Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

And apartyidge in a pear tree:” Well; not exactly, but
almost. Ity been another blustery, cold; racny day in merrvy
old England. Kay, my sister-in-law, iy still under the weather
With avcold. Janet and I veniured out once move -- this time
i search of greeting cards in Burford:

Betty, the across-the-street neighbor; eariier took on the
challenging jod-of trying to-teach me how to-knit. Levy her
husband; was kind enough to-hold the yarn between his arms
s0-that I could roll thes gorgeous multicolored yarn into-a
ball: My tension on the yarn loosened up a bit and I might
even be getting the knack of it.

This dear couple took us under thedr wings from day one:
They live inaquaini 177 century thaiched cottage: We've had
Aelightfill visily in front of their living room fireplace on cold
days and lecsurely afternoon teas in thedr fabuwlous back
goarden in the summers: They've entertained both friends and
family visctors and introduced us to-many of the naiives:
Always one of the highlights of a Taynton trip is visiting Betty
and Levu

They have two-lop -eared rabbdy and two-guinea pigs thait
play together in the backyard on sy days; along with
various wild bivds who-come for tea on sunny afternoons: Each
bird has a name and iy known personally by Betty. Dr.
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Dovlittle would feel quite at home talking to-these ancmalsy
and thedr keepers: Lew iy inhis spry eighites and Betty i inher
spry seveniies: Amaging both are amaging:

Back to-today s activily. Janet and I tried to-be quiet as
mice when we returned from our outing: The Barw iz still like
a barn in that therve &5 little privacy. The three bedrooms on
the second floor are all badcony rooms - all open out and
overhang the living room:  Yow can be arywhere inthe Barnw
and carry on a conversation Wit another persory wherever
they may be: Ity like living on an ancient stage; like atiny
Globe Theater. Two-fool thick stone wally are on the oulyide:
Spiral wooder steps are al either end of the house: A fireplace
4 ak the for end: A lovge picture window s inthe living roowy
directly across from the kilchen alcove and doorway. The rule
o the Cotswolds about converted barns is that youw have to-keep
the born opening apparent, thus the wonderfilly large gloss
window. So; whatever i going on weather-wise ouldide; yow
really get a sense of it inside: In England; the weather iy
constanily changing: Thes visit has mainly been rain and
Wwind and snowdrops and crocuses and best of all are the
pheasaniy nested in an apple tree right outside of Kay's
bedroom window. I had heard about them from both Kay and
Janet, but had not seen them myself- I insisted i they saw
them today, which iy my last day here; to-please let me know.

Well, bless her soud; Ky, ever sick; called me to-come look
for she had been awakened out of v sound steep by the cock’s
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crowing: I tiptoed up the steps indo-her room and peeked out
her bedyoom window. Much to-my delight; there inthe tree
was not one; buk four pheasandy roosting - a male and three
remades:

I knew this tree well: It iy one of the two-ancient apple
trees; which over time have beenw connected by vines: They have
formed anaturald canopy. In the ssummer, one of our most
delightiiul dinners had been underneaiv this natural arbor.
Now, from this new perspective of looking down upow it in the
winter time; i seems to-have become a giant nest, holding
these four huge bards comfortably. They seem to-have plenty of
roomu The wind conlinues to-howl: The rain continues to-beat
against the window panes: And there they sit; snug as a bug i
a rug; these four giganiic; gorgeous birds:

With the viscon of wonderment still fresh in my mindy 1
braved the elements and walked to- Tayniton'’s tiny church for
the 6 PM evening service: There & worship there each Sunday,
oul yow must check the posted chuwch bulletin for time and type
of service: The minéister iy acting priest for three surrounding
churches; so-ils always o surprise and a delight to-find out
Whail s happening on a given Sunday.

I've spent many avreflective time in thes worw space: Ity
budlt of the famous honey-coloved 7Taynton stone quarvied
rocks right outside of the village: I love to-come here with the
village; but I also-love to-come here alone and sing: In theis
high-vaulted space; the acoustics arve marvelous: I love to-stroll
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nthe ssrvounding yard among the mature yew trees and
ancient gravestones: I was delighted once when I discovered a
tiny hidden streamy, part of the Wind Rushy gently meandering
through the property's edge.

Once we had the joy of borvowing the tower's key from the
gentieman whose regponscbility i is to-weekly wind the clock
and bells: We climbed these clavstrophodically steep, dark
winding stone stacrs onto-the roofs It was one of the most
Forious breaihiaking views I've ever experienced: It was o
patchuwork of various colors of green and yellows; made up of
Cotawold villages and fields: Fantastic:

Last year;, aspart of the townw's fete; the ladies of the
village decorated the chuwch with a profusion of flowers: It was
made fi€ for the Queen herself to-visil. The arvangements were
placed v every conceivable nook and cranny, popping out
Joyfully as if nosegays of adovation. Need I say move? The
pleasant memories just seem to-flood my imagination:

But whait I wani to- meniion was last nighit’s service:
There were move people than usual: Id say almost half the
village had turned out on this miserable night. Eventhe vicar
made a comment on his surprise and delight al the nuumbers:
We worshipped: We sang: We prayed: We heard a meaningfud
homily. After the dasmissal; we genteelly greeted each other, as
only the English know how to-do-so-quietly. Each of us
preparved ourselves to-brave the elemenis once move: It was
pitch black dark and I d forgotten my wmbrella and
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Rashlight. Without hesitatiory I took off my coat, held it over
my head; and thus tented; I blindly guessed my way home: Al
those previous visils paid offf and I made it safely back to-the
Barru

We spent my last night in front of a flowing firve chaiting
and eating and drinking and wadching a little “telly. ” It was
a perfect ending to-av perfect week:

Kay had turned the outside backyard spotlight on for o
brieftime so-thail we could check once more on our fine~
feaihered friends: They were happily ensconced in this woven
mansion i the sky, seemingly unaware of the whirting
swirling dervish storvm of the night. They were ai peace:

We are also-to-be ak peace no-maiter whai our
corcemstances: This readily iy whai the essence of this visit to-
the conwent and the Barn and the church are aboul. I know
v ithe very cove of my becng; that all iy eternally well: It just
helps cmmensely to-pull away; not actuadly escape; but rather
to-draw apart as our Lovd often did: It helps to-get a morve
objective; fresher look on the world avound yow: The situations
and the circeumstances at home ave probadly still the same:
After our house fire our yord is stitd a mud hole and owr home
&4 St v burned-out shell: However, I'm morve equipbed now to-
get my eyes off thait mess onio-my imporiant things like our
Father inHeavery our fomily, owr friends and to-be once more
a Kingdom dweller; no-matter the external circumstances:
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Peace; precious Pilgrim: May each one of us feather our
nest With the comforting realddy thait we arve ever resting in the
arms of-jesus:

Your sister in Chvist;
Lucy
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