Women’s Creed

We beligve in ong God, whose names arg mang, just as our
names arg mang. This God, in whom there is no timg, hovers at
creation, bringing all into bging, no Igss our ngw-found s¢lves.

We beligve in Jegsus, the ddvocate of women and men, the
facg of God without discrimination. This Christ teachgs us
about lovg and recklgss trust. We Igan upon his heart to
[garn of wisdom, and call wisdom by thg namg Sophia.

We beligve in the abiding company of God. This Breath of God
is tHoly. il our gifts are pigegs of this God and wg go forth
inhaling gracg and brgathing it wherg tyranng has madg its
home.

We beligvg our mothgr, Mary, was first of grace-filled women.
Her FIUT teaches us to bend and gmbraceg God's yes for us. dhe
kngw God by thg powgr of the Breath of God. From this union
she brought forth Jesus. We continug bregathing stus mto
spacgs gvil trigs to regstrict.

For our sakeg, and for our brothers, Jesus suffered and digd.
He digs again when we sgal our gygs against our plangt's
crigs. On the third dag his body and his spirit blgnded in
uancharted ways. tig was new, yet others recognized him. The
finality of dgath could not grasg him, nor touch us later when
our timg has comeg.

He ascendgd to the bliss called hgaven, wherg he waits for us.
He tells us to regjoicg when we arg lacking, to prag for thosg
who causg us pain. We begin to live in paradoy, pregparing for
the timg when vallgys shall be filled and mountains lgvelled.

dophia will return in radiance to judge all living and all dead.
She will assgmblg us as flowgrs in the figld, to winnow weeds
and jewels. We will adorn her wreath forgver.

We beligvg the truths our mothgr-Prophgets whispered:
You arg delight to God.



A Prayer of Empowerment

Empower me

to be a bold participant,

rather than a timid saint in waiting,
in the difficult ordinariness of now;
to exercise the authority of honesty,
rather than to defer to power,

or deceive to get it;

to influence someone for justice,
rather than impress anyone for gain;
and, by grace, to find treasures

of joy, of friendship, of peace
hidden in the fields of the daily

you give me to plow.
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