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"We qre cclled to crct with iustice,
we crre ccrlled to love tenderly,

we cne ccrlled to serve one crrother;
to wclk humbly wiih God."

-DqvidHoos (GIA, 1988)

o goes the
populqr liturgi-
ccrl music set-
ting for Micoh 6:8.
I've been thinking
cr lot qbout whot it

meqns to be colled. Becouse the
foct is, we ore cll colied. Do you
remember the coll of Jeremioh?
There God reaches out to touch

Jeremioh's mouth soying, "Before

T formed vorr in the womb I knew
you, ond before you were born I
consecrqted you; i oppointed you
c prophet to the notions." Like
Jeremioh, we cre eqch colled to
hove our own unique role in the
unfolding of the kingdom here on
earth. We were born for this. We
were ioved into being for this.
How we manifest our colling will
differ for eoch of us occording io
our gifts, but the elements thot oll
our collinqs hcrve in common crre
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simply these: to oct with jus-
t i r-c lmro tondorlv.tnd wclk

humblywith God.
I hqve discovered thcrt my

r-rr l l  is tn r- lonce Mv l i fe is

flooded with grodual mo-
ments of epiphcrny revecrling

- . ,  
l^ . ro {nr r lance'mrr chi ld-

hood swcying ond sklpping
to church bells in my ycrrd; in

my eorly twenties, rocking ond
releosing in my fcrrewell dqnce to
my mother of her funeral. From
my teen-oge self doncing ployful
pumpkins of our Hqlloween visit
to the children's hospitol, to my
thirty-something self circling ond
chonting ond mourning with
friends the night our country first
bombed lroq. From my secret
solo donces on silent beoches
with the moon ct midniqht to the
dqnces for thouscrnds qt con-
ferences bringing biblical
chqrocters to life-such cou-
rogeous figures os Miriom,
the doncing prophet; Mcry
procloiming her powerful
Mqgnificot; ond Mcry of
Mogdolo, folling into boptis-
mal fonts crnd emerging
woshed cleon to crnnounce
iho mwsterw of resrrrrect ion.

I believe in cr vision of ct
world where we ore oll coiled
to donce. When we donce, we
move cnd celebrote our con-
nection between body ond
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ony powerful energy, con be
used for seduction, betroyol, or to
reinforce existing hierorchical
structures or potriorchal imbol-
onces. Thot's how we see dcnce
in one fqmous biblicol pcssoge
where Solome dqnces for the
heod of John the Bcptist. Beccruse
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imanaq qrrnh cq thoea tha rnlo

of women in dcrnce hos become
suspect. In some cultures,
women were not ollowed to
dcrnce. In other cultures, dance is
stripped of its power qnd seen os
cr primorily femole territory of
sweetness cnd superfluous
odornment.

To donce is to engoge in a
powerful octivity. To truly surren-
der oneself to the rhythm of the
heqrtbeot of creotion is to en-
goge of on essenticrl level in the



mysiery thot is beyond us all,
holding us ol1, binding us oll to-
gether in o pottern of intricote
ond complex beouty. When you
drrnr-a wnr r lat rrn nf {hg need to

be in control of your iife. You soy
"vcsl" tn thc nrimcrry sensuolr  "" .
noture of life. You ollow the Spirit
tn l . ro nl i r ro in rrnr r r  orror\ /  mr r  qcla

qnd bone ond the blood coursing
through you. Some dqnces hcrve
set steps thot you leqrn and then
enter into, like the oncient
proyers ihot ore possed down
ond ollow o whole community to
move os one. Other donces ore
spontoneous ond unplonned,
where your hecd does not know
whcrt your body is going to do,
ond you surrender into the wis-
dom of cn oncient connection,
l i l ra tho ni{ i  n{  
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tongues, a longuoge thot flows
through you without you hcving to
understond every word.

Some dcrnces ore not set to
music, but qre rqther the deep
sighs ond grodns of our inner-
mnet hainaq Snmo r lancoq nrr t

us in touch with deep emotions,
l i leo tha dndar rnra {aal  nt  hainn

obused or denied, the utter grief
we feel when those we love our
ripped owoy from us, the terror
that we hove known when some
port of ourselves is threotened.
When we ollow ourselves to feel
os we move, deep ploces in us
ore stirred, memories of child-
hood wounds con be uncovered
... ond sometimes our shodow
selves owoken.

But the beouty lies here: if we
con begin to trust our own bodies
cIs true gifts of the Spirit, then we
need not feor the expressions
thot sleep within us. We cqn be-
come truly crwoke to ihe powerful

energies thot stir in our bellies
crnd in our brecth. We cqn be-
come fcrmiliar wiih the tides of
our onger, crnd when the time is
right we cqn ride the wcrves of
this God-given energy so that we
con help justice roll like o river!
We ccrn weep ond rend our gor-
ments crnd foll to the eqrth in
grief, letting o1l our teors run
.1^- , -  ^- l - ,  +^

discover thot o
new seed is wo-
tered by our teors
nnd l - roainc l^

sprout in us. With
our own heort
melting within us
we con reoch out
tanr lar l . r  ln thnca

in need oround
us. And when we
discover the child
within, we con
lough ond skip
nnr l  char r l  {^r  i^ . t

thoi we ore living
in lha l inht  n{  rac-

urrection.
Not everyone

will devote their life to donce qs I
have been ccrlled to do. But
r jnnce can haln dn\/ana tcn in la

the enercnr needed io i ive their

own unique call. No mqtter how
renressirre r^rn institrrt ion or cul-
ture becomes, like dandelions
r-nminrr  r rn throrrr lh crqcks in

sidewolks, the Spirit of the donce
nnnnnl ho anmnlotalrr  emnlharar j

Life breoks out in oll sorts of won-
derful woys. When o people hos
lost their donce, they hove lost
their connection to the Spirit
blowing ond the tongues of fire

^"^nol l i -n 
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So rrs vnrr l isten , lnd crwoken

photos of Betsey Beckman dancing at Northwest
Catholic Women's Convocation. Aoril 1997

to your oum coll to crct justly ond
love tenderly, I invite you to
donce. Celebrote your body by
topping your toe, circiing your
hips, embrocing the sky. When
you ore weory of the woy, donce
o bit. Surrender to the energy of
the stcrrs thcrt donce oround you,
Iet them dcrnce in you. When you
ore filled with wonder in the

brecking through
nf a lna- iam invr s rvv

rrnr rr  t i ra laqq af-

forts to trqnsform
lha nlnnal  chnr r i

{nr  inrz 1i{+ . r^r  t "
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orms ond turn
and turn crnd kick
r rn 
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The Spirit is olivel
\Afhan \ /^rr  dre
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injustice thot still
ramainq 
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yourself in your
h^l . r  

^-^o.  
nrd--

tice prowling like
a nal  nnr l  n^rrn^-

ing, striking out
with clcrrity crnd

courqge, shouting "Nol" with

Orms ond voice ond conviction.
Donce with the beouty of.your
hndw rvith r^rll its r-reqks ondvvv1, vvl t l r

quirks cnd limitotions. There is
no other wcy to bring Christ to
this world todcy thon through the
very body you hove been given in
which to house his Spirit.

For now, I dcrnce in churches,
rrr l l inr^r fnr iho l ihorrrt ion of our9VIrr l l : ,

beoutiful bodies, so thcrt we cqn
.^ma nl i r ro tn iha nnrrror nf  i r  r  st ico

rrnri  the crentle emhrqgg of ten-

derness in our worship and wolk
with God. I believe thot in church

"Dance," cont inued on page L2



"Dance," cont inued from page 5

we must proctice the movements
crnd behqviors we need to trcrns-
form our world. So I donce in
church. And then I go out ond
dance in the world. And I proy
thot I might be qn instrument of
the kingdom come. Let me soy it
this woy:

Putting Flesh On
I donce in these hollowed holls.
T nirra mrr nll

T lann 
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Lanrl

ond bow before the Lord.
I die in wcrters ond om
reborn.
T . l^--o fho dirna

^^al 
o-orna
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I speck the psolms
with body ond bone.
I run doum oisles,
set free.
I sprinkle incense on

cools
ond my honds rise
with holy smoke.
I retreot into caves
under oltors
ond set foot on
sltqr roils -
recching beyond.
I drum feet on
amntrr  nhnire

ond balonce on the
ar ina n{ c ln i rc

I donce.
Music sets me on
fire
I . i l -^  +L  ̂  ^*r* j+[ [v L]rv DPrr rL

ond blows me
l 'ro.r^-rl 
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streomers flytng.
I stond before stotues qnd
fho-r  nnl l  in ma

Condles donce in my hands.
Rhrrthm rnnleq mo

in the orms
of the One

who gcrve me birth.
T 

^i . ra 
thanlzc fnr

my body.
Here I come
to know
o God
who puts
flesh on
ond is not qfrqid

to donce,
wild ond free -
otror aal l ina mo

aal l ina rznr r  -vvr!ur\ ,  1 v u

"Dcrnce

with me ...

dcnce
ln me . . .
doncel"

Betsey Beckmcn is o ncrtjon-
ally renowned liturgical
dancer, dromotjsf ond poet.
She Jives in Lynnwood, Wosh-
ington with her fomily.
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