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Lot’s Wife
After the reading of Genesis 19:12–29, this story is told from the point of view of a person for whom the story of Lot’s wife resonates. It could be personalized in certain sections to fit your own story and telling.
Today I call on the spirit of a woman whose name we do not know. One of many whose bodies have gone the way of all flesh, the honourable, sacred way of our kind, who have become one with the earth, who have salted the soil with their blood and their bones, yet whose essence remains; strong and silent pillars keeping watch over sacred memory.
I call on the spirit of one such as this. She is among us, this nameless woman. She is among us whether or not we remember. Her value, her identity, her being in the eyes of her Creator are not dependent upon our frail and feeble memory, whether or not we turn our backs to her. She is there. She is here. I will call her Melecha. I hope she doesn't mind. And I call on her spirit to accompany us now.
She looked back, the story tells us. She looked back—and she turned into a pillar of salt.
From the spice rack of my own experience, I want to offer you some reflections on looking back.
At this point in my own life, I find myself in a strange place. After my mother's funeral, it dawned on me: I am next in my family to die. In the normal order of things, that is simply the truth. I am the oldest of my siblings. This means also that I am the bearer of the memories. It was I who heard my grandparents and parents tell the stories, and never once thought that one day it would be up to me to pass them on. But it is. It is. And I try my best do to that. I tell them just as they did, same inflection, same words, same details…same pauses for laughter that sometimes doesn’t come...but still, it feels important.
Now some might say, Why do you inflict stale old stories on the kids? That was then, this is now. The young ones don't want to hear that; they have their own lives. Let that stuff go. Get over it.

Perhaps.
But I don't think so.
When I go home and meet the little ones, I tell the stories. They say, “Tell me again. Tell me about the time...,” and then we look at the old pictures. Over and over. They are learning who they are. They love to look back with me.
Melecha is with us as we do that. She's smiling.
Melecha did not get a chance to review sweet memories with her own children. I wonder if her children told stories to their own children—to Moab and Ben Ammi—stories about the grandmother they never knew, but whose own blood coursed in their veins. And who would have loved to have held them in her lap and told them stories and helped them discover who they were. I hope Lot’s daughters told their sons about their grandmother.
For me, looking backward allows me to understand things clearly, so that forward movement is possible.
I think Melecha thinks so, too.
I find myself wondering about her. Had she and Lot quarrelled? Did she know that he had offered their daughters to the townsmen? Was it with her consent? I can't imagine that. I think when she found out, she would be furious.
Of course, this is not the point of the story as the narrator tells it. And, of course, it describes an era, a culture, a set of values and customs alien to our own.
I know that. And yet I wonder.
Melecha is a mother. These are her daughters. When did she know what Lot had done, and did they quarrel? Did she carry that wound, that broken trust, that horrible knowledge in her body, mind, and spirit?
And how did she deal with it? Did they have other children? How old were the daughters?
So much I want to know. Are there stories somewhere else that preserve more of the memory than this brief account? What would Melecha herself say to us if had she the chance?
The angels tell the family to flee for the hills. Lot negotiates and they are allowed to head for a neighbouring city. Still, they are the only ones who will be saved. 
Soon there is nothing left of their past life in Sodom, nothing but ashes. Nothing to look back on, they are told. 
But Melecha must look back to know for sure. 
I choose to think that she looked back because there, left in the rubble and the falling ashes of her city, were her friends, her friends’ children, her life. She looked back—and she became for them a pillar. Of salt. 
That is to say, priceless. Healing. Preserving. I can picture her there among the ruins of her city. Binding wounds, helping to bury the dead, uncovering survivors from beneath the fallen stones. She could not, she would not, let it go.
She couldn’t have gone forward, not until she faced the destruction head-on and did what she could to bring life out of it. She bore witness to what used to be and to the horror of what happened. She honoured the memories, both good and bad. She journeyed through her own pain and betrayal as she wrestled from the ashes whatever small blessing remained.
Melecha is with us every time we look back for healing, every time we look back out of compassion, every time we look back to learn and be transformed, even when that transformation is painful.
Sometimes looking back is the only thing that will preserve our souls. Melecha is with us when we stand as pillars, straight and strong, ready to accompany and be present to those who are beginning their own journey of healing. Today I call on the spirit of this woman whose name we do not know.
[bookmark: _Hlk119329757]Note: This story could be connected with the need to look back and give witness to what happened to Indigenous children in Residential Institutions. Some White people say, “Can’t they just get over it?” Yet, there is no healing unless there is a looking back, a remembering, a telling of stories, and an honouring of the lives so tragically cut short. There is no truth and reconciliation without looking back. 
Beverly Brazier, Whitehorse U.C., Whitehorse, Yukon.
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