Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“By the light of the sclvery moon:” Soon it will be the
downing of a new day. I seem to-be using the ftebraic method
of calculating time; sunset to-sunset; as I write to-yow this
season. It makes sense (o-me; as these letters are reflections
based on the day's activities: Somehow, there’s more closure;
more finalily whesn yow go- With this sundown-to-sundown
rythmcc routine: It reminds me of the closing of the New York
Stock Exchange: I've never seew such avcragy world: Each
active - no; franiic - day & broughi to-an end with- an
odnoxious ringing of a bell: “People; iy over. Yowve run out
of tome: Too-bad i yowve bought and sold the wrong stuff- Ity
fincfor theday. Ity kapul. Awrevoir. Hoastala vistoan Ciao;
baby and goodbye.”

Darkness to-darkness: For me; i seems to-be creating av
more reflective; over-the-shoulder gage on the day before I
move on to-the next one: And this iy good for this reflective
seasory but as Faster people; I'mv glad this is not our normal
stance: Gve me sunvise lo-suwwise any other time: It hasa
more hopeful; fidwre feeling; donw't youw think? And we are to-be
flure-facing people; for the best is yet to-come:

I understand the need; however; to-be an occasional cave
aAweller. Ity good to-pull apart and go-into-an enclosed “doark’”
where there is no-oulside distracting stimudi. It's not my
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fovorite place; no-actually, thats not true: Ity the most
exposed; naked; raw place l know, but it drvaws me like a
magnel. Thefacades aretenderly scraped off The games seem
lo-come to-a halt: Ideally, the endless wordiness of my brain
slows down so-there are move spaces of silence to-listen: Scary?
I'dsay so: Control-less? Ideally.

Once I went on avfour-day retreat to-ahermilage; which
was atiny one-roomy cabin tucked back into-the woods of the
Benedictine Conwent in Cullmary Alabama: This eighi-foot by
10-foot room had a bed; bedside table; a rocking chair: There
was nedther electricily nor runwming wader. I ate ondy bread
and waler. I know this might sound a liltie weird: I made
thes self-cmposed retreak becawse I had beev asked to-speak at a
conference on the pre-assigned sulject of caves; renewald and
lestoament. The only way I knew to-posscbly try and get in touch
With av so-called cave experience was to-try and and recreate
such anenwvirorumenit. The weaiher was incredible: It rained
continuousty. It was ideal for an enclosed cave time: I
coddnt have wandered around i1 had wanded to: I learned
on my first night thait I weswt the ondy occupant for some
precious little creaitures had carved ahome oul right above my
bed inthe attic: They weren't too-noigy. As i lightninged and
thundered; my prayers were maindy that the rotting ceiling
wolldwit give way and those little unknown furvy friends
worldwt plop onto-my bed: And I found one tick and
numerous spiders: My perfume for this exquisite visit experience
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was bug spray.  The first two-nighits of this experience I used
candles and o kerosene lamp and a flashlighi for light. The
last twenty -four howrs I decided to-get tough - all lighty out. I
penit the four days praying; reading and rvesting: I read out
loud, John's gospel; his letters and Revelaiion: For exercise; I
did a little song and dance routine to-some of my favorite
hymng: There was afeeling of suspended time: There was o
slowness about everything: I took off my wakch and ondy
occasiconally looked at it: There was never asense ofbovedomy
or loneliness: I was never afraid: It was totally a gift - alove
offering: I weni to-be aport with God - to-draw neaver to-Himu
He s nearer than owr very breath:. Ity just that our nodsy busy
world distracts: Right infrond of the liltle hermitage was a
wooden sigry which said; “‘Ausculta” and I was told thaid &
meant, “Listen” inladin: Listery himmmn... For me I had no-
mystical experience: There wasjust akeen sense of who-our
Father God &y and who-I am: I amv loved by the Beloved; so-are
you: Yoware loved by the Beloved: I experienced that sttt
smadl voice: There was a calmy apeace; agenileness:
Port of my daily discipline; one which I've beenv
Practicing now for almost two-years; s called “centering
proyer.” Each morning; I literally go-into-a darkened closet
and st and try to-be quiet and listen for twendy minuides: Ofienv
i the notsiest part of the day for my mind does not like
relinguishing condrole Onmy owry Il never get it vight. ITn
fact; iy not aboul “getting it right, ” raiher ity about being
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there inthe discipline: Alltome iy God's time: The quiet helps
me to-acknowledge this fact. I mnot incharge; really I never
amu ‘Sating’” helps me live in thes truth: The most important
part, and strangely the harvdest part, for me iy the allowing of
love to-flow. Beloved to-beloved: OM i&seasy for me to-love
Hemy owr Lovd; but ity so-ddficult for me to-accept #His love:
But, but lovd - I amasinner. Please turn away from me:” e
doesn't leave: He never does: Only I do: I'm trying morve and

ac

more not to-rune “Ruvy ruwvy fast as yow can: Yow cant caleh
me I mvthe gingerbread man:” Ol bul He can - our Lord can
catch me: e can calch yow: He canembrace each one of us -
Fonly we say ‘yes:” And I am trying trying to-learn how.

In the liltle hermitage o one of the walls; there was a
little plague; which said; ‘Shalom:” I hamwmered o little
Jerusalem cross over i, which came from the Mountain off
Transfiguralion: I was therejust afew monihs ago-and went
lo-the cave where Lagarus was called out. As I stood inthat
claustrophodbic spot; I coudd just imagine, Jesus calling
“Lagarus; come oul! Lucy, come out?” My precious; preccous
Pilgrimy come out: What tombs are yow stuck in? I think cave
awelling or hermitage dwelling or cenlering prayer helps
break the silence of our noisy world so-thai we can really hear
our Lovd Godls loving voice and then become what e intends:

Now may our today's visit end by reading 1 Kings 19.11 &
12. And God said; Go-forth and stand upon the mounit before
the lovd: And behold; the Lovd passed by and a great and
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strong wind rent the mouniaing and brake in pieces the rocks
before the Lord, bulthe lord was not inthe wind: And afier
the wind; there was an earthquake; but the Lovd was not in the
earthquake: And after the earthquake; afire; but the lovd was
not-inthe fire: And afier the fire; o still; small voice:
AN my precious pilgriny & s my heart's desire to-hear

thai voice more and morve: May it be yours also:

Now I amy your occasconally-closeted;

cave-dwelling scster in Christ;

Lucy

P.S. Back home; my brother-in-law Tom just phoned: We had a
good conwersaiion: I love himand he loves me: I told him all
about the retreat and said I had more of an appreciation of
my son Wills three-day solo-experience during an Outward
Bound: Tomvsaid my trip hadwt been an Outwoard Bound; but
rather an inward-bound: I concur. Lel’sy go-for more of those
rward-bounds: God bless:
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