Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I'mv sl on av scleni retread at St: Marys Convenitin
Freeland; England.: This iy the last night of my three-day stay.
These Poor Clares nuns aveAnglicary Francascan
contemplailive cloistered sisters: They very seldomy ifever, leave
this spot: They are self-supported along with being self~
contauned:

Thedir reason for being; their calling s to-pray. They run
the guesthowuse; where they accept donations rather thana
fixed fee: They also-have a tiny gift shop. It has a good
selection of books and homemade items: Therve are silk-
screened cards; crocheted whatnots; free-range eqgs; jellies;
Jams and potpourvi: There iy no-waste heve: Used tea bags
along with food scraps go-into-the compost for fertiliger.
Furndure iy obviously secondhand and recovered with
donated fabrics: Everything iy cleary sturdy, and sensible:

The piéce de resistance of the guesthouse is the backyard
goarden: This viset, I am so-fortunate; I have the best room in
the house; not becautse of the inside accommodaiions; for they
are the same - single bed; desk; chair;, sink - but the exterior
view. This roomhas a bay window, which overlooks the
garder:

In the sumumer; the flowers are breathiakingly beaulifil;
The grass s immaculalely groomed: Any time the sun would
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peak oul of the clouds; we guests would rush quickly to-the back
closet thait holdy folded-down lawwn chairs and go-perch under

a tree and feast on the fragrant adr and gage on iy flowering

beaudy.

Last summer my room's view was over the clothesline and
garbage cans: The summer beforve; I had the tincest room with
the tincest window in the house: I'mvnot complaining: Itsjust
the facty: And this year; I lucked out and got the room with
the view, this winler view, the stowfk; bleak; windows rattling
view. Thegorgeous; big old trees are stripped leafless: The
smadler;, wispier trees and bushes ave naked:

It 5:30 PM. Thegray winder sky is darkening into- night.
The whole scene iy like a black etching: Shadows: [ines:
Stiliness: There iy a rtyithmic swaying of the leafless trees:
There are afew wrunovable evergreens; but it is the barve trees
thai coniinue to-hold my altention: England has the most
incredible weather, ever-changing from one moment to-the
next. I dowt remember a more miserable winder'sy day than

yesterday. It literally was so-bad that I was concerned that the
bay window might blow right in from the gale force wind and
Jfrerce rains:

Al of a suddery much to-my surprise and delight, I heard
a bird singing - notjust a liltle “chirp, chirp” plea for help, but
atrue live song: He was just having agrand old time of it. I
couldn’t believe my ears! I found myself laughing out loud
Wil glee; of course very quietly, so-as not to-dasturb-aryone
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else: Canyow imagine? I bet all the other bivds were saying to-
themselves; “There goes that blasted fool again.” Maybe he had
seen the old Gene Kelly movie; “Singing inthe Raine” ALLI
know i that his tune changed my whole outiook on the day.

Driving storms and howling winds and bave-boned
gardens are perfect bay window scenes for reflective retreat
time: It iy al such times thai yow can ask questions like; “Who-
are yow, Lovd Jesus? And who-am I, a miseradle sinner?” Such
questions are good; especially during retreats:

T am nothing but by the grace of God.” That is my little
hearts phwase that I've been living with for years: It might
sound a liltle dreary, but actually, i brings me greai joy.
Nothingness” is quite lLight; gudte freeing: For me; everything
depends on God'y grace: Ity not thai I'm not responsible for my
own actions; but alll know i thak lefi onmy owry Il
awariably muck things up. There s not one sinl m not
capable of commdlting: Thalsjust part of my fallen
humanness - but by the grace of God; all things can be made
right

A reflective retreat is a time for getling down to-basics -
pruning cway the dead wood; stripbing away any unnecessary
weedls thait mighit later choke: Yowye to-take a real hard look
al yowrselfs not alone; but with the companionship of the Holy
Sprit. e is the Physiciary the Gardener, the Pruner, and all iy
done with love: We wank our littie tiny flower of a soul to-be
able to-bloom: Retreaty help in the process:
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‘Singing inthe Racn.” Thanks; Mr. Bird; I needed that.
It helped theis winider pruning sesscon not to-be too-heayy, and
&y not supposed to- - for we are loved by Love:

When I arrvived af the conwent; I was unloading my tote
bag from the rental car and my sister-in-law's friend; janet;
lavghingly said; “Yowre not, Lucy, going to-take the spa bag to-
the corwent withvyou?” “Why, yes:” She found that amusing
but that’y me and my life: One of the important aspecty of thes
exercise iy the inlegralion of this mixed-up self called Lucy,
who-goes to-spas and corwenis; who-loves frumpy and
fashionalble; who-is an adult and a child; who-likes to-wear
high heelsy and gold roller skates; who-right now s barefooted
WA pink sadin PJy and pink rollers; who-is writing on a yellow
PAd inv front of an icon of the Lovd, Jesus and Mary and
wearing rhinestone magndying glasses: I'mva Christian who-
likes iconsg and incense and clapping and swaying gospel: I'mv
trying to-become comfortable with all of me instead of an
ectheryov dichotomy.

Do~ yow also-have some liltle idiosyncrasies; harmless littie
quirks that mighit seem peculiar to-others? Forgel il. Embrace
them: “Betrue to-your self who-the Lovd is calling yow to-be’” as
a preacher advised me:

Remember Peter, when he had, just been forgiven by our
Lovd, Jesus for betraying him thwee times? Ity Jorw21:15-17.
Owr Lord, Jesus said; “Simony son of-Jotwy do-yow love me more
than these others do?”
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Yes; Lovd; " he answered; “Yow know that I love youw:”

Jesus said to-himy “Take carve of my lambs:”

A second time, Jesus said to-himy “Simony son of-Johwy do-

yowlove me?”

Yes;, Lovd; " he answered; “Yow know that I love yow:”

Jesus said to-himy “Take care of my sheep.”

A thivd time, Jesus said to-himy “Scmony son ofJotwy do-

yow love me?”

Peter became sad because Jesus asked him the third time;
“Do-yow love me?” And so-he said to-hinmy “Lorvd; yow know
everything; Yow know thai I love yow!”

Jesus said to-himy “Take care of my sheep!”

I'mv sure Peters eyes and heart and mind were totally
fixed onhis risenw Lovd: Bul the very instant the balm of
forgiveness had been applied - the next stalement by Peter was;
What aboul John?” He wanied to-know Jjohw's future; not Acs
own: Ol thai reaction s so-hwman: We're curious about
others and thecr walks; but owr eyes arve to-be condinually on
the lovd: We are to-be true to-the Calling that e iy calling us
individually to-answer. We've to-answer that Call and no-one
else’s: IfF i happens to-be a mixed bag; o mixed-up
kadeidoscope like I any then donwt fight it; as I have for years;
but embrace it.

Yes; I do-highly recommend taking a spa bag to-a
conwend. Ity greal for carrying toiletyies to-the communal
bathroom and groceries al the corwencience storve i yow have to-
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pick those up. And il’s perfect to-carry your bible and yellow
writing pad: Peace:
I amy your mixed-up bag sister in Christ;
Lucy
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