Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I wriling to-yow from my sister-in-low’s convested
Cotzwolds barn in Taynitory England:

Things are going by so-fast; I cant keep up. Its twenty
minudes undtd twelve and way past my bediime; but I do-wani
lo-try and write to-yow each day. My sister-in-law Kay and heyr
friend, Janet picked me up yesterday afier the noonday service
at the Conwent where I ve been on a thwee-day silent rvetrveat. I
gave Sister Michaelay, my retreatoant divector, a big hug and
kiss gqoodbye: Hopefillly, I'U be back inMay. Its strange: Ity
never a clingy hug hello-or av clingy hug goodbye: Asl
meniioned eariier; she isa gift. There is no-other way of
explacning how anAussie nun and anAlabamian got
logether. She reminds me of my wonderfiul grandmother, not
v looks; bukd in her encowraging disposition: She has a grand
sense of huumor. Somehow her veil iy always just av little
crooked: We laugh together as if we were school chums: She
shaves some of her life storvy and poetry. I share some of mine:
It s just nice and comfortable: Both of our goals are the same;
to-belong totally to-the Lovd: She's alot farther along on the

Journey. Our lives are connected on this side and I know will
beonthe next. Quietly I can whisper to-youw thait I love her and
I know she loves me: Asl said; she isa gifi.

Armyway, Kay and, Janet picked me up. We went to-one of
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owr favorite restauranity in the village of Woodstock for lunch:
Then janet and I were dropped off cn Burford: We individually
ran indo-our favorile hauniy ond individually walked back to-
the Barrvy which s a mile and a half away. The morvelous
dance of the Cotzwolds is that yow are allowed to-come together
and then to-go-off- on your own and then to-come together
again. Part of my pigrvimage to-this place; and I will have to-
call it apilgrimage; s going to-St_John the Baptist Church in
Burford. Ity called the Cotzwolds Cathedral. It iy herve thatl
came every morning for tWo-weeks auring morning prayer Wiliv
the Vicar Tingle: It iy heve thai I've come to-foly Conwmunion
dwwring the week in their Chapel of St. Mary'’s: I think of the
mature ladies with senscble shoes kneeling on weekday's;
praving all over the world:

I also-popped in and out of the storves on the hilly main
street and then stowted my favorite walk -- the one-and-a-
half-mile trek from Burford to- Taynton and the Barn: Each
vear I have walked thiy route almost dadly. Half of it s along
a paity where I've been chased by a bull, and the rest iy along
analmost single-lane road: The sights are sheep, green fields;
rabbits; pheasant, stone walls, woven hedgerows; distant
streams and wildflowers: Ity up and down and around and
about and I love i.. My foavorile part s when yowre almost al
the Barn: There's a signpost saying Tayntow and the word
SLOW written on the pavement. It iy ak this poind that the
world seems to-change and take on a whole new riythnu
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SLOW. There are no-storves i Tayniony ondy residents; about
Sy, Tonight ok av neighbor'’s receptiory I learned that
Jokingly there is an upper 7Taynton and a lower Taynior:

There s av wonderyuld Norman church whose bell must
have the slowest gong inexistence: Usually I fall asleep while
wadling to-count the next chime: There’s atown “fete’” every
other year to-support the church: Yow can walk the whole town
When five minuies:

So-yesterday we ‘aid’” Taynton: It was delightfid: There
were seven of us; and that was a capacdy crowd:

Today, Janet-and I went to-Oxford: Koy stoayed home
fighting off o cold: Janet;, who-had never driven in England;
adid fabulowsly. Necther driving on the wrong side of the road
nor changing gears seemed to-daunt her. On arvivad; we splic
up as before: I weni to-my fovorite haunts -- Blackwell’s
Bookstore and some secondhand bookstores. I ale a picnic in
my fovorite park; which is across from Keble College; just sitting
and thinking and praying and absorbing this wonderful
place:

Then we were off and running back to-the Barry a guick
freshening-up, and off again in the backdoor neighbors: Kay
was STl under the weaiher. Although janet and I would have
loved to-have crawled into-our PIy and watched TV in front of
the fire; we did our duty and dressed -- high heels; stockings
and ally; to-go-to-tonight’s soiree: I'mv so-glad we went. It was a
delighitful occasion: The flowers and the food and the drinks
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and the company were all grand:

The howuse was the manor house to-the Barn and is qude
fabulous in an undersiaied; tastefully English way. Whait
really impressed me was not the antigues orv chinaw (although I
aid wani to-turn my plate over and see Whai paitern it was;
out I knew better; thanks Mama), but the marvelous host and
hostess and how gracious they werve: That's what cmpressed me:
There were eighit of us of ddferent ages; stages; and
backgrounds: We couldnw’c have gaihered a morve diverse
group. Our host and hostess mixed and maiched; mingled
and passed hors doewvres and champagne; and constantly
checked onvevery one of us -- but in a slow, allentive way, not
al afranticpace: Our hostess came up to-me ak one point and
asked of we might change seats; because she knew the
gentleman next to-her and I would evyoy talking: We did:
And I did: Thes elderly artist coudd not have been more
interesiing: I happened to-have boughit one of his flower
watercolorvs for a gift last year. e had since suffered a stvoke
and aheart attack: I did eryoy our conwersatioru

It was monvelous to-see true hospilalidly at work: We all
left feeling as if the party had been planned just for us: We
each felt like the guest of honor -- a marvelowus care-gift had
been given:

O arviving home; we aid get to-put on owr PJ sy and wrop
up inquilty before the fire and have bean soup and crackers
and cheese and olives and celery and bread and lemon curd
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(that’y one of the advantages of a girls’ spend-the-night party -
- yow caneal weird stufffond ity OK). We waiched the movie
“Emmay " and just had a comfortable; warmy cogy old time of it
Life iy good: Life s grand: I know how blessed I am

I donw't wani to-forget the gracious gift of hospilalily
Lonighit that was given by sSlight acquainiances; given as if we
were honored guests: Janet and I were put on the irwiladion
list streictly becawse of Ky, but yow wounld never have knowru
70~ be treated with such warmith made our later fiveside chat al
the Barn everw move irwilingly close: True hospitadity. May I
never forget experiencing i, and I pray thai the Lovd will
allow me to-cultivale such a sincerve graciousness towards all
people:

Paul says in Romansg 1213 -- Practice hospidalily. Peler
says in 1 Petor 4.9 -- Offer hospitality. Jorw says in 3 John1: 8 -
- Show hospdalidly. For me; the most incredible gift of
hospiadcly, Gods gift of hospitalily and welcome is portrayed
anthe Lovd’ parable of the prodigal son: My Preciows Pilgrimy
we are to-cultivale the spivit of Christian hospiality. We are to-
greet one another with akiss of kindness; reflecting by God's
grace the equalily of love; love for all that our Lovd God has for
alle Ofcourse; I fadloffen: Usually, when menially role-
Playing the prodigalsons I foel most comfortable playing the
prodigal or the eldest son: I do-realige; however, as Chvist s
owry He iy calling us to-be more like #Him and like that
welcomeng fadher. Al by His grace; by His grace may Christian
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hospiladily come forth in this broken worid:
I anmy with love;
Your sister in Chwist,
Lucy
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