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 1 O LORD, you have searched me 
       and you know me. 

 2 You know when I sit and when I rise; 
       you perceive my thoughts from afar. 

 3 You discern my going out and my lying down; 
       you are familiar with all my ways. 

 4 Before a word is on my tongue 
       you know it completely, O LORD. 

 5 You hem me in—behind and before; 
       you have laid your hand upon me. 

 6 Such knowledge is too wonderful for me, 
       too lofty for me to attain. 

 7 Where can I go from your Spirit? 
       Where can I flee from your presence? 

 8 If I go up to the heavens, you are there; 
       if I make my bed in the depths, [a] you are there. 

 9 If I rise on the wings of the dawn, 
       if I settle on the far side of the sea, 

 10 even there your hand will guide me, 
       your right hand will hold me fast. 

 11 If I say, "Surely the darkness will hide me 
       and the light become night around me," 

 12 even the darkness will not be dark to you; 
       the night will shine like the day, 
       for darkness is as light to you. 

 13 For you created my inmost being; 
       you knit me together in my mother's womb. 

 14 I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; 
       your works are wonderful, 
       I know that full well. 

 15 My frame was not hidden from you 
       when I was made in the secret place. 
       When I was woven together in the depths of the earth, 

 16 your eyes saw my unformed body. 
       All the days ordained for me 
       were written in your book 
       before one of them came to be. 

 17 How precious to [b] me are your thoughts, O God! 
       How vast is the sum of them! 

 18 Were I to count them, 
       they would outnumber the grains of sand. 
       When I awake, 
       I am still with you. 

It was a common occurrence at family gatherings; mismatched lawn chairs pulled up under a tree, the women each working on their needlework—embroidery, knitting, crochet.  They would talk about old times, about family members, about deaths and births.  All the while they sewed and knit, and I listened and watched.  When I was around five years old, my mother taught me counted cross stitch, and later I learned to knit, and from then on, when the women would take out their needlework, I would work on mine as well.  


While seemingly deeply engaged in sewing tiny X’s into the shape of a flower or an angel, I blended in with the older women, and could listen to their stories and their gossip, hearing all sorts of things I probably wasn’t supposed to hear.  I learned about these women—these great aunts and third cousins, distant in many ways.  These were women whose lives were about taking care of everyone around them.  Sometimes they struggled to put food on the table, but they valued hospitality highly, and would always set another place at the table without hesitation.  But most inspiring to me was that even in their leisure time, they would keep their hands and hearts busy making beautiful gifts for others.


Now, to some people, handmade gifts seem cheap—a disappointment if you are hoping for crystal vases or home electronics.  But in my family, we know that a handmade gift is the most precious kind, because it involves not just the sacrifice of hours of work, creative thought and skill, but most importantly, a handmade gift reflects the loving energy that motivates a person to create it.  Similarly, our lives are a creative gift from God.

It is clear to me that God is an artisan.  It’s written over and over again throughout the Bible:  God is a potter, and we are the clay (Jeremiah 18:6).  God is a weaver and we are the cloth (Psalm 139:15)).  God created the world, and it was good (Genesis 1:10).  And yes, God knit me together in my mother’s womb (Psalm 139:13).  The concept of God as a knitter is the one that makes the most sense to me, not only because I too, am a knitter, but because it works.

Jeremiah talks of God as a potter who can form and re-form us, so I think it makes just as much sense to say that God is a knitter that can knit us and rip out stitches and then knit us again.  I think this is actually a better analogy than that of the potter, because pots are all pretty similar to each other.  Their size and shape may vary somewhat, depending on their intended use, but for the most part, they consist of a round shape, usually not deeper than the length of the potter’s arm, not too much wider than the potter’s wheel.  Basically, a pot is a pot.

But knitting is different.  When you knit, you have almost limitless possibilities of the kind of fabric and object you will create.  You can change the shape at will, growing or shrinking the size, changing colors, changing patterns, and of course, if you are not satisfied with what you have knitted, you can freely rip out the stitches, wind the yarn back into its ball, and start again.  You can even add onto a knitted object once it’s complete.  
This is not so with a pot, since at some point, for it to be useful, it must be fired, and after that you cannot just get it wet and smush it into a different shape.  Once a pot is done, it’s done, until it breaks and ends up in the trash.  But a knitted object never has to be done.  If you want to, you can take a sweater that your grandmother knit fifty years ago and unravel it to knit something else.  You can dye a knitted object to change its color, and if the yarn is wool, you can shrink it by felting to create a whole new kind of fabric, one that is strong and waterproof.  


Knitting is nothing more than taking a continuous strand of yarn and looping it through itself over and over and over.  Sometimes two loops become one; sometimes a new loop is created between two others.  Sometimes, a loop drops off the needle and falls down, which requires patience and extra tools to pick it back up again.  
The process of knitting is like a journey we take, a process of finding out what the yarn wants to be, and hopefully making that work with our intentions for that yarn.  Eventually, the yarn—that one, fragile strand, becomes a beautiful piece of fabric, often a garment, used to keep a loved one warm.  

Knitting is used to make things that are for the good—you almost never hear of someone knitting an object with the intention of using it to hurt someone!  The knitter creates a garment to keep someone warm, to take care of those around her.  The knitter takes pride in his work; he enjoys the process of creating, and enjoys seeing his creation put to good use.

God is a knitter.  She knits our lives together, changing and growing, sometimes ripping out and starting over.  God is a knitter.  He enjoys the process of our becoming and delights in who we become.  God creates us for good, and knits us together, as whole people, as community, and as the Body of Christ.  When we knit, or weave, or make pottery, or paint, or sew or write poems or build houses or make books, we are honoring the creative impulse that God has knit into us.  We are engaging in the creative process that has nurtured and sustained us from the beginning of humanity, and we are worshiping our Creator God with the beautiful work from our hands and our hearts.
The Shakers have a motto: Hands to Work and Hearts to God.  They know that making is a sacred act that opens us up to the mystery of God, and brings us into faithful harmony with our maker.  

Our lives are like a beautiful, hand-made gift from God, full of loving energy, hospitality, and warm intentions.  Someday, I hope to be sitting under a tree, working on my needlework, and listening as God, sitting in her lawn chair, tells stories, illuminating all the mysteries of this life, and knits yet another someone together in their mother’s womb.
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