Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I'mvonwatour with my Mama through Norway. Asthe
years have passed; Mama'y and my time together has become
even more precious: Trips for us have always been seen as
valduable; less distracted; sharved time: With age; generational
differences have lessened: The gray haiv and the glasses and
the grandmother tales we now shave: We seem to-be more like
soul sisters than mother-daughier kin: I value her wisdomwy her
fortitude; her positve indomitable spivit. I hope to-become
more like her as I mature: She says she looks in the mirvor now
will be my future, and Mama’s veflection will become more
mine: Mother-daughter;, female-to-female; generaiion-to-
generatliovy passing down the trudh of time: Its avery
cmportant passage; not so-much genetic but generically
generational;

There've been others inmy life: my step-grandmother; for
whom I'mv named; Mrs: Lynchy my fovorile music teacher; Aunt
Arnie Paud; acreadive pixie; Joy Boxs anencouraging high
school English teacher; Willie Ann Tubds; my childhood nurse:
They passed down wisdomy wusually with a smile:

I dedw't know bui today &5 the Feast of-Jesus’ mother Mary.
We're in Bergery Novway. Ity 830 and our bus leaves in 30
minedes: I was disappointed to-learn that we had to-leave so-
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early, for there’s no-way to-attend church: Darnd I pout and
look oul the window. Therel see one breathiakingly beaudiful
hydrangea bush: Each exquisite blossom holds ahue of pink;
purple; or blue; and iy offset perfectly by a suwrvounding brick
wall: Thes is the wlttmaie four-story, walled-in garder:

Becng onavtour; our assigned rooms seldom have the best
views ovailable: This roomy iy the exception: I dowtknow who-
was the landscape architect that came up wilh the plan for
planting one solitary bush in this enclosure; but' I do-give him
or her thanks: A claustrophodic view has been turned into-a
reflective garder: The bush seems to-have realiged ity awesome
resporiscbilcly, for it outshines any previous drangea I've ever
seen: ITs as iy one morning realiging iy need to-encompass
withen iizelf o complete gardery i absorbed a morning dawn
as & passed overhead: Or better yet, maybe; just maybe; i&put
onthese colorvs this very morning in honor of-jesus’ mother
Mary.

Laker

I hawve to-smdile as I recollect the day. Asthe bus took o I
overheard two-ladies who- were sealed behind Mama and me;

“No; he's not.”

I laughed to-myself I could understand thewr confusion: It
was the one I also-was sterting to-experience: As Mama and I
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continued to-dadly ride next to-each other; i was as if we had
enlered atime machine: We stavted off as mother-daughter.
We now easily could be scblings; and by the end of the trip, we
could be the same: We are two-hwunan becngs experiencing the

At the first of the trip, Id punch Mama and she'd punch
me to-be sure neither one of us missed seecng a mouwndain ov a
Jord or a waterfall: We'd exclacm back and forth to-each
other. Now we have become as one Witk this incredible
enwirovumerd. Ity like walking side by side through the most
Flovious cathedral in the world; or I would imagine what it
must have beenv like for the first astronauly when they
experienced ouler space: You wanied to-talk at first to-your
companion (o-be sure that he or she was seeing and
experiencing the same incredible thing yow weve: Yow both
wanied feedback from the other, to-be sure that the perceived
realily was the actual reality. After affirmaiiory yow then
wanied to-sit back and absorb-the incredible: Words wane:
Silence seemed move appropriate: It helped soliddy the scenery
nto-one’s psyche: A deep calm engudfed our shaved world: We
were as one - mother-daughier.

On this particcdar day, i was owr Lordly mother who-kept
enlering into-my world: For instance; we were leaving the
home of composer Edvard Grieq, when owr towr guide came up
to-me and said; “Lucy, have yow seen the rose?” I hadwt and
Aidnt know to-whait she was referving: We retraced owr steps to-
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the front of the house: There I was shown a beaulifil stained
FHass window over the front door. It held one perfect rose: She
told me the story that Mrs: Grieg had complained to-her
husband that he was always giving flowers to-other ladies; but
never to-her. Ontheir fificeth anniversary, her gift was this
window wilhv iy represenialion of one perpetually perfect red
rose: Although meant for Mrs: Grieg;, on that particilar day, i
reminded me of Mother Mary, for this is her fower.

After leaving this home; we drvove to-Oslo: The bus dviver
playved lovely music; mainly Griegq and some Norwegian folk
music: Al of avsuddeny much to-my swrprise and delight; for
the very first time a Novwegion version of Bette Midlers “The
Rose’” started playing: I crawardly smied: It was for me; once
more; again a remindey of Mother Mary.

I love over and over in Luke’s gospel; it says; “Mary
pondeved it inher heart.” That's luke 219 and 2.51. This has
become one of my favorite verses and holds greak significance
for me: Inour dining room we have two-portraity which hang
next to-each other. One s of alady holding a bouguet of Calla
lilies: The other iy of a young boy carvying a fish on his head:
The artist was pacniing scenes from Mexico: I bought them for
they reminded me of Mary wadching her son grow and
pondering inher heart his every step.

As I've madured and taken on the roles of mother and
grandmother, &y ofien to-her example that I e How did
she continually hold her son lightly? #How do-I do-so-with my
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own chidren and grandchildren? #How did she ponder
nstead of proclacm who-he was? How do-I allow my chiddren
and grandchidren to-come into-thedr own gifis; instead of me
telling them and others what they are? How did Mary know
when it was time for Jesus (o- stoart his mindstry and thus
encourage tHim ok the wedding? FHow do-I know whewn i&s time
lo-give o little push? What did she feel like when Fe
proclacmed others as his family instead of her? Wil I know
how to-let go-and allow my childrven and grandchildren to-
grow up inlo-ther own famdilies? I picture her always being
very near her sovy our Lovd, Jesus;, even to-the very end; but
always ok a healthy distance: She knew who-fte was: She knew
whai #e was: Shepondered it inher heart.
Pigrimy I also-yearn to-ponder Christ, ponder FHim in my

heart. Do-you?

I amv your bus riding; mother-daughier -

grandmother; sister in Christ;

Lucy
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