






Editor's Remarks 

Tanya Atwood Hoover 
Noelle York 

Sitting on the rug of Noelle's den, reading the ideas, musings, prayers, and 
emotions of our sisters in the Yale Divinity School community, we were struck by 
the overarching theme of being on the threshold of possibility. It becomes clearer 
and clearer the more these voices are heard, the stronger the voices will become, 
that the women around us and within us are expanding the boundaries that have 
attempted to confine us for so long. 

We invite you to read the powerful words within these pages and reflect 
on your own voice and the voices of women in your life. Are they loud? Are they 
stifled? Are they breaking down walls and transcending boundaries? These pieces 
are contributions to a conversation, the fruit of which will ripen into the heightened 
acceptance of women's beautiful voices. 
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Kate Heichler 

The Visitation of Mary to Elizabeth 

I didn't know what to think! I didn't know what to dol The... angel - it's still 
hard for me to say that out loud, but that's what he was, no doubt about it -
Gabriel. The angel was suddenly there. He told me what he had been sent to tell 
me -that I ... somehow ... though I wasn't married and was still ... you know ... I 
had never ... Anyway, that I would have a son, with all these incomprehensible 
titles, who would reign forever, who would be called the Son of God -

And I said, "I am the Lord's servant; let it be to me as you have said," hardly 
knowing what I was saying, but knowing it was right. And then, as suddenly as 
he had appeared, the angel was gone. The space he left behind was huge, like a 
whole lot of air had gone out of the room. My ears were ringing for some time 
afterward, and my whole body was sort of ... buzzing. Humming with energy. 
But I knew that what he said was true, and that it had already begun. 

Over the next week I could feel changes happening in my body, and some of the 
realities started to hit me - what would people say when they saw me thickening 
up and being sick half the time? The women who worked with me would know 
right away. I had already tried to explain to Joseph, who was at least kind, but I 
don't know if he really believed me. 

And then there was my mother, the look she gave me when I tried to tell her. She 
didn't say anything - she's really good at making whole speeches with just the 
look in her eye, the way she sets her mouth or her eyebrows, the way she turns 
away or looks just past you. She wasn't buying this -and why should she? She 
had worked very hard to get me betrothed to a man like Joseph. She saw all her 
plans going up in smoke. Whether she believed me or not, her plans were being 
demolished and she was not happy about it. 

I just thought, "I need to get out ofNazareth for a while." And there was only 
one place to go -to my mother's cousin Elizabeth. We've never been all that 
close -she's more like an aunt, really- much, much older than I, even older thai 
my mother! But the angel had told me that this old woman, who had never been 
able to have children, was in her sixth month - and that this was somehow part 
of the thing that was happening to me. And I had heard that her husband Zecha
riah had seen a vision in the temple, and had not been able to speak since -- "For 
nothing is impossible with God," he said, the angel, Gabriel. 

So I got ready and went as fast as I could to the hills of Judea, to the town where 
they live. And when I entered Zechariah's house and greeted Elizabeth, the 
strangest thing happened -she clutched her belly and looked like she was about 
to fall over, and then a peacefulness settled over her. She said, "Blessed are you 
among women! And blessed is the child you will bear! But why am I so favored, 
that the mother of my Lord should come to me?" 
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:::an you believe it? She knew! She knew! She knew what the angel had told me. I 
;an't tell you what it meant for me to hear that. Because as much as I believed 
.vhat the angel had said, and even though I could feel this new life starting to stir 
nside me, there was still a voice that whispered every once in awhile -- "Maybe 
you're just going crazy. These things don't happen, and certainly not to you." 

But Elizabeth knew it too, without my having said a word! "The mother ofmy 
Lord," she called me. What is to become ofus? She told me that as soon as the 
,ound of my greeting reached her ears, the baby inside her leaped for joy! "Oh, 
blessed are you!" she told me. "Blessed is she who has believed what the Lord 
h.as said to her will be accomplished!" 

And I saw that she was right, that this was a blessing, not only to me, but even for 
the world; that God was doing something he had long promised, as long ago as to 
our father Abraham, that he would be merciful to his people. 

And I saw that this great mercy of God extends to all those who fear him, in 
every generation, not just those who are alive today. God has done mighty deeds, 
impossible things, with his strong arm - he hasn't chosen those who think so well 
of themselves in their own thoughts; no, he has scattered them and chosen a mere 
girl! He hasn't called the rulers on their thrones - he has brought them down and 
lifted up the humble! He has sent away the rich, and he has filled the hungry with 
good things. Everything was going to be different from now on. 

And so I also saw that this was a blessing to me - that God had chosen me as his 
servant in my humble state, even though I'm not rich or educated or successful or 
mature. From now on all generations to come will call me blessed, because this 
Savior would be born from my womb. The Mighty One has done great things for 
me - and holy is his name! 

And what a thought - that all this would come about through a body. my body. 
That God loves us so much - even our flesh and bones and tissue - that he will 
bring about such a blessing ... Well, just to think of it sends me into a state of 
praise. It's like my whole soul glorifies the Lord, and my whole spirit rejoices in 
God, my Savior! 

(Pause.) Well, I stayed with Elizabeth for about three months - she was almost 
ready to give birth to her baby John, who was to be connected to my baby in 
ways we couldn't fully figure out, though we talked about it a lot. I was definitely 
showing by then. But I was ready to go home and face whatever I had to face. I 
knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that God was real and that his word was true -
and that whatever happened, he would be with me in it. 
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Morgandy 

It is about what it is all about. 

It is that time of year, it is all about pressure, and it is all about choice 

It is about entering that part of the house of pain and divulging what until now has 

been kept successfully in the dark 

It is about reaching out and malting a conscious decision to share and to trust, be

cause anything short of that would seem made up and in fact, it would be made up. 

It is about realizing that there is nothing left to loose because everything has al

ready been lost and that which is being held on to is nothing but an illusion any

how 

It is about taking a risk and knowing exactly what is being risked 

It is about growing in pain and being able to acknowledge that pain for what it is 

It is about acknowledging a call to ministry and knowing just what the options are 

and understanding just how your life fits the bill 

It is about fully relating to your understanding of Hosea and his instruction from 

God to marry a particular type of woman to demonstrate a particular type of union 

to a particular group of people at a particular time in a particular set of circum

stances --- all of this is the period at the end of the idea 

It is about marrying outside of culture, living securely in one's own culture and 

trying to communicate outside one's culture 

It is about finding opposition to all that is taken for granted as being so and seeing 

someone else that it ain't so with It is about knowing thatwith good reason - this 

is not what they are or who they pretend to be and struggling to understand while 

trying to preserve the progeny and be true to the call of God - it is all about tliat 

It is all about suffering years of sexual abuse and verbal abuse and finding your 

strength where it should be-- in God 

It is all about not wanting to let go or vicariously throw away those gifts that God 

has given. 

It is all about living life in an artificial world created by substances of abuse and 

finally after years of sobriety seeing the world as it was seen before the extended 

vacation - waking up and realizing the mess that has been made and trying to sal

vage what is left of the life the was given --- in faith, love, and sacrifice 

It is all about reconciling all of tl1ese things and feeling not only the desire but also 

the need to give back the love, faith and sacrifice to the source 

It is all about embarking on a four year journey to yet a different world and realiz

ing that it could to slip out of your hands - because a choice was made that would 

not allow for the recovery or supernaturalness that one has become accustomed 
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in the middle of finals week at Yale University 

It is about the uneasiness of knowing that ministry to women in prison is where one is 

called because one's life only falls short of their situation by a choice one did not 

make and that was to risk incarceration in order to deal with the pain 

It is all about learning to be successful juggling all the responsibilities and having ad

ditional items thrown in the midst of the process and trying to keep them all in the air 

while making the adjustments spontaneously 

It is about being given a chance and knowing the end is near for completion and real

izing that according to the rules - you have blown it in good fashion 

It is about needing mercy and praying for grace - for yet one more time 

It is about repentance - it is about realizing that no badgering to do something else 

when one should have been keeping one's eye on the prize should have swayed one 

from the ultimate responsibility 

It is about realizing that pleading may not be enough and feeling a sickness in the pit 

of one's stomach and a darkness creeping in over one's soul - and smiling because it 

is Christmas time 

It is about one more time allowing someone to convince you that what you are re

quired to do can wait, because they want attention from you and you have things to do 

that will not get done without you -your children are depending on you, the Christ

mas shopping has to be done, I will not go on my own, you really are not doing any

thing anyway, why are you reading yet another book --- these things must be done --

it is Christmas time - finals, what are they? I never attended elementary school - you 

always seem to get these things done - let us go 

It is about giving in, giving up, falling short, and once again needing forgiveness and 

mercy 

It is about facing all the unresolved conflicts and finding out that the problem was the 

weakness of the individual in the circumstances, not so much the circumstances -

It is about holding the key to the cell, opening the door and stepping further back into 

the cell into the darkness and waking up to realize the horrible mistake that one has 

made and crying out from the dark comer for a flashlight so one can find their way 

back to the doorway - this is what this is all about. 

It is about reading this spewing forth, wanting to be invisible and realizing, that it is 

too late. 

It is all about being frustrated, anxious, and scared. 
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Knsten Leshe 

Courage? 

I research rape. Actually, I do research on what helps survivors of ac
quaintance rape heal. Looking straight into the face of pain can be exhausting and I 
get frustrated when I reach my limits. To no surprise, I hit my limits more often 
then I like. When I hit those limits I find distractions. Today my distraction was 
the village tea shop. The proprietor was a gentle woman with a broad knowledge 
of tea. As we chatted the conversation came around to what I do. "I research 
rape." I hate saying that. It is inevitably a conversation stopper. I wish I had an
other sentence that I could add so that it gave my conversation partner a clue as to 
how to respond. The normal "oh, that's interesting" is seemingly not appropriate, 
or at least has never, in my experience, been the pleasantry to follow. Today, the 
tea seller responded, "You must be very courageous." Is that was this is? I am feel
ing fairly tired by the length of this current project and courage is just not the moti
vating factor that gets me to my study each day. Is it courageous that I have chosen 
this topic with which to launch my academic career? Heart wrenching, haunting, 
enraging ... definitely. But courageous? 

I suppose I could go on sermonically about how much courage it takes to 
look at the effects of evil, but such altruistic waxing would lack honesty and integ
rity. I listen to the stories of rape survivors not so that I can learn about rape. 
Gads, all you have to do is listen to the news. I listen to the women because I want 
to know what has helped and is helping them survive. I have never been raped. 
My ability to empathize with survivors can be compromised because I get so angry 
at rapists. Aside from that, I am afraid ... so afraid .... that if I were raped I would not 
be strong enough to survive the social, psychological, emotional, spiritual, cogni
tive, and relational damage it would do to me and my loved ones. In awe I listen to 
women as they speak of healing from violent atrocities and wonder how it is that 
they can get out of bed in the morning. How do they watch the news? How do 
they live with the "if only I had's" that so often follow acquaintance rape? The sto
ries they tell me shake me to my core. I find that I can get so angry that I want to 
yell at someone, or at least shame the hell out of someone. And I know that won't 
help. 

I operate from a tenuous notion that I can do some things to completely 
avoid violence. I never go to the ATM machine, the grocery store, or the gas sta
tion at night. I refuse to support movies that normalize violence or see it as a way 
to build the plot. I know about avoiding unlit places, unknown men, and untrimmed 
sidewalks. And yet I know the statistics. It is not strangers who do the most harm. 
It's "loved ones," bosses, acquaintances, and once trusted friends. Of course that 
makes me sadly suspicious of many men, even card-carrying members of Amnesty 
International. It has effected my own relationship with my spouse. 
So why research rape? 

I research the experience of survivors of acquaintance rape so that I can 
make a difference in their healing process. I know both from my research and my 
experience, that listening and believing survivors makes a huge difference. I listen 
and believe survivors of rape because they deserve at least that. I listen for myself 
as well. Courage? Maybe. Self-Defense? Unfortunately. Making a Difference in 
the life of a survivor? Thankfully. 
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