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Introduction

You may be wondering why in 2019, revise a book published in 2013, or what motivation produced this rather unusual book in the first place? I would not have raised such questions had they not been put to me by my publisher.

Sophia & Daughters has been out of print for five years and copies have been requested. Why then revise the text? One factor being I’ve written many thousands of words since 2013 – sermons, prayers, devotions, lectures and novels. Writing stimulates ideas and good ideas need sharing. Sophia & Daughters, though written with worship leaders in mind, consist primarily of mediations for personal use.

My recent books have focussed on resourcing leaders. Theme Scheme offers activities and practical tips for people working with children, youth or seniors. Ten Plays relates to the liturgical year providing short easy drams for churches. Lay Breaching Basics gives information on everything lay worship leaders need to know. As these were compiled as a resource set it seemed sensible to add Sophia & Daughter Revised to the set.

Sophia and Daughter Revised contains additional stories of Bible women and others. Some of the original Sophia prayers are repeated in Lay Preaching Basics. These have been replaced with new prayers. A new section has been added comprising of lists and notes complied as a personal resource for preparing Bible puzzles and study group material.

To address motivation requires tracking to Hokitika in the 1970s. My husband was an enthusiastic Jaycee – a leadership training group for men under 40 keen to participate in community service. Jaycees’ wives were encouraged to be Jayceettes and have occasional social evenings in each other’s homes but mostly to provide refreshments for the men working on community projects. Jaycee Conferences attracted hundreds of young adults.

While the men discussed important business, the ladies were entertained but we did hear the Jaycee Creed recited frequently, beginning: We believe that faith in God gives meaning and purpose to human life ... and ending that service to humankind is the best work of life. Some women got to thinking such beliefs are not a male prerogative and why shouldn’t women join in the leadership training, regional debates and local projects? Hokitika Jaycees disbanded Jayceettes and gave women full membership rights. Much work went into convincing the entire county. 

I also belonged to Hokitika Young Wives made up of Anglicans, Presbyterians and Methodists. We took turns leading creative monthly programmes. Some of us disliked being in a group that defined membership by marital status and advocated a name change. Community Women thrived (until many of its founders were grandmothers). A discussion on Bible characters disclosed that buzz groups could easily name 10 males, but none could name 10 female characters. Being a teacher by profession and inclination I devised crosswords and word-searches to remedy this knowledge gap.

As a motellier in Dunedin I was able to attend some courses at Knox Theological College including Using New Zealand Short Stories as a Pastoral Resource and Women in Biblical Text that led me to read beneath the text and flesh out flat, female characters. As a lay preacher I used my stories in church. They were well received. Good ideas should be shared.

Rosalie Sugrue, July 2019
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Hats that made Heads Turn – 32nd national Jaycee convention in Dunedin, Rosalie and Jack Sugrue of Hokitika

Otago Daily Times, 18 October 1975

 


Prayer for Women

Earth Mother, Sky Father, Creator and Sustainer of us all;
We acknowledge you as The One who prompts us to reflect.
Today we reflect on your goodness experienced through womankind. 
We remember before you women who have touched our lives… 
For such women we say Thank You.

We bring names from the past into conscious memory.
From the web of women that glisten in our family tree we silently name – 
mothers, grandmothers, sisters, aunts, cousins 
and others we claim as family… 
Whether they live in this world or the next 
we know all are known to you…
God bless our kinswomen.

From the tapestry of significant women who have enhanced our lives
We silently name: teachers, preachers, leaders, mentors and friends… 
We give thanks for the rich fabric 
woven by poets, authors, artists, actors, 
dancers, musicians, craftswomen and all who inspire and influence.
God bless inspirational women.

For the hidden skeleton of women who work to change
attitudes and laws in the cause of justice we give thanks.
We remember those who facilitate behind the scenes,
and those who work at the raw edge of human need… 
God bless caring women.

We have been enriched by encountering women
who persevere, endure, nurture and support;
Women of patience, prayer and charisma;
Passionate women, practical women, and fun folk…
God Bless nurturing women

From the intuitive nature of woman comes an urge for peace;
We give thanks for this gift and celebrate its application
be it with sibling toddlers, fractious friends or paying clients,
be it by swift action, or hard wrought in boardrooms and chambers;
God bless peace-active women.

From the sparkling spread of history-makers,
women we have never met but whose names and deeds
are notched in our memories as heroes and role-models;
We bring names and recall deeds and marvel…
God bless special women.

For the vast network of workers who keep society functioning:
business-women, home-makers, lawyers, vets, 
assistants, doctors, nurses, 
trades-women, seasonal workers, waitresses, 
factory workers, motelliers, 
presbyters, receptionists, cleaners, clerks, carers, politicians, 
CEOs and volunteers …
God bless working women.

For the myriad of unremarkable women:
Struggling women, suffering women, and ourselves we pray…
Strengthen our sisterhood as together we work for a better world;
Show us how to become more like the woman we admire.
God bless ordinary women.

Enable us to claim the best in feminist values and feminine wisdom;
Help us reveal the Spiritual within the Material, 
and the Sacred within the Secular.
With strong threads from the past 
and rays of bright hope for the future,
Help us weave a faith suitable for today – a mantle worthy of tomorrow’s daughters.
God bless us all. Amen


Spiritual Women

Sophia • Sarah • Miriam • Mahlah and Sisters • Hannah
Abigail •  Esther • An Unknown Wife • Priscilla • Eunice

 


[image: ]



 

Breath of the Spirit come blow among us
fill and inspire us, with life-giving joy.


Sophia

 

I am Wisdom, as old as time and as fresh as tomorrow,
I rippled the waters when the earth was without form, 
I am the inseparable feminine companion of the Creator,
With the breath of life I entered the human being; 
WE are the God who rejoices when all was good.

I am Pentecost, vibrant as fire and as strong as words,
I am as invisible as the wind and as powerful as Love,
I am everywhere and nowhere, my nature is nurture,
Looking will not find me – I am discerned by hearing;
WE are the God who rejoices when all will be good.

I am as Ruah, the indefinable breath of God,
I whisper in the minds of the newborn,
I prime the soul and nudge the conscience,
I invoke the awe that prompts human response;
WE are the God who rejoices when all is good.

Then God said, “Let us make humankind in our image, 
according to our likeness…” Genesis, 1:26
…and indeed it was very good. Genesis, 1:31


Sarah

 

We bring names from the past into conscious memory.
From the web of women that glisten in our family tree we silently name – mothers, grandmothers, sisters, aunts, cousins 
and others we claim as family
Whether they live in this world or the next 
we know all are known to you…
God bless our kinswomen.

 

Yes, I laughed. Men, three of them, appear from nowhere looking for hospitality. As if we don’t always look after strangers! They didn’t have to spin fortune-telling yarns to get a bite to eat. These three men put Abraham in a right state. He comes rushing into the tent shouting to me to make cakes from fine meal before running off to the cowhand to order veal and get fresh butter.

When all was ready Abraham served them himself under the shade of the oak tree outside our tent. He didn’t even sit with them, just stood there trying to look humble, not something he does well. I was watching from the tent door and could hear everything. They asked after me and then told old Abie I would give him a son next spring. Well, who wouldn’t laugh, I am menopausal! Those men had barely set eyes on me. Actually, I don’t look too bad for my age – not having children has its compensations! Abraham keeps trying I’ll give him that, but me have a baby!

Abie has always had this notion he is going to be the father of a great nation. Well, you can’t father a nation without the help of a mother! If he hadn’t tried to pass me off as his sister and lend me to the Pharaoh for his own political safety and personal gain, this curse would not have befallen me. He couldn’t get his head around the fact that the Pharaoh’s court was cursed because of him.

Soon after that unpleasant incident he stops calling me Sarai, the name my father gave me, and starts calling me Sarah, which means princess. I thought it rather sweet of him, but he said it was God’s command, and I was not to call him Abram but Abraham, father of many. He was so set on fulfilling his new name I became depressed and said he could try with my personal maid Hagar. She had come with me from the Pharaoh’s court and was mine, a sort of extension of me. I thought it likely that she would also be cursed but Hagar became pregnant. Then she started looking down on me. I had to send her away. However, she came back with stories of an angel! And she produced a son. It wasn’t easy for me. I felt cheated. But I love Abraham and want him to be happy. I thought I had come to terms with it and was trying to be happy for them. Cute as he is, watching Ishmael thrive from babe to toddler was a painful reminder of my lack. I avoided them when I felt down. As mistress of this household I have important responsibilities. I know my husband loves me dearly. I determined not to let an Egyptian slave girl upset my confidence.

Then these chaps arrive and get my Abraham all excited, yet again! I got quite a dressing down for laughing. Our God can do anything said Abraham. He was so sure I felt ashamed and tried to pretend I hadn’t laughed.

Now it is spring. Unfurling leaf-buds are greening the oaks and life is wonderful. I have delivered a fine healthy son. His birth cry sounded more like a chuckle than a protest. Abraham named him Isaac, laughter. My heart is full of laughter. When the child comes off my breast his eyes search for mine and both of us smile, a deep knowing smile of connection. He is strong, he will have children of his own, even twins perhaps, and they will have children, and their children will have children… Now I can believe our descendants will be as numerous as the stars in the sky. Truly I am the mother of a nation.

Genesis 12:10-20; 16:1-15; 18:1-15; 21:1-7

 

Even in the autumn of our lives
we are in the midst of new life.

May our souls be quick to delight 
and never far from love and laughter.

As we live in God’s smile 
so may we spread smiles in our living. Amen.

 


Miriam

 

From the tapestry of significant women who have enhanced our lives
We silently name: teachers, preachers, leaders, mentors and friends…
We give thanks for the rich fabric 
woven by poets, authors, artists, actors,
dancers, musicians, craftswomen and all who inspire and influence.
God bless inspirational women.

 

Here I sit leper an outcast, me, Miriam, – prophet, singer, dancer, and sister to Aaron and Moses. He’s got too big for his sandals, has my baby brother. Does he forget if it wasn’t for me, he would have died an infant? Why do men gloss over the contribution of women? He of all men should know that his life depended on women – the brave mid-wives, our mother, Jochebed, who master-minded the save-our-son plan, the Pharaoh’s daughter and then Zipporah and her six sisters.

Moses may speak with God and work wonders, but he is still a man, a mortal man with lusts and temper. What right did he have to take a Cushite wife? Moses tells the people to remember who they are then lets himself get carried away by a woman who is black and beautiful. Passion has been his strength but it also his weakness. When young he felt deeply but was too quick with his fists. There is no doubting his passion for his people and his God, but Zipporah is his wife. She has borne him two sons. She too saved his life when this God business started to go to his head. Zipporah is a fine, quick-thinking woman. At times he acts as if she is dispensable. Her father Jethro was such a help in the early days when Moses was learning how to cope in the desert and turn the mob into a community.

This indiscretion is simple vanity. He wants this exotic young foreigner to prove that the years have not depleted his manhood. Aaron was as concerned as I was. He also spoke up. This angered Moses but he preferred to re-direct all his anger at me. How dare a woman speak to him in that way? Well, this woman does dare. This woman has always dared. This woman will speak up for what is right.

I was surprised that God let his curse engulf me. But I’m beginning to understand. Moses was mortified. But what was done was done. Moses had to face the consequence of his action. A great leader cannot stay great if he lacks the support of his people. I didn’t ask the people to love me. I didn’t know for sure that they did. But now I know. The people have refused to move until I can rejoin camp. I don’t doubt that this incident will be retold and modified in the manner of tales. Male story-tellers are subtle shapers of stories, men become heroes and dubious male actions become the whim of their male God.

I looked terrible at first but whatever this skin disease is has caused no discomfort and is quickly clearing. Moses has no idea if what he did was serious, fatal even. I imagine he is quaking in his sandals. Aaron will be reciting a list of my virtues to add to his discomfort. He may even remind little brother that when we crossed the Red Sea it was I who led the people in a song of thanksgiving. It was my song, my words, my tune, my dance. The people liked the words and continued to sing it as a marching song. Before long, my song was being called the Song of Moses. He did nothing to discourage this. I didn’t mind. Moses had a mighty task. Moses was the leader and needed all the help he could get. When new songs are needed the people come to me. They know I have a flair for song. And they know that God doesn’t only speak through Moses.

Now the people are showing Moses they disapprove. They have discovered what it means to be a community – solidarity creates power. They bring me food and they care. I will let Moses ponder his actions for a couple more days then I will present myself to Aaron and he will declare me healed. I pray the time will come when all people of God, women and men, will be able to say with confidence and accountability ‘God speaks also through us.’

Exodus 15:1-21 & 18:1-27; Numbers 12:1-16


Mahlah & Sisters

 

For the hidden skeleton of women who work to change
attitudes and laws in the cause of justice we give thanks.
We remember those who facilitate behind the scenes,
and those who work at the raw edge of human need…
God bless caring women.

 




	Hoglah:


	You can’t be serious. It’s blasphemy!





	Noah:


	But it isn’t right, it simply isn’t right.





	Hoglah:


	The law is sacred.





	Mahlah:


	The Ten Commandments are sacred. I don’t believe all the other laws are.





	Noah:


	Be careful Mahlah. What if someone heard you saying such things?





	Mahlah:


	Think about it Noah. The laws were made to protect us. If the law can’t protect us the law is failing. Our mother is dead. Our father is dead. We have no brothers. We have no uncles. We are unmarried. We have 2 little sisters and there is only us to care for them.





	Hoglah:


	It wasn’t easy raising five girls when our mother died but Father taught us well.





	Noah:


	He made sure we learnt the skills of the house and he taught us the skills of the land.





	Mahlah:


	He also taught us to think, to learn, to question. Is it his fault he had no sons?





	Hoglah:


	Of course not, it’s just how things turned out.





	Mahlah:


	Perhaps Yahweh has a purpose for us.





	Noah:


	For us to be a family of female beggars!





	Mahlah:


	I think not.





	Hoglah:


	How else can we survive?





	Mahlah:


	How would orphan sons survive?





	Noah:


	They would have inherited their fathers land.





	Mahlah:


	Our father has land, we are his offspring. We can work his land.





	Hoglah:


	But the law won’t let us.





	Mahlah:


	What if we get the law changed? I’ve prayed about this and I believe it is right. We must put our case to Moses. He is a man of God. He will pray about it. Surely Yahweh will give the same answer to Moses as he gave to me.





	Hoglah:


	Who knows the ways of Yahweh? 





	Mahlah:


	Yahweh is a just God. This is a justice issue.





	Noah:


	You’re right Mahlah. Let’s talk it over with the others. It is important they understand. 





	Hoglah:


	Milcah, Tirzah, come here please.





	Mahlah:


	Who are we?





	All:


	We are the daughters of Zelophehad. We are five proud daughters.





	Mahlah:


	We think we should go to Moses and ask him if we can keep the land that was given to our father. We will tell Moses that we can care for sheep and grow crops.





	Hoglah:


	We must make Moses understand that daughters are as worthy as sons.





	Noah:


	How we behave is very important. How can we make a good impression?





	Milcah:


	We will wear our best clothes





	Tirzah:


	We will be very polite.





	Milcah:


	We will have to be very brave.





	Tirzah:


	We will be the Fearless Five.





	Mahlah:


	If we succeed, all daughters without brothers will have the right to own land. We will be blessed, and we will bring a blessing to others. Our story will be told and re-told. Not only will the name of Zelophehad be remembered so will the names of his 5 daughters. 






 

After praying over the issue Moses granted Zelophehad’s land to his daughters, and the names Mahlah, Noah, Hoglah, Milcah and Tirzah appear in the books of Numbers and Joshua.

Numbers 26:33; 27:1-11; 36:1-13 
Joshua 17:3-6; 1 Chronicles 7:15


Hannah

 

We have been enriched by encountering women
who persevere, endure, nurture and support;
Women of patience, prayer and charisma;
Passionate women, practical women, and fun folk…
God Bless nurturing women.

 

Ah Little One, sweet bundle of perfection suckle to your heart’s content and I will tell you a story. You know that I am the happiest of women, but once I was a sad creature. Once my lot was to be a barren wife, every day I longed for things to be different. I wondered what I had done to earn such dishonour. All my life I have worshipped Yahweh, the one true God. I tried to be a good daughter and a good wife and every day I was ridiculed by Peninnah, your father’s other wife. She boasted that she had children and I had none. My breasts ached to suckle a child, but my womb remained empty. Each month I faced bitter disappointment. Sometimes it was almost too much to bear. Dark thoughts filled my mind and I could not eat. Peninnah taunted me with her brood and swaggered her proven hips at every opportunity.

Elkanah, your father and our husband, said he didn’t mind that I was childless. In fact, the dear man went out of his way to assure me that I was loved, but everyone knows a woman’s worth is her children. My husband may love me, but my culture does not. Maybe in some distant time this will not be how it is. Could there ever be a culture where women are valued for themselves?

One day, when Peninnah had been particularly mean, your daddy found me crying. “Why do you weep?” he asked. I was too distraught to come up with a clever answer. “Why is your heart sad?” he continued. His tenderness undid me completely. “I cannot give you a son.”

“Am I not more to thee than ten sons?” he said taking me in his arms and kissing my tears away. It was not long after that we went up to the temple at Shiloh for our annual thanksgiving sacrifice. When the meat had been blessed Elkanah gave portions to Peninnah and each of her children, but to me he gave a double portion. He meant well but it made her more unbearable than ever. Now, I wonder if she was jealous of the special bond between us.

Burpy time – look over my shoulder – the woman sweeping the yard is Peninnah. See how saggy-baggy she is! Her figure has gone. Last year I didn’t notice. I didn’t think any woman could be jealous of a barren wife …Good boy! Now the other side, that’s it. You are a quick one. You know how to find what you need. Drink well wee one. Grow strong.

I prayed every day, but God didn’t seem to hear my prayer. I wondered if the Lord was avoiding our house. I determined to speak to the Lord in the temple. Surely, he would hear me in his own house. Last year when we went to Shiloh for the sacrifice I prayed as I have never prayed before. I flung myself on the ground and poured out the distress of my soul. Then a terrible thing happened. It was the most frightening experience of my life. Someone shook my shoulder and shouted at me to get up. It was the High Priest, Eli. He accused me of being drunk. “Put your wine away,” he said. Oh, the shame of it! He said my lips were moving but no sound came forth. Why would I want the world to know my innermost thoughts!

But my Precious One, the very injustice of it made me bold. I told him everything and he listened. “Go in peace,” he said, “May the God of Israel grant your petition.” His eyes were full of kindness. Truly Eli is a man of God. I felt as if a great weight had been lifted from my soul. My whole being radiated joy. I danced to your daddy and we ate and drank and made love in our quarters. We made love many times that month, but I like to think that you, sacred child, were conceived within the holy precincts of the temple accommodation.

Before returning home, we rose early and gave our thanks. My hope was so sure that there and then I made a solemn vow. But don’t you be bothering your downy head over that. You are mine until fully weaned. You and I are not even going to visit the temple for the next few years. You are a special child, a sacred gift to be offered as a Nazirite. Know from your earliest moments, son of Elkanah and Hannah, that you are blessed by the Lord of Hosts. Who knows what you may become? As an agent of the Lord you may have a hand in shaping the history of Israel. Yes, hold my finger Little One. I feel your tiny strength. It fills me with joy. You will grow into a sturdy lad.

When you are ready, I will present you to the temple. The kind priest Eli will care for you and instruct you in sacred duties. You won’t be lonely. Your daddy and I will visit you every year, and each year I will make you a new set of clothes. Every stitch will be sewn with love. As my garments caress your growing limbs my love will surround you at all times. You will fulfil your sacred destiny and give us reason to be proud. Your name means asked of the Lord. Blessings on you, wee Samuel. My heart rejoices in the Lord. Our strength is in our God.

1 Samuel 1

Prayer for a Newborn

Thank you, thank you, for this precious wee soul;
To help him (her) blossom is my sacred goal.
Please bless this delight that lies in my arms,
And help me proof him (her) from damaging harms.
Grant me enough patience to always care,
And the wisdom to listen, and really hear.
May this dear child laugh, and love, and grow,
And when the time comes, help me let go. Amen.


Abigail

 

From the intuitive nature of woman comes an urge for peace;
We give thanks for this gift and celebrate its application
be it with sibling toddlers, fractious friends or paying clients,
be it by swift action, or hard wrought in boardrooms and chambers;
God bless peace-active women.

 

My name is Abigail. My fate was to marry a surly, bad-tempered man. My parents were pleased with the match as the man was very wealthy. ‘You have been blessed with great beauty,’ my father said with pride. I saw this blessing as a curse. Not only was the man much older than me his name was Nabal, which can translate to fool. My mother added words too soft for father to hear. ‘You have also been blessed with great understanding.’ With due ceremony (it cost my parents a fortune) I was packed off to Nabal’s estate at Carmel. His livestock dotted the mount like a covering of pebbles. I was told last muster totalled three thousand sheep and one thousand goats. Despite his wealth Nabal was thick as a brick. I quickly discovered how to detect his moods and disarm his anger. Compared to many women I lived well and didn’t have to resort to counting sheep to get to sleep! I enjoyed the responsibility of a large household and I was able to keep up with happenings beyond household concerns.

I grieved greatly when the prophet Samuel was buried. He was the voice of reason in the land. King








OPS/image2.jpg





OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
Eve « Sarah « Hagar  Rebekah ¢ Leah ¢ Dinah ¢« Miriam * Mahlah
Rahab ¢ Achsah ¢ Deborah ¢ Jephthah’s daughter
Wife of Manoah ¢« Naomi *« Hannah ¢ Abigail * Tamar
Bathsheba « Medium at Endor ¢ Jezebel
Little Hebrew Maid ¢ Vashti * Esther
Woman at the Synagogue ¢ Elizabeth
Anna « Woman of the Streets
Martha ¢ Joanna
Priscilla * Lydia
Eunice

+





OPS/image0.jpg
Philip
Garside
Publishing Ltd.





OPS/image1.jpg





