Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

My husband asked; “Now tell me one more time where are

yowgoing today, to-meet with- whomy and why?” We both
Jumped out of bed rushing to-get ready to-leave; he for Atlanta
and me to-Mobile:

“Yowre going to-go-drive six hours to-have lunch at a fast
Jfood restaurant with this nun whom yow've never mei, who-sy
beerv praying for yow and your publishing compary,
LightDearers: I see: Well, have asafe tyip. ” I was off-

I crvived at our designaied rendegyous spot a half howr
earty, so-I settied into-a booth and waited: What would thes
naw look like? Would she wear a habit? Wowld she glow? FHow
would I recognige her? My friend Mary said she was about 40
vears old and was o great Red Sox baseball fan. I didwt know
Whai to-expect or whai we would talf about or have in
common: AUI knew was that I was to-come and meet her, and
I did

She walked inlo-the restaurant With assurance: She was
aressed cna stylish light blue shartwaist dress: Her head was
encircled with short broww cuwnls: She had blue eyes: She had a
little gold chain with a dove acround her neck: On her fingers;
she wove a gold ring with the symbols of grapes and doves o it
She had a pinvon her dress; which I found out later was the
nsigniav for her ovder. I stood up and walked over to-her. We
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hugged. [ater she asked how I knew & was she: I said I didn’c
know, but I knew.

We talked with ease; nonstop.

We had a delighifil two-howr luncheon: It was like the
non-stop chaiter of long lost school chuums caiching up.

Nothing of greal consequence discussed - just comfortadle
conversalion: It was gelting lale; and Sister Joon insisted that
I spend the nighit with her and the other sisters: She; of course;
would have to-check with them to-be sure it was all right; for
they lved inav “comumunddy.” Part of living in commundy wes
lo-abways be considerate of others: Each was to-be included in
the discussions and in any deciscon-making processes: She was
sure i world be OK, for there was a guest room available:

I tried to-graciously acknowledge the offer; for my
husband wasnw’t going to-be home that night and I was
dreading the three-howr dvive:

Sister Joan called and got authorigalion from the others
so-I was formally arwited to-stay. I followed her home in my
car; and as I drove; I called my friend Mary and said; “Guess
where I am! Following Sister Joanw's car to-her house to-spend
the night:” We giggled and laughed: Thals the best thing to-
do-when yowre having arw unexpected serendipily day. We also-
gigqled and lavghed when I related my husband’s reaction to-
thes escopade and continued to-giggle and lavgh when we
surmised his reaction to-the fact of my spending the night with
the nung. “Whait7? Where? Why? Lucy, have youw lost your
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mind?” I knew he wouldw say that, but hés tone of voice
would indicale such questions:

I called home and lefi the telephone nwmber of the
cenacle: That; Mary informed me; was the name of
Trindtarian house: We drove indo-the driveway of a red brick
one-story suburban home: We walked in and it seemed to-be

Just v home; avlittle neater perhaps; avliltle more feminine o
décor perhaps; alittie more religious art perhaps; buk basically
a ypical home: The occupaniy just happen to-be five nuns:

I was shown to-the guest roomy which was the room of one
of the sisters who-was ol school for the summer. It was
feminine; small, and immaculale: 7Have yow ever hung your
clothes up i a nun’y closet; Pilgrim? Evenw though I had
Orought only the bare necessities; I felt rather opulent. This
was not avgroup from which I coudd borvow makeup or clothes:
The reason being; makeup, there was none; and clothes; there
were none to-spare: Owww! Was I steavting to-feel a little
malerially encumbered/

Sister Joan showed me around the rest of the house; bul
never into-the other sisters’ rooms: I sugpected thaik would have
Deen seenv as an irwasion of privacy. There was av living roowy
dineng roowy, kilchery breakfast roomy commundy room and a
chapel: This sounds big; but it wasnw't. Yow could tell that each
space was totally witliged: Three bedrooms were at one end of
the house and shared a badl?y and two-more werve al the other
end: The chapel was a converted library where six chadrs had
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been placed in av semicircle facing a table; which held aprayer
book: A crucifix hung on the wall along with av lit candle: It
was a quiet, peacefil roomu

The whole atmosphere seemed so-normal: I dowt know
Whai this ignovant Protestant (me) was expecting: I guess]

Just thought aw nuw’s life would be uniquely different; set apart:
I wanied to-put the whole lot on a pedestad; but then how could
they be true to-thewr calling? This ovder was meant to-live
among the people and to-help the poor.

My husband called about 730 and asked to-be connected
o-Llucysroomu Idfaded to-tell Sister Joan that I & left the
number but had not given my location: She thought that was
hilarious: I dow't Rnow whai he thought. “Yowre where?”
Laker I learned that there’'d been a greal discussion between
hemy and some of the childrery trying to-figure out what I was
wp to-now. Was I going to-become a nun or what?

The answer s avresounding “no:” That i not my calling
out was; however; profoundly interesting: One of the main
take-home values for me has been the idea of “living
communidy.” Al day long; this phrase would pop up. I dian't
guite understand i and probadly still don't completely.

Duving our maraihon talks; little vigneittes of this shaved
communily living would unfold - how & was discussed and
decided every thwee months who-cleaned which roomy who-cut
the grass; who-grocery shopped; who-cooked; who-picked out the
new rug and wall colors: I could tell these decisions werea
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was made i commundy. Meals were preferably eaien in
communddy. Lecsure time afier dinner was spent inw communily.
Prayers and worship were done inconmundy. Prodlems were
solved cnv communily.

Help! What would they do-with a periodic benevolent
dictator like me; someone who-likes to-do-things by myselfand
my way? Obviously Lucy would not it in: The whole point is
they are trying to-get away from the me-my-mine syndrvome of
which I seem to-be a proponent. They re more into-Thee-Thy-
Thine: I believe their way allows the Lord to-reign more
readily. Ooow, is this getting to-be a bit uncomfortable?

I needed to-learn aboul thisy communddy thing, especially
Withe my home now being occupied ondy by aduwlty: Each one of
us; parenty and adult children alike; needs a space where no-
one enters unlesy inwited: We need also-to-come together more
oftenand live more in conumunddy. We need more discusscon
lime; where decisions that affect all of us are joinily made:
Conflicty need more open discusscon and acring and
conclusiory With everyone taking part and everyone Winning:

ONy; I pray that our howme becomes more of o haver for
adult communddy living where the Sparit of owr Lovd has move
roomy to-move and our Landlord is our Lovd, Jesus Chvist.

Might yowr home; Pilgrimy need to-be under new
Management; too? Just a thoughi.

©1994



I anmy your sister in Chwist, Lucy,
prayerfully growing invv communddy,
Lucy
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