Preccous Pilgrimy

“Thes is deep Tuna.” We all laughed; but knew exactdy
Whail that meant. The “Tuna Group” iy made up of ladies who-
have beenw meeting each Friday for the last twelve years: Our
main goal iy to-encourage each other in owr walks with the
Lord: Part of that encouragement iy becng excrucialingly
rudhfil with each other. We give each other the gift of
listening as each reporty on their previous week's walk: We
listen to-concerns; faiclures; hopes; dreams: Everything is held
v the uimost confidence: Nothing goes oul of Tuna -- not to-
spouses; friends; children -- nothing goes out. Maybe that's why
we laughed when “deep Tuna’” was menitoned for everything is
‘deep Tuna:” ITn other words; iy totally unmeniionable if iy
spoken al the Tuna group. Do-yow know what a gifi that is? To-
have av safe haven where yow can be totally honest, totally
opery totadly viinerable: There is no-judgment; no-fix-ic
merdadity, only listening and proyer and trudhfiiness: It is the
most cmportant group in my Uife; next to-my family, bud these
ladies ave actually fomily, too:

We're called the “Tuna Group” becautse for the first ten
vears we met al our house; and Pearilie Mae Llamar;, our
housekeeper; fixed tuna fish for our lunch each week: The
name just stuck: It has a Christian ring to-i; don't youw thinks?

I love these ladies: They love me: We've gone through
marviages; adivorces; births sickness; deaihs: Yow name i,
Tuna’s been through . We always celebrale birthdays ina big
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way and love presents: At this point, children even ask for
prayersfrom Tuna: Spouses have come to-respect it. The Group
& a gift not ondy to-us individually, but also-to-our families:

I tirnthe light on: I turnithe light off: I turnthe light
on. I dow't wank to-give this discipline up of wriling to-yow
adaily, but'l amtived: Ity 11.20 ak night: Ity been a fidl day.
The volunieer work ai Headstort was wonderfild: Tuna was
wonderid:

I dow't know whai thes letter is about, whai iy theme is:
The experience for me today that was the strongest was walking
nio-our burnt oud howse on Hull Street as they were ripping
out the last part of the grand central stacrcase: Now the inside
4 more like a barn or a cathedrad: It iy totadly gutted -- o
shell. No-inderior wally are left; no-honey-combed flooring no-
carved paneling; no-intricale doors; no-plaster molding, no-
marble maniies; no-shell-shaped corner cupboards: Nothing:
Absoluteldy, nothing: The beauliful home which housed my
family for the last sixteen years iy gone: The exterior wallsy
stand; bul there are no-insides:

Whakt do-you do-with this? This iy not the end of the
world: Life does go-on: Inthe big scheme of things; all is well:
No-one died or was badly awyured: Al our maierial things --
pictures; frrnishings; are safely in storage: Bul somehow there
are reactions: There's some mourning some saaness: I nv
trying my best to-keep this house five in the right perspective:

Al of life i about budding wup and tearing down:
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Holding onand letting go: I want to-act approprialely to-the
situaiiony the corcumstances -- to-give the disaster i3 due; but
then to-dump it totally. I donw't wanit to-get stuck and remain
v the year of the fire: I wani to-grieve i and thenw grow from
& I wani thes experience to-just be woven into-the fabric which
makes up my life:

I don’t know how ecther one of these images relaies; but
right now they are powerfil in my bracn:. First; I can close my
eyes and picture the English Anglican nung ai the last service I
attended with them when I visiled: It was o Friday noonday
service; Which ends each week with the sisters holding their
fromv the ceding ai the front of the church: They do-this for
about five mirwiles each Friday.

For me; & stands as a strong cmage of letting go- These
ladies have nothing; own nothing but even in their
nothingness; seeing thecr held-out arms was and i a symbol of
total relinguishing: I yearn to-be that opery that unattached:
I pridefully thought'I was becoming less and less clingy, and
then therve was the five: I have to-come to-terms wilh the
readigalion that I was and I am move altached to- “things”
thaw I wani to-acknowledge:

Another image & a St. Francis garden plaque: Four are
embedded in the concrete benches in the back yord af the
Headstart kindergarten I just discovered thisy Wednesday.

Before I had ever started volunteering there; before I eves
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knew there was afteadstart program there; I fell in love with
thes backyard: There had beew an article in the newspaper
about St. Mary's of the Street Shrine: Mary Barwick; my friend;
and I quickly wentto-see il. Under the divection and dreams
of their previous priest; the parishioners of St: Johw's had
crealed an inner city gavden sanctuary. The wholeproperty is
encircled with two-foot concrete angels: Along one side of the
property arve lavger; almost life-sige statues of sacnty and
angels and a cross: Strategically interspersed along the way
are concrete benches: There are trees and agaleas and a lavge
paved parking lot and driveway. A chain-link fence encloses a
playground for the childrven: It is not that large a space; so-
every inch has been put to-practical use: Teachers; four-year-
olds and soup kilchen diners come through this backyard
daily. Somehow, aesthetically, i works: It iy o pleasing;
pleasant place:

After Wednesday, it became even morve meaningfid; for it
became aplace of comfort for four four-year-olds: It was
picture-taking day. I have never seen the children so-exciled;
even move than at Chvistmas. In the room where I was
helping; the children that were having thecir pictures taken
had a name tag sticker placed on their backs: I noticed there
were four without tags: The teacher told me these would not be
having thewr pictures made: Slowly, & became apparent to-this
precious quartet that since they were unstickered; that meant
something was wrong: They started telling thedr fellow
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classmades; “We donwt have stickers: We're not having our
pictures made:” There was some discussiory some consoting:
Yow know, four-year-otlds arve usually candid and truthfil; but
kind:

Me and my “fix-it” menialily wanted to-get thirteen
dollars for each child or go-find acamera and take a group
shot so-that everyone could have o picture and be included.
But even I knew thal wouldn't have been appropricde: It was;
however, apbropriaie for me to-ask the teacher i I could take
the fowr oulside while the others were being photographed. She
said yes and we had o grand old special time:

We lined up and they followed me: Sometimes I was o
guacking mama duck and they were my pretend quacking
ducklings: Sometimes we were bees and we'd bug-z-z-3 and
land with our fingers occasionally on a dandelion or an
agalea: Then we were gracefid; quiet bulterflies: It was
mportant thait we stay together; for there were other classes
alveady outside playing: Occasionally we'd light on a bench
where we five could it perfectly. It was thery for the first time
that I noticed the small St: Francis plagues that had been
placed in the center of each: That was nice:

Maybe; maybe whai thes letter i aboul s sanctuaries --
holy ground sanctuaries: Sanctuaries are hoty maybe becavse
they re not tightty, but rather lightly, held: In such places;
there’s a sense of beaudy and calm and safety wherve all is right
e the world in that particular spot. The Tuna Group, St.
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Mary sy Corventd, and St. Jow's backyvard all have become; for
me; Holy Ground sanctuaries: My prayer is that our Hull Street
house will become such a hallowed home: A fire and a ripped-
out of the insides and a tearing-down of the burnt staircase
seems to-be a good stowt in the budding process of such aplace:
A holy sanctuary. Peace:

I amv your sister in CArist;

Lucy
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