


CREATION THEOLOGY

                           A Sermon by Reverend Lynn Strauss


Pay Attention!  Spiritual wisdom from many traditions; boils down to these two words…”Pay Attention!”


It may sound simple, but it can take years, it can take most of a life, to learn to truly pay attention…to pay attention with the eyes of the soul.


For years now, I have been turning away from certain signs that the universe has sent to me.  Oh, I’ve seen them, but I wasn’t ready.  I don’t know if I’m ready now, but these signs just keep coming.


They come in the form of animal visitations…this is big, because I am not an animal person.   Not a dog or cat lover, not a serious bird watcher, not a snake handler…but animals keep coming to me.   


Even here is our suburban sprawl, with encroaching “civilization” all around the animals keep trying to tell me something.


A few weeks ago, I looked out the sliding glass door in my kitchen, and there on the deck, was a fox.  We looked eye to eye for some time.

Another day I was walking to the Town Center, through the wooded area behind the pool,  and there, two young deer looked me in the eye.  This eye to eye stuff with wild animals is disconcerting, it stays with me.  


On the same day, I sat in a coffee shop alone, and in flies a small bird…circle over the head of the only customer in the shop…me.


Of course there’s the large hawk that lives in the trees behind our house and has more than once greeted me sitting on the deck railing.


All this may not seem like much to you…but I’m a big city girl, and more used to wild people than wild animals.


So I’ve tried to ignore the call of the wild…that keeps coming to me.


Today, being mother’s day and my children all grown up, I decided I could risk exploring a bit of this wildness…it’s a legacy of the feminist movement, a legacy of our pagan roots, a legacy of the earth before Protestantism laid its calming blanket over the soul of religion.


So here’s a book that has sat mostly unread on my shelf for a long time.  “women Who Run With the Wolves: Myths and Stories of the Wild Woman Archetype; by Clarissa Pinkola Estes.   And here’s its opening myth…


La Loba (Wolf Woman)

There is an old woman who lives in a hidden place that everyone knows, but few have ever seen.  The old woman waits for lost or wandering people, for seekers to come to her place.


She is circumspect, often hairy, always fat and especially wishes to evade most company.  She is both a crower and a cackler, generally having more animal sounds than human ones.


Some say she lives in Indian territory.  Some say she is buried outside Phoenix near a well.  She has been seen traveling south to Monte Alban in a burnt out car with the back window shot out.  She is said to stand by  the highway near El Paso or ride with the truckers into Mexico.  They say she has been sighted  walking to market above Oaxaca with strangely formed boughs of firewood on her back.  She is called by many names, La Huesera, Bone Woman;  La Trapera, the Gatherer; and La Loba, Wolf Woman.

The sole work of La Loba is the collecting of Bones.  She is known to collect and preserve especially that which is in danger of being lost to the world.  Her cave is filled with the bones of all manner of desert creatures.  But her specialty is said to be wolves.


She creeps and crawls and sifts through the mountains collecting wolf bones and when she has assembled an entire skeleton…when the beautiful white sculpture of the creature is laid out before her…she sits by the fire and thinks about what song to sing.

And when she is sure, she stands over the creature, raises her arms over it, and sings out.  That is when the rib bones begin to flesh out and the leg bones to…and it becomes furred, La Loba sings some more the creature begins to breathe.  


La Loba sings so deeply that the desert floor shakes and as she sings, the wolf opens its eyes, leaps up and runs away down the canyon.


Somewhere in its running, whether by the speed of its running or its splashing into a river, or by a ray of sunlight or moonlight hitting it right in the side, the wolf is transformed into a laughing woman who runs free toward the horizon.


So it is said, if you wander the desert and it is near sundown and you are perhaps a little lost, and certainly a little tired, that you are lucky, for La Loba may take a liking to you and show you something – something of the soul.


This is a miracle story, a resurrection story, a creation story.

The author, Pinkola Estes, says we all begin as a bundle of bones lost somewhere in the desert, a dismantled skeleton that lies under the sand.  It is our work to recover the parts…to find our bones, to reassemble our selves, to find our song…to sing and thus be transformed.


So I take it that my animal sightings are trying to tell me something, something about who I might be, now that my work of mothering is complete.


For a long time, I thought mothering was my only creative work.

I wanted to be a singer, a piano player, an artist, a dancer…but the only thing I was really good at was mothering.  Plants often died on my watch, 

Cookies burned in the over…but children thrived.


It continually amazes me to realize what creative work ministry is…each week, we go on a hunt for the buried bones of our faith tradition.

What is Unitarian Universalism, where can I find the lost pieces of who we are,  how can I put this weeks bones together…


Who will build the fire?  Who will sit with me and help find the song, the song that will transform us into our true selves.


Yes, ministry is creative work.  Our Sunday service is a Creation story, told and retold…sung and sung, and sung.


I have often said and I believe, that within each of us is a seed of the divine.   Often I move too quickly away from truths that are most penetrating, truths that make me feel most vulnerable.  This is one- this belief that we hold and tend divine energy within us.


What if there really were a divine seed with me?  What might that mean, how could I live if that were true?  What might happen if my seed began to grow, what nurtrients, what watering might it need, how might I need to expand my heart , my soul, my thinking…what song or dance or color would express this divinity as it grew.


Mystic and writer Meister Eckhart writes; “the seed of God grows into God”.  An awesome thought, my divine God-like seed might grow into a divine, god-like me.  Or, to step away from God language; the seed of creator grows into creator.


Could it be that we are all meant to be creators, that we are all meant to give birth?  Yes, that sounds right to me, that we are all creators, that we all give birth, hopefully again and again throughout our lives, we birth many creations,  many ideas, many quilts, many bird feeders, many pots and bowls, many poems, many parties, many rituals, manuscripts, experiments, games and gardens.


The Spirit of Life within is fertile and the power of imagination is without limit.  The human capacity to birth new images, new creations of beauty and surprise, of wonder and justice, of gentleness and play is awesome and powerful.


Too often through history human beings have used our creative power to destroy rather that create.  Together , we have built more weapons than cathedrals, more advertising jingles than symphonies, more models of cell phones than models of reconciliation.


Too often we have failed to encourage creation energy in children!

Trying instead to keep them quiet, or keep things in order.

What if, the whole human race nurtured its divine seed,  what if the whole human race embraced its capacity to birth beauty and love.  What if, each person reassembled the buried bones of their truest self?


I love the line in Whitman’s poem…”I believe you are latent with unseen existences”  -  Life, each of us, all of our relationships- All is latent with unseen existences…each day is ripe with opportunities for new creation….life is the time we have to bring ourselves and the world to new birth- to new being.  There is more, so much more!


Pay attention!  What messages are coming to you?  What animals are trying to tell you something?  What bones are rising?  What dreams? What power is in you?


Matthew Fox, formerly a Catholic theologian, now Episcapanian…says that our creative power is a responsibility.  Feminist theology, process theology, creation theology all posit that we have a co-creator relationship with the divine. That the divine energy within us is meant to meet and work with the divine energy of all creation.  


We human beings, creations ourselves, are meant to be in a dialectic I-Thou relationship with Life, with the Life force, with divinity.


Standing by and being afraid of our power is not an option.  Being timid, playing small, is not an option…not if we want our soul to sing…not if we want our bones to live, not if we want our lives and then the world, to be transformed.


Matthew Fox suggests that what gets in the way is our dualistic thinking…we think some people are artists, some people can be creative…Fox writes…”Human creativity is not an elitist privilege, we all have the capacity to experience the likeness to divinity, we all have the freedom to give birth to our divine self.  It is in unveiling our faces, in letting out our deepest selves in the self-expression that our adult work and play is about that we all become baptized artists. “


Baptized artists, I like the sound of that…for I do see you, so many of you in your creative moments, I see so much that is created here at UUCR.


Finding just the right way to run the board meeting, giving everyone a chance to voice their views.


Dancing the Maypole with the children and helping them to experience the world as a safe place…a peaceful place.


Setting up the Fellowship Hall for another reception…putting out table cloths, and flowers and beautiful arrangements of food – there is so much beauty created here…inside and out.


Each week, there are those who create and offer something of beauty.


Don’t fear your creative powers…it is a way, a divinely human way to serve others, to serve life.  Don’t minimize your offerings, don’t hold back.


Your creation is not yours alone, it belongs to all of life, just as our children do not belong to us, neither does any true work of art.


Just as the reassembled wolf ran from La Loba and transformed into something else…so with all music and visual arts…it is divine, in part, because it is given away.


What we create is so much more than we realize, has so much more impact and power than we realize.  We serve, we build, we love through the birthing of more life, our birthing of many forms of life and beauty and truth.  In spiritual practice and our own religious deepening we begin to know and affirm the truth of the generative cycle of life.


What can you do to free that creation energy in you…

1. pay attention- listen for messages, for stories, for songs

2. Be not afraid- Don’t deny your place as a baptized artist, don’t ever believe that your time, your creative time is past, revel in what you have birthed, in what you have passed on…and look for new ways, new forms.

3. Finally, stay open to surprise, birth comes out of the dark,  it can happen in unlikely places-  Nothing is off-limits as a resource for creative energy. 

  Television reality shows, for instance.

I love some of these shows.  American Idol, So You think You can Dance, America’s Got Talent, Top Chef- apparently everyone thinks they can sing and dance and cook and redecorate, it’s an interesting trend.

Maybe more and more people are living into their divine energy….maybe they just want to be on television…but they are sincerely offering their gifts, looking for their creative moment.

A final story:

The Four Rabbinim

One night four Rabbinim, were visited by an angel, who awakened them and carried them into heaven.  There they beheld the sacred Wheel of Ezekiel.

Somewhere in the descent from Paradise, to Earth, one Rabbi having seen such splendor, was so affected by the sight…that he could no longer think of anything else, and spent the rest of his days in a trance.

The second Rabbi was extremely cynical;  Oh, it was all a dream..that was all, I didn’t really see Ezekiel’s Wheel.


Nothing really happened.


The third Rabbi carried on and on about what he had seen.  He was 


Totally obsessed.  He went from town to town lecturing about how it


It had happened and what it all meant…and in this way he went astray and betrayed his faith.

The fourth Rabbi, took a paper and a pen and sat near a window and wrote song after song praising the evening dove, praising his daughter in her cradle, praising all the stars in the sky.  

It is in creativity that we connect the divine of life that is outside of us…with the divine that is within.

May this day, be a day in which the divine seed with you begins to grow and bear fruit.

Amen/Blessed Be

