FROM: Wouldn’t Take Nothin’ For My Journey Now, by Maya Angelou

One of my earliest memories of Mamma, of my grandmother, is a glimpse of a tall cinnamon-colored woman with a deep, soft voice, standing thousands of feet up in the air on nothing visible.  That incredible vision was a result of what my imagination would do each time Mamma drew herself up to her full six feet, clasped her hands behind her back, looked up into a distant sky, and said, “I will step out on the word of God.”

The depression, which was difficult for everyone, especially so for a single black woman in the South tending her crippled son and two grandchildren, caused her to make the statement of faith often.

She would look up as if she could will herself into the heavens, and tell her family in particular and the world in general, “I will step out on the word of God.  I will step out on the word of God.”  Immediately I could see her flung into space, moons at her feet and stars at her head, comets swirling around her.  Naturally, since Mamma stood out on the word of God, and Mamma was over six feet tall, it wasn’t difficult for me to have faith.  I grew up knowing that the word of God had power.”
FROM:  Shine and Shadow; Meditations by the Rev. Kathleen McTigue

PREFACE:  Rev. McTigue, Kaky to her friends, was out bicycle riding one morning in Mount Desert Island, ME when she came upon a beautiful little church with meticulous red doors and a lovely sign that read: “Backside Redemption”.  As she stood in awe of the boldness of the declaration she found herself wondering about the people of that church, who would actually admit that the kind of redemption they offered was the “Back-sided” kind. Then she noticed the little recycling hut off to the side behind the church and she realized, belatedly, that, “the sign did not refer to the church at all but to the recycling hut, identified as “back side” because this side of the island [faced] the mainland and not the ocean.”

Anyhow, as all good ministers do, Kaky took this opportunity to reflect on the serendipity offered by the church and the recycling center.  She writes:

“…both have to do with redemption.  What happens when we recycle bottles and cans?  They are transformed; they are made into something else.  Though it may seem a homely analogy for something as lofty as our souls, that’s exactly what we’re after.  In our inconsistent and often clumsy ways, we’re aiming for transformation.

Each time we take ourselves in hand and change our direction, ask forgiveness and start anew, we reaffirm our belief that we are redeemable.  We don’t want to stay exactly as we are.  We don’t want to keep being driven by the hair-trigger temper or the relentless, bitter grudge, or by our impatience or harsh judgments. We want to loosen the pinching in our hearts and live with more wonder, serenity, kindness, and wisdom.  We want to live so there’s a little shimmer of grace left behind when we’re gone.

Backside redemption isn’t straightforward or easy.  It doesn’t fall down on us from on high or come in a flash of illumination.  It is filled with false starts and wrong turns, lessons we learn but then have to learn all over again.  Backside redemption isn’t about saving us, but instead shaping us, and it’s the most certain redemption available in this sweet world.”
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