
The Weaver
 

I celebrate a mother God,
Gently weaving, working carefully.

I celebrate the hands of skill, creating beauty within me.
I celebrate the working of the loom, reconnecting myself,

weaving a tapestry that picks up threads of pain and anger and
grief and loss, and power and courage and strength and grace.
Here are the broken threads. This should have been solid here.

This innocence should have continued on, this openness should
have come through here, this pattern of trust should have been

right here, making a design that all would see
and say, “What beauty!”

But these threads were broken, ripped from the fabric of me, and
I was afraid to show anyone the tear.

I thought it was my fault, that all would look
and say, “What horror!”

Now we pick up this broken thread, my weaving God and me.
Now we do the work of repair, and as the fabric is made strong

I look in surprise and say to myself, “What beauty I reclaim!”
Out of the torn places, I reclaim wholeness.
Out of the broken places, I reclaim strength.
Out of the shatteredness, I reclaim power.

Out of the horror and the shame and the pain, I reclaim
openness, innocence, courage.

The Weaver will not be discouraged or deterred.
We weave fabric which no one’s violence will destroy,

and I discover the beauty of me.
Amen.
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