“A Small Glimpse of Heaven”: Dano Jukanovich’s reflections on a Boston-area Gender Equity &
Reconciliation International Retreat
I felt loved. When a woman I barely knew wiped tears from my eyes and said, “I see you,” I felt loved.
I’m not sure how I got from here to there
over three days through the Gender
Equity and Reconciliation International
retreat in Boston this Fall, but somehow I
did.
I walked into a room with 21 people, most
of whom I had never met, a large number
of whom were women, and I was invited
to participate in the human growth
process.
Clearly God wanted me to be there. I had
just come off a weekend with a small
group of friends where we spent time in
guided reflection about what it meant to
be made in the Image of God. It was the
first time I had in any serious way
contemplated God as represented both in
the masculine and feminine, and I was hungry to learn more.
At the GERI retreat, I struggled with the intense level of vulnerability in the midst of people I barely knew. I
found myself defensive about whatever culpability I might have in the Gender-inequity so prevalent in our
world. But I committed to share and engage as authentically as I felt able to do.
I talked about growing up 40+ years ago in a home where mom and dad played relatively traditional roles.
In spite of going on to be an Army Ranger, I was the kid who didn’t lean as much toward hunting and
working on cars as my brother did. I played the piano and helped my mom bake cookies and clean the
house. That was fine, but not necessarily highly praised. I shared with a smaller group about my
relationship with my mom and dad, friendships and romance in high school and college, married life and
being the father of a son and two daughters and the consequent
considerations of being a man made in the image of God.
I also listened a lot. I listened to the other men in a group of only
men. We heard and held each other’s stories and each other’s
hands. I listened to the women as they
shared with the full group of men and
women. It was heart-breaking to listen and
contemplate the ways we had debased the
image of God in each other.
This was all facilitated by a thoughtful,
wise and experienced group of GERI

counselors and mentors. One of the questions asked was “If there was one thing you
wanted the women around the room to know about men, what would it be?” My
immediate thought, I believe from God, and which I later shared with the group was
simply, “We Love Them.” We men struggle and fail – sometimes disastrously, but we do
genuinely love our wives and daughters and mothers and sisters and friends.
At the end of the three days, the men had an opportunity to “produce” a ceremony
honoring the women, and vice versa. These took a good chunk of time to prepare and
were rather elaborate. We men did a decent job and I believe the women were touched
by the theme of putting on a “Garment of Praise.”
But the women really blew us away with the ceremony they
prepared. The men walked into the foyer where there were
three bowls set up on a table. Some of the women guided us
through steps to take dried leaves that represented our own grief and
crumple them up and let them go, then they poured water over our hands
into a basin as a sign of new life. We walked toward the meeting room where
there was a sign on the door that said, “Welcome to Eden.” After having
spent a few days really baring my soul and uncovering my own brokenness
and better understanding more the pain others have experienced, seeing
that sign made my heart leap with hope at what relationships between men
and women were intended to be and
can be in the context of communion
with their creator.
All the men lined up in the room,
each standing face-to-face with one
of the women at the retreat. Some of
the women were narrating a larger
story, but the woman each of us was
standing in front of, would periodically
repeat, “we see you…in your grief,” “we see you…in your desire to
protect,” “we see you…in your love for the women in your life,” “we
see you…in your strength,” “we see you…in your fear,” and on and
on. They read a version of the Lord’s Prayer modified to be “A
Prayer for a Brother.” It was overwhelming, and still is even as I
write this. I supposed you would have to be there to really
understand what I’m describing.
I’m so thankful to have been part of the GERI retreat this fall even if
nothing comes out of it other than me just getting to have that small
glimpse of Heaven seeing God face-to-face in the eyes and hearts
of my sisters and brothers and feeling held and surrounded by
God’s unconditional and perfect love.

