even be safe for the elders and the little children to walk the slippery path 

to the meeting house where the tables were already set? 

 

Brigid knew who to call for help!  She asked her younger brother Logan to gather his 

friends and clear the paths.  The strong young boys took their shovels and picks and in just a 

few hours, the ice was chipped away and the paths were cleared.  

 

The bundled villagers were surprised when they entered the meeting house.  The warm 

fire was blazing and the tables were set.  But the food was still warming near the fire and the 

tables and chairs lined the room.  They had come to eat!  But Brigid was doing more than put-

ting on a feast. 

 

So she gathered her people in a large circle and led them in a cheer of gratitude to the 

boys who had cleared the paths.  Then, with the help of a fiddler, she taught them a rowdy rol-

licking song and soon dancing and laughter filled the room.   

 

When their bodies were warm and their lungs and hearts open, Brigid offered a blessing. 

“We are grateful,” she prayed, “not just for this delicious feast before us.  We are grateful for the 

seeds and soil, the sun and rain, the chickens, sheep, and cows, the eggs and milk, the fruits 

and roots.”   

 

“We are grateful,” she continued, “for the warm light of spring and summer which allows 

us to plant and harvest.”  Here the villagers nodded in agreement—but they began to feel con-

fused as she continued. “We are also grateful for the cold dark of fall and winter!”   As she spoke 

these words many villagers shook their heads.  They did not feel grateful for winter!  But Brigid 

continued. 

 

“The dark cold winters allow us time to rest, to gather around hearth fires, to sing songs 

and tell stories.  The hungry times of winter allow us all the opportunity to share food with our 

neighbors, and to express extra appreciation for the animals on whom our lives depend.” Brigid 

paused to allow the villagers to feel these new ideas about a time of year they had all hated.  

Was there really something good about winter?   

 

“We are grateful for winter, because its short dark days force us to find warmth and light 

in our hearts, in the love we feel for each other.  We are grateful because winter teaches us that 

no matter what is going on outside us, we have the power to warm ourselves!  We have the pow-

er to sing and laugh and dance so we can keep our lungs and hearts open and remain happy and 

healthy.”   
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By now, the young children were stamping their feet and clapping their hands in agree-

ment, and the blessing ended with the whole village chanting “Thank You, Winter!” Everyone 

pulled the chairs around the tables and sat down to a delicious feast.  When it was over, Brigid 

thanked everyone for coming and gave them three gifts 

 

“The first gift I offer is the meaning of the dolls my friends and I gave each of your fami-

lies yesterday.  Those dolls are magic.  Our songs of love and sunshine, seeds and blossoms, 

milk and cheese are INSIDE those dolls.  When you hold the dolls, you will be filled with faith 

and love and joy.  Your fear will vanish. 

 

“The second gift is the date of this feast.  Today is February 2nd.  We are halfway through 

winter.  Life is already stirring in the ground.  In six weeks, blooms will be bursting from the 

ground and we will be preparing the soil for our crops.  Imbolc means the hope of life, even in 

darkness.  If you will mark this sacred date each year, you will never loose hope during the long 

winter!” 

 

“The last gift is our songs.”  And Brigid called up her friends and they taught the families 

of the village the songs of abundance with which they had created the dolls and the feast. 

 

The last months of that winter were as cold as the first, but no one else in the village 

died.  In each home, the children played with their lovely doll while parents and grandparents 

told stories by the fire.  In each home, while they worked, they sang songs of hope and joy that 

spring would come. 

 

Was it the memory of Brigid’s Imbolc feast that banished their fears? Or was it the lovely 

dolls which inspired those villagers to have hope and faith that they would survive that win-

ter?  Was it the dolls’ delicate white lace dresses or their sparkling crystal necklaces?   

 

Or was it the songs Brigid taught them?  Loud long songs of strong cows and sheep, hap-

py calves and lambs on wobbly legs, flowing milk made into cheese—boisterous happy songs 

of sunlight melting frozen earth, seeds breaking forth from rich dark soil, buds promising flower 

and food—songs that took deep breaths to sing, songs that banished fear and encouraged us to 

stand up straight—funny songs that made us laugh, that made us want to move—songs that 

warmed us as we danced around the room with a magic lovely doll… Was it the songs that ban-

ished our fears and gave us hope? 

 

 Or was it Brigid’s spirit, which lives on in all those of us who claim it? 

 

What do you believe? 

 

Which of Brigid’s gifts was the best? 
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From Sue Hand: 
 

A Lapse in Loving Kindness 

 

I strive to dwell in a place of serenity, 

Of positive thoughts and peaceful demeanor … BUT 

I am not always filled with loving kindness. 

When someone shoves their fire-y fist at me, 

And focuses a malignant gaze and malicious tongue 

Upon my actions or my self 

My serenity, to my dismay, is quickly overcome, 

Such malice sparks an answering flame 

Of self-defense in me. 

 

I cannot help but rise, 

Rise in heat of combat answered, 

Responding to the challenge, 

Sparring … bantering … trading retorts 

Battling like two primitives 

Caught up in a war dance 

Until my good sense re-engages. 

 

I know there is no winning these battles, 

Not during or after the fray 

for long into the ensuing hours 

the vitriol is still pumping in my veins, 

My thoughts are besieged 

With should haves and could haves, 

The perfect retorts for an imperfect situation. 

 

No, sometimes I am not full of loving kindness. 

Sometimes a rage I had hoped to extinguish 

Surfaces for the little girl who knew 

Her share of bullies and mean spirits. 

A girl who was forced to cry “uncle” 

Through gritted teeth and salty tears, 

To reconcile to power abused and ideals trampled, 

And for the woman who refuses to succumb 

To that tyranny … 

Ever … 

Again! 
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From Sue Hand: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Promise Fulfilled 

Original Painting by Sue Hand 
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She Speaks is issued quarterly and is a publication of the UUWomenspirit community, 

edited by Lisa Sherman. All UUWomenspirit members are encouraged to submit infor-

mation, events, and creative submissions to be included in an upcoming newsletter by 

sending it to newsletter@uuwomenspirit.org. The views expressed by an individual con-

tributor are those of the contributor and are not necessarily the views of the organiza-

tion as a whole.   

 

The mission of UUWomenspirit is to create, conduct, and support activities that en-

courage and empower women to explore their religious and spiritual origins, experienc-

es, and beliefs. Pursuing, nurturing, and affirming creativity and diversity are major 

emphases. There is a strong commitment to developing the use of consensus as the 

model for decision-making. Volunteers do all the work for UUWomenspirit. There are 

no paid positions. Learn more about our community by going to our website: 

www.uuwomenspirit.org. 

 
Original photographs on pages 1, 2, 4, 5, 7, 8, 10, 13, 14 and 16 © 2018 Lisa C. Sherman 

 


