The Moon’s Goblet
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Your navel is the moon’s goblet,
Ever filled with wine. (Song of Songs 7:3)

I sing these words as a blcssing on the continuity of life in its fullness. The
navel is the Place where the imPrint of the umbilical cord forms a magical
moon-shaped goblet, filled with the wine of evergthing beautigul,jogous
and liFe~giving. That ghost of an umbilical cord connects me with my
Source. The moon’s goblet s Fi“ing us with a remembrance that nothing IS
lacking. HaMazegis sometimes translated as “mixed wine” — nourishment
and bcautg combined. We celebrate this round be“g — amound of wheat,
Fringcd with lilies — nourishment and beautg combined



