Worship Service

on Leviticus 15:19-24, the womanQOslischarge

Context: Wednesday worship at Bethany Theological Seminary, April 239, 2008 senior sermon
by Elizabeth Keller.

Setting: The service was hdd in Nicarry Chapd at Bethany. Upon entering the sanctuary, the
seating arrangement was divided. On one side, there were about 60 chairs set up; and as
people entered the sanctuary, all personswere indructed to sit togeghe onthisside To
the other side there was a Red Tent (canopy-style) set up with burdap on the floor for
gtting undeneath (and a center piece with water pitcher and vessels and angd food
cake), aswell as, about20 chars set up closely surrounding the Red Tent (to suggest, tha
these charsindudal pesonsunde thetent). To thefrontof the sanctuary was a worship
center draped with red, flowing fabric and several candles B smple and elegant. As
peopled entered the sanctuary, all women were adorned with aRED scarf.

Leading: Theorder of worship was designed by Jessica Bauman (1% year student at Bethany) and
Elizabeth Kéeller (graduding senior at Bethany). Jessica Bauman served as Worship
Leader. Delora Roop (administrative assistant at Bethany) accompanied us with drum
and piano. Rob Miller (1% year Bethany student) designed the Worship Center. Stephen
Reid (academic dean at Bethany) read Scripture. Anna Lisa Gross (2™ year student at
Bethany) presented readings from The Red Tent. Elizabeth Keller preached the message,
(Flow Spirit Flow.O Amy Gall Ritchie (director of student development at Bethany)
shared in prayer.

Order Of Worship:

Prelude

Invitation to Openness
[all wereinvited to be Open to the Sprit aswe gather for worship]
gatﬁering Hymn OGathereHlerein the MysteryO Supplement

#1046
[accompanied with the beating of a drum, sungfour times through,in a round]

Red Tent ~ Separation

[thefollowing wordswere spoken by Jessica Baurman:]
Heed these wordsfromthe Holiness Code Leviticus15:19-24:

QWhen awoman has a discharge of bloodthat is her regular discharge from her body, sheshdl bein her
impurity for seven days, and whoever toudhes he shdl be undean untl the evening. Everything upon
which she lies during he impurity shdl be unclean; everything also upon which she sits shdl be
undean. Whoever toudhes he bed shdl wash his clothes, and bahe in water, and be undean untl the
evening. Whoever toudhes anything uponwhich she sits shdl wash his clothes, and bahe in water, and
be undean untl the evening; whether it is the bed or anything uponwhich she sits, when he toudes it



heshdl be undean until the evening. If any man lieswith her, and her impurity falls on him, he shdl be
undean seven days; and every bed on which helies shdl beundean.O

According to this codeal women, who are deemed undean, signified by thar red scarves, shdl rise and
take thar placein thered tentin order tha therest of usremain clean.

[all women were indructed to take thar place unde the Red Tent; men andwomen now sat separated]

Responsive Prayer written by Jessica
Bauman
Speaker: Passionae and Living Creator, you formed usand set in motion our lives. Intricately you

woveusinto thisworld. With so much awe in your creation, why do we twingeor ignae
thebeautiful life giving nature of blood?

Women: We find ourselves many times uncomfortable to spesk of Qha time of the month.O
Why? Isit tha we are undean like it saysin Leviticus? Are we impure and to beto be
touched?

Men: We also find tha it can be uncomfortable to spesk of awoman@® mengrud cycle. Why?

It is something tha our sisters go through every month, a naural occurrence in thar
bodies. Yet, we are separated or separate ourselves from this important event in thar
lives. How should we ask them to share ther stories with us?

ALL: Why separation? Why not celebration and wholeness?

Hymn OSpiritof the Living GodO Blue Hymnal,#349
[sungthroughtwice]

Scripture Reading Leviticus 15:1924

[here the Saipture wasread in both Hebrew and English by Steve Reid]

Message OflowSpirit flowO

[part Ong]

written by Elizabeh J. Keller

So | was standing in linelast summer waiting for a frozen fruit drink, when my brand new friend Roshni
Rai DRoshni who was raised in Nepd in the Hindu faith D asks me matter-of-factly, CElizabeth, are you

alowed to attend temple when you are mengruaing? [pause] From there, two women Din so many



ways foreign to oneanother B became friendsas we shared our stories of periodsand purity, of cramps

and cugoms, of shame and secrecy, of life and love.

Since the beaginning of our creation, | am convinced, women have gahered around the mystery of
mengdruding. In fact, men may not knowthis, butthere is such amystery, that often times when women
live and work togeher, they begin to flow together Bno kidding, if you have ever lived in an al-female
residdence hdl, then you know what | mean. So today, here in this sacred space, all women flow

togdher.

Because we share in common, the mengrud cycle, it can create a sacred space of story-telling.
Swapping stories of our symptoms is always a highlight DOy eh, my bdly bloas, my face blemishes, my
breasts ache, my homones flare, and | want CHOCOLATE.O Other times we swap those sometimes
shameful or sometimes surprising stories  when we first began or when we began unexpectedly or
when we didn®begin B but we should have . . . (if you knowwhat | mean). Yet other times we shae
stories of sadness B when the blood stops flowing, when the eggs stop dropping, or the baby stops
kicking.

From our ovaries to thefallopian tubesto our uterus. . . WAIT A MINUTE, do you men actudly knows
what hgppens down there, in there? Al@ight just in case, a quick tutorial: women are born with a life
supply of unfertilized eggs stored in the ovaries. Each month only one egg reaches maturity; it then
travels throughthe fallopian tubes into the uterus  All the while, the lining of the uterusis thickening,
thus preparing space to grow new life. Once the egg reaches the uterus it can be fertilized D tha®
where themen comeinto play. If theeggisfertilized, a fetusbeginsto grow. If it@ not fertilized, then
thelining of theuterussheds which isthebloodthat flows from us. . .

| know this text and topic might make many of usunammfortable. So | thank youfor your openness bto
listen, to paticipae, and to imagine So as we sit sepaately, yet togeher, | invite each of usto listen
closly and imagine how the Spirit of life flows from all of us male and female Bblood and seed B each
of uspaticipaingin thecycle of death and life.

OHRow Spirit FlowO. . .

By now, |®n imagining that these words evoke new images as we engage the L eviti custext,
Qor when awoman has adischarge of bloodfrom her body,sheshdl bein her impurityO. . .
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Such mystery and division course through our history and traditions of the woman® mengrud cycle.
Such ambiguity arises as we attempt to make sense of this Leviticustext. Men making meaning in the
Priestly Codeand the Holiness Codeof this Qragind blood, which pollutes.O Women making meaning
with ther lives and with ther bodies and in ther relationdhips with self, others, and God as to this
Qvagind blood, which cleanses.O

What image comesto your mind when we speak of BLOOD?

Blood often evokes images of fear, loss, pan Band yes, desth. We imaginethe blood of Christ dripping
from his body and from thecross. Yet the Hebrew word for blood,dam, is strongly assodated with life
. .. bloodis a life-giving agent (offering us oxygen, in fact) Dit flows and breathes and cleanses new
life, jug asthebloodof Christ triumphsove death and risesto life eternd.

So why then is a women@ discharge of blood consider ed impure?

As descendants of the Abrahamic traditions | turn to our Jewish friendsfor wisdom and ingght, and
especialy to the book entitled, OVomen and Water: Mengruation in Jewish Life and LawOedited by
Rachd Wasserfall. In her work, Wasserfall quickly expresses how the laws of family purity which
goven the niddah B meaning OnengruaingOor Anengruaing woman@® how these laws have been
interpreted and reinterpreted throughoutthe centuries. She shares three stories demondrating how these
laws have deeply impacted familial and cultural communities B through separation and oppression,
throughsecrecy and shame, and yet, even throughspiritudity and wholeness.

Niddah is derived from the word nadad meaning GepaationOor (heng removed.O Originally,
restrictionsregarding niddahfocused on preserving the purnty of the Temple. The Priestly Codes then,
addressed how women and men@ natural discharges defiled the purity of the Temple. Purity was not
about morality; it was about the relationdhip between Jew and Creator. Thus it is not a sin to
mendruae Dbutit does separate usfrom God.

In addition to the Priestly Codes come the Holiness Codes. The Holiness Codes address the activities

dependent on the will of the actors. Hereit is about morality. It isan act of volition, for example, for a



man to have a sexud encounter with a mendruaing woman. Mendruation then becomes attached to a
sinful act. Thusas Wasserfall suggests, niddahcomes to describe a forbidden act.

This dudity Basyou canimaginebhascausednuchambiguity. . .
ambiguity in howwe interpret thewoman® mengrual cycle,

One interpretation of mendruaion describes it as impure because it represents a loss of
potentia life, of not bang whole. It is true mendruaion is the shedding of blood tha
was preparing to carry new life Bbut reason tells me tha it isimpossible for awoman to
become pregnant every month B seeing that it takes nine monthsto grow life Bthusl can
condude if only by reason done tha God did not intend for our bodies to create life
every month, thusthis shedding is naural B and a sign of hedth and vitality . . . the
cycles of our bodies always making roomfor new life. . . [this soundstheological, if you
ask mel] (pause)

We have so much yet to learn from our bodies Might the natural shedding and
flowing Bnat separate usfrom God Bbutrevea God@ mystery of life and death?

there is also, ambiguity in howwe implement laws andlife that govern a woman® mendrual cycle,

As the Leviticus text demands women are not to be touched. Throughoutdifferent
periods of antiquity, women have been segregated and separated into what was called a
hous of impurity.O There they could not adorn themselves, ate along and could not
continuethar houshold duties B because only pure food could be eaten in the presence
of God. Even in thetimes tha women were not physcally separated, they were aways
congdered impure and undean B made to feel untoudhable, made to feel dirty, messy,
andfilthy, made to feel unworthy of God’s love.

We have so much yet to learn from GodOdaw. Might the natural shedding and
flowing B not separate us from community B but make us whole D by revealing the
miracle of life in both males and females, in both blood and seed? Each of us holdsthe
gift of giving physcal life . . . and for thoe here among us who are unale to give
physcad life, may you knowtha each of usholdsthe gift of giving birth to spiritud life.

andyet, there is ambiguity in howwe imagine our relationdhip with God during our mendrual cycle. . .

Where two or three are gahered, | am there among them. Theologian and teacher, Steve
Reid, tells me that it is only recently tha the scholarly realm has really began to talk
aboutmengruaion Das he putit, Q\s the demographics change then what we talk about
changes.O So even thoughit has been taboo to talk abouta woman@® discharge, like |
ingsted earlier, women have been talking about it from the beginning of our creation.
Shunnal and separated from the men perhgs yet we stand in solidarity as women
sharing our story in sacred spaces. Where two or three are gahered sharing thar stories,
Godisreveded. Lifeandlovearereveaed.



No other place does this come alive then in the pages of Anita Diamant@ book Orhe Red TentO. . . Here
shetells a Midrash to the Biblical story of Dinah, daughter to Leah who is married to Jacob. Told from
Dinah@ voice, she spesks the stories of her mother's Bnot only Lesh, but Rachd, and Zilpah, and Bilah
(al wives to Jacob) b and how these women trandorm the tradition of the Leviticus Code P of a
woman@ discharge. The women enter into the Red Tent at the rising of the new moon (for they too
flow togeher) Dfor three days and three nights, they gather in wha becomes a sacred space.. . . shumed
and separated? B oh no bdelightedandgrateful dirty andfilthy?Doh nobrestedandsalty. . .

Hearnow thevoice of Dinah,
May herwordsandimagessoakinto your being,
asshetells their untold,unspokerstories
of thelife anddeaththatflows from thesewomenOwombs. . .

[at this time, the sermon pauss,
Annalisa Grossrose fromwithin the Red Tent,
dressed in peasant-like clothing, portraying Dinah,and spoke these words . .]

Thegreat mother whomwe call Innanagave a gift to woman tha is not known among men,
and thisisthe secret of blood

Theflow at the dark of themoon, the healing blood of themoon®birth B

to men, thisis flux and distemper, bother and pain.

They imaginewe suffer and consder themselves lucky.

We do not disabuse them.

Here in the Red Tent women learn how to manage the flow of blood, how to rejoice in the dark of the
moon, howto join her body©cycle with therepdition of life. . .

In the ninth month after Jacob@arrival, Rachd bled her first blood and cried with relief.

Adah, Lesh, and Zilpah sang the piercing song tha announes births, deaths and women@ ripening,.
Asthesun set onthenew moonwhen all thewomen commenced bleeding,

they rubbal hennaon Rachd @ fingenals and on the soles of her feet.

Her eyelidswere panted yellow,

and they did every bangle, gem, and jewel tha could befoundonto he finge's, toes, ankles, and wrists.
They covered her head with thefinest embroidery and let her into theRed Tent.

Rachd miscarried again and again.

After thebloodyfloodwashed away her hopes afourth time,

Rachd turned her attention as an apprentice to themidwife Inna

From her encounters and experiences as a midwife,

Rachd broughther sisters stories tha made them weep, and sigh, and wonde.
Of amother who died and afather who sold theinfant before thebodywas cold.
Of aman who swoonel at thedesth of a bdoved wife.

Of awoman who cried bloodfor her dead child.



Shetold of potionstha worked a miracle upononewoman
and seemed to kill another,
of bloodtha carried off and bloodtha hedled. . .

Here in the Red Tent women know that desth is the shadow of birth, the price women pay for the honor
of givinglife. Thus our sorrow is measured.

| Dinah, was bom onafull moon It wasan easy birth. Thenext morning my mother began to countout
two mooncyclesin theRed Tent. You see, after the birth of a boy, mothers rest from onemoonto the
next, but the birth of a birth-giver requires a longer period of separation from the world of men. Orhe
second month was such a ddight Omy mother Lesh told me. My sisters treated us both like queens
You Dinah, were never left lying upona blanket for a moment. There were always arms to hold you,
cuddle you, and embrace you. We oiled your skin morning and night  We sang songsinto your ears, but
we did not coo or babble. We spoketo you with all our words, as thoughyou were a grown sister.O

Here in the Red Tent women celebrate the new moon with cakes and dancdng and songs and stories,
leavingill will outsidefor theduration of darkness.

| was red with envy when | learned my cousn Tabea entered the Red Tent before | did. She was no
longe achild butawoman. | had athousnd questionsto ask her. | wanted to sit with the other women
untll | was pregnant, no longe carrying and fetching during the new moon, idling with my mothers in
the ruddy shade of the Red Tent for three days and three nights, my blood flowing into the fresh straw,

filling the air with the salt smell of women. Mosly, | wanted to know, whether the world was
a different place now that her placein it wasdifferent.

Herein the Red Tent, thetruth is known.

HereintheRed Tent,

where days pass like a gentle stream,

cleansng the body of last month@ desth, preparing the bodyto receive thenew monthdife,
women give thanksb

for repose and restoration,

for theknowledgetha life comes from between our legsand that life cogs blood.

[ sermon resumes; part Two]

| cannot forget my sister Guyany. During my recent travels to Nepd, | met he in the village of
Rithepani. Breath-takingly beautiful, we ingantly connected. She gave me her email address and told
me never to forget her Dand | won® As our group gathered aroundher and the other women from the
grassroots organization, Women Empowerment, we asked them if they would be willing to share thar
story with us  You mug know tha traditiondly, Nepai women are not allowed to spesk freely, women
dare not say GhoOto their husbands D and so to share ther stories required tremendouscourage. Only
two of theten women dared to speak B Guyany was oneof them. Shetold he story and as shedid . . .
her lip began to quiver.



As her lip quivered, | began to wonde Bwha is her untold story? | mean, if it@ this frightening to share
thar stories of perseverance, how devastating mug ther untold story be? Knowing, for example, what |
know about sexud violence in my own land where we are fairly able to spesk freely, wha mug it be
like for these women who can never say GhoQ@

What is thar untold story tha holds so much shame, so much guilt, so much shunning and separation
from the love of sdf, the love of other, and the love of God. Wha is tha story embedded so deep
ingde it awaits to be shed, so tha new life can grow?

Each of ushas one

Untold stories B

hidden between thelines of our sacred text and our holy lives,
hidden behind closed doors,

inddethetent,

beween the shests,

behind our masks,

ingddethewomb and the seed,

beyondwords

and beyond quiveringlips

What isyour untold story?
What isyour untold story that separates you from self, from others, and from God?
What isyour untold story that keeps you from being whole?

As Leah and Rachd and Zilpah and Bilah and Dinah experienced separation from self, others, and God,
they began to create a sacred space to tell thar stories B
to dance, andrest, and eat, and drink, and laughand cry;
asancuay where thebloodof death and life flowed . . .
In speaking and sharing thar stories, wha was onae a place of oppression becomes a place of liberation.

Many of you dor®know my untold story.

For aboutten years, | dedlt with deep, degp depresson

took medication, contemplated suicide, cried every day.

When | arrived to Bethany Bhaving hit rodk bottom,

| felt theHoly Spirit wrap its arms aroundme holding me firmly in place.

| didn'tfeel much of anythingfor ayear Bbut | stood till for thefirst timein years.

When | arrived to Northview for my ministry formation,

the pastors, Phil and Louie, really stretched and chdlenged me to share my struggle with depressonb
thiswas NOT something Keller wanted to dob

people perceived me as confident and postive Bl'd rather they never know.

So | began to pray with Amy Bthank you sister.

| never prayed like this before, ever.

During the First Sundgy of Advent, | shared my Untold Story with tha holy community B
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"Godisin both theday and night," | spoke

"My degpest desireisto know JOY . Deep. Real. Ever-Lasting JOY ."
andinthetelling,| began to feel liberated.

Then this amazing thing hgppened,

and | change.

| changed.

My lifeanditsplacein it findly made pefect, whole sense.

My womb became ripe and ready to befilled with peace, life, loveand yes, JOY .
| said YESto God@call in my life.

al of this, It'sso true

It isn@truefor everyoneb

jug five monthslater, my friend Lee Eshdman committed suicide Bfrom years of batling depression.
LeeOstory getsme stuck B

GuyanyOstory getsme stuck.

If 1Qre learned anything at Bethany D

Itisto tell the Story B

To tell the story of thewomen, named and unnaned;

To tell Our story,

Lee@ story,

Guyany@ story,

To tell the stories of death and ife,

Thiscycle of death and life is so evidentin Holy Scripture,
So evident in Jesus Chrigt,

So evidentin all of creation,

andyes, even in our mengrud cycles:

in the emptying and filling, of sheddingand renewing, of cleansingand growing.

Mineto do, no matter my ministry B

isto create a safe, sacred space Dfor everyoneto come and tell thar untold story,
So tha each of usmay findly know. . .

That nothing can separate usfromthelove of God:

life can® desth can@

angds won®and all the power of hdl itself cannotkeep God@love away,

our fearsfor tomorrow, our worries abouttomorrow;

or where we are, high abovethesky or in thedegpest ocean,

nothing can separate us from the love of God . . .

What is your Untold Story?
Have you beenchangedin Christ Jesus?

As Dinah asked her cousin Tabea, Os theworld a different place now tha your place in it is different?0
Coming to Bethany and accepting the cal, our place in the church and world is different bWe are
leaders. We have been called Bto LEAD theway . ..



As church leaders, we need to know B in ourselves B how to create sacred speces to tell our untold
stories Bto name them, to go deeper, to tell how we have been tranformed in Christ Jesus  |f we can®

go there ourselves, then how can we expect those for whomwe minister?

Like our mengrud cycle, -- | admit Dit can get messy and sticky. 1t& often panful, causng cramping
and discomfort. But if we want to make a space for new life, we mug endure. We gottaOuse those
taboo words like mengrudion and depression, sterile and barren, miscarriage and abortion, child
molestation and domestic violence, rape quexr and straight sex, suicide and cutting, anorexia and
addiction, abuse and neglect, debt and obesity, angry and annoyed, doubful and confused, inadequae
and incompetent, needy and afraid, offended and broken, londy and weary, hurt and sad.

It truly isin thehonest telling that we begin to know the presence of God, the peace of Christ, the power
of theHoly Spirit. Gathering as a community in the Red Tent, we share our mog inward selves Band so
| come to know you in away 1@e not yet known you P and the lining of thewalls | built, shed. Those

places of secrecy and division are trandormed. Eventudly, God willing, we become whole.

[paus for a moment of silence]

Red Tent ~ Wholeness

Welcome
[thefollowing wordswere spoken by Elizabeh Keller]

While we sit separated,

we acknowledgetha each of ushas been shgped and formed from our role as men and women;
Yet, | bdieve tha each of usholdsboth feminineand masculine qudities of God;

(some of us more of one than the other, yet still);

and while the wholeness of God might never be known to ushere and now,

| beieve tha we draw closer to God@wholeness,

as we come to claim both thefeminine and masculinein ourselves;

and when we do, togeher we make love. . . peace, and judice,

as Onebodythroughthe mystery of God@ presence and power.

Soon, thewomen of the Red Tent will welcome you men into this sacred space b

by adoming you with ared scarf.

Come. Sit. Rest...withus

All areinvited to tell thar Untold Story b

For some of us it may notbetheright time or theright place b

Or we may nat yet know how to talk aboutit.

If so, feel free perhgps to speak ourloudatabooword in your life Dorin thelife of afriend.
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Or women, feel free to share a story of mendruaion Bthat first talk with your mother or a friend, your
first bleed, or how you shared it with your own daughters or sons
OR revel inthemystery of God@wholeness flowingintheRed Tent. . .

[at this time, women rose fromthe Red Tent to adarn the men with a red scarf
andwelcome them into the Red Tent; )
aswe moved, we sangtogeher OGathered Here in the MysteryO

P againinaroundandatthebeating of a drum|
b

*Hymn OGathereHerein the MysteryO Supplemen#1046
Telling our Untold Stories

[here all personswere welcomed to share thar Untold Stories]

Prayer of Response

[here Amy Gall Ritchie closed our time of sharing with a podic prayer]

Sending writen by  Jessica
Bauman

[at thistime, everyonewasinvted to toudh oneanother B
holding hands as Jessica Baunman spoke these wordg|

In this circle we gahe near
Unde thetent the Spirit here

Shaing stories tha have not been told
Women men speaking bold

Cycle, shedding, liferenewed
Seeing bloodin a greater hue

Sepaation moves usinto fear
But wholeness beckonsthe Spirit's mirror

*Sending Hymn OSpiriof LifeO Supplemen#1129
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