Preccous Pilgrimy

Today I am standing in my most-favorite place at this
camp inNorth Carolinay Camp Kanuga: It is St. Frances’
owldoor chapel and it makes me want to-revisit theis little
man’s home inAssisi: So-now let us close owr eyes and go-to-the
land of Francis: May thiy imaginative heart and mind travel
help lead us into-a deeper comprehension of the holy ground
each one of us occupies:

First; we travel to-the Porgiuncolay the liltle portion: It is
located ail the base of the hills of Assise; Itady. In Francds’ day,
the area was o devsely forested placv: I iy midst was a tiny
stone chapel; one of the three that he restored: It is heve that
he and his followers met yearly. It is here thait he died: Thes
little chapel today &5 encased within the large white bvight
elaborale church of St. Mary's of the Angels. As we approach
thiy cathedral; we miss the woods;, which have been replaced by
vendors and hawkers selling Assisc pavaphernalia: Bul once we
enler the church; aly s perfect: The space; the space is large;
although grandy; it is somehow Still very scmple: And the
quietness; the quietness; theve ave hundreds of people walking
around; bul i is brealhiakingly quiet. Everyone iy ina
reverent mood: Each is drawry as i by o magner; to-the liltle
churchy the lictle portion: It & tiry, maybe 12 feet by 20 feet.
We wait our turn and thew enter. Therve are ancient pews
along the walls: We seek one out in order to-kneel and pray.
We must; for in theis dimirudive space we are dyoiwn to-av
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humbler position: It is as if we have reeniered a womb-or av
firnace or the hands of God: We know i is holy ground: It isa
place of creativity, Christ-like creativity, wherve wally are
broken downry positive juices seem to-be flowing: Owr whole
bodlies; mindy and spirity wank to-respond to-Christ’s love: We
experience arv effervescent overflowing: We think of King David
dancing with wild abandonment before the Ark of the
Covenani: A run-in wilh the holy causes crealivity to-flow and
St Frances hadl such encouniers often: St: Frances’ whole life
became an art form as a resull of his total cmmersion in and
taking onw of Chwist. His whole life became a celebrating art
formy singing “The hilly are alive with the sound of music:”
Buit also-in the valleys and plains and caves; whervever we
retrace the footsteps of this poor little mary there seems to-be a
melody playing; hidden harmondies:

It i8 now inour menial visit a moondit night and we go-
purposefildly to-Assisc's town squarve: We've had to-wind back
and forth and up and down and around and aboul to-arrvive;
out this weaving; walking journey was sheer delight. It was
like traveling through the backwalers of Venice where time
retraces d3elf: These ancient, storvied; stonewall buiddings seem
to-have divided just enough so-that we could pass: We arvive
and therve are groups of young people gaihered singing from
all over the world: We wish we coudd tern up the moonlight for
we just know that somewhere in owr midst is the liltle man
Frances celebrating too: He might be cold or hungry or tired
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or inexcrucialing pain but, nevertheless; if therve is ajoyful
meetling of pracses going ovy he's bound to-be there: Red
poppbies bring out song: Sowring swadlows bring out song:
Swaying trees brving out song: Flowing streams bring out song:
AWy buk beauldy is in the eye of the beholder and St. Francis saw
more than most. His inlerior soul eyes became so-sensitive that
writhing lepers brought- out song: Dank imprisovumnent brought
out song: A raging foidher brought oul song: Hunger, thirst;
disease and death broughtt out song: We cannot put o stopper
o music; Which comes from the deepest part of ourselves; it isa
response to-God's love:

We can now go-visit the little stucco-roomy which holds the
ondy known ssuviving pacniing done by the sacnt. We climb-
ancient steep steps to-the second floor and we come to-a suile of
little rooms; one of which holds o fireplace: It is here we learn
that St. Frances’ temples were cauleriged in avfacled attempt to-
cure his eye disease: Burning iron brand on his temples: Canv
we imagine the paivy the smell; the unbearable was made
bearable for he had proyed that Brother Fire would be gentle:
He was then taken to-this little one-room budding to-
recuperate: Fere; oul of pairy mixed with his devotional love
of Chwist, using blinded eyes but a sure hand; he drew on the
wall the Towel Cross; which &5 the symbol of Franciscans today.

And now we go-to-the caves. Immersed throughout this
sanl’s life are cave dwelling times: e needed these dark;
solitary enclosures to-keep his senses finely tuned to-Christ. The
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ebb-and flow, the badance; the pouring out and filling up,
emptiness; vilnerabilcty, survendering - they s the world of a
cave aweller. Frances was one often - most saindy are: It iy
scary going inlo-the dark to-experience the light. We know
thait we must take this roule for we believe it i heve like no-
other place that the creatlive jucices from Chvist flow.

Our final destinaiion on the imaginalive journey is to-St.
Frances’ tomb: We enter St. Francds’ Calhedral: It is made up
of three levels: Fach level iy o church on ity own: The top floor
has the glorious, Joko-pacniings all around the walls depicting
Frances’ life: The middie chuwch also-has beaultfil wall
frescoes: Finally, we descend the stone steps into-the tomb-
chapel: We are entering a much smaller space packed with
people: We should feel claustrophobic but instead ity as i we
can breathe agacn: We internally smile: It &5 good: It s
pervect. Francis would like theis cave-like tomb-room: We
silently wadt inline: It iy a stow-moving one; which s fine
because there iy no-need to-rushy no-need to-hurry, all are
where they wantto-be: There iy one aisle with chairs on edther
side: We proceed to-the front where there is av scmple stone altor
and crucifix: We look up and there above the altar behind the
ronw gale s Frances’ tomb: It seems (o-be suspended in mid-air.
It i5 ashe requested; his body s final resting place: Itsa

It &8 now for our cmaginary journey time to-end: We stort
to-ascend up those well-worn steps: Amagingly, thishotly
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ground sensation does not seem to-leave us: It & as i thes
hallowed world has taken root within owr very becng and
righitly so-for can we not take some of Franceg’ world with each
one of us? Can we not occasionally be cave dwellers? Can we
not die to-self by God's grace? And can we not be marked as
Chwist’s own by his grace? We arve all called to-be like Jesus: We
are to-see the holy in all experiences; inall people; in all
places; and inall things. #His natural response was ajoyfic
effervescent, bubbling up of praise and worship. It affected all
My brothers and sisters in ChAvist; may owr lives so-become

holy ground. We have imaginalively visited such places; but
the reality iy that each one of us is holy ground becawse of who-
inawelly us: Francis knew thes: May we know it also: Peace
and all good.

I aom your sister in Chvist,

Lucy
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