Preccous Pilgrimy

Its 5:30 AM. I'dhoped that I would wake wup this early on
our last day of thes conference ak Camp Kanuga in
Hendersonville; North Carolina so-that I would; could; see the
suwwise once move: I had no-alarm clock and wenit to-bed at
midnight so-I was plecsantly surprised that my internal clock
went off I quietly got out of bed; but this is an old cabin and
& squeaks and I didn't wani to-awaken the other four cabin
maies:

So-here I st in my bed; hacr rollers out, sweailer on and
Lop part ready to-go; but wilh my py's sl on the bottom: Even
realige this is not an acceptable oulfit to-go-prancing out into-
the pre-doawn: After the trial run of testing thes old floor; I
realiged therve was no-way I couldd go-without disturbing the
others: I wish now that I could go-back to-sleep for the body is
Sl ttred; bud I'm fighting to-siay awake; and to-write to-you:

My prayer is that I can share some of thes retreal’s
experience With youw: IfI wail uwniltl afler owur eighit-hour dvive
home; the freshmess will have gone; plus I'll need to-have moved
on to-eryoy the homecoming:

IF T were allowed to-take one theme home wilhv me from
thes conference; it woudd be our “woundedness; ” our universald
woundedness: IFI were allowed to-flesh those words out into-
anw image; i would have to-be ana tyiptych form:

The first picture would be a friege of Tuesday nighit's
healing service: What I expected was not what occerved: I
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should have realiged right from the start thait it was going to-
be a different experience than the one or two-previous ones I
attended: Usuadly, at a designaled time; those who-want
prayers for healing come forward at specific times: Usually, &5
Just ahandfil and hardly disruptive: It takes prodably five
minwdes: No-bigdeal: We “healthy” sing or pray while the
Sk’ get anointed with oil and handy lacd on them by the
mindster. I've never gone forwewd; for I've always considered
myself “‘healtty, ” plus I think there prodbably has been a little
pride of TmOK.”

Well; night before last was different and as I said; 7
should have realiged it right from the start. When we erlered
the Chapel of Transfiguraliory there at the far end was the
altar and this conference’s famdliar picture icon of the Trinity,
and on the floor right in front of it; lay an almost fill-size
wooder cross Wilh avfew candles siiting ow il. This cross was a
new addition to-the chapel: AsI walked closer; I saw Ling on
Lop of thai plain dark cross was the cross of San Damiano: It is
the crucdix that seemed to-speak to-St. Frances of Assise and it
told him to- “go-and rebudd my churchy ” the Lovds chuwrch: It
& a very powerful image; the Christ represenied s one thai s
alive:

As yow can imagine my senses were begivrwning to-perk up
a little - realiging that something ddfferent was going to-occur
thes nighit: I've been to-a lot of chuwrch services; but none with
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The service went according to-the familiar. The preacher
goave av sermon about “‘woundedness” and how we are all
afflicted and that this night we coudd bring owr wounds to-the
wounded Christ and ask for healing: Internally I thought
Wot me; baby. I'mfine: I'm notgoing up there; even though
s pretty davk and no-one can see who's who: Why, I'vegot it

pretty well together.”

Lord; forgive; bul thail'y what was going on inv my brain
So; I decided to-just be one of the singers and let the others;

those others; the ones that were “wounded’” go-up, and I could
wse my beaulifild voice and just sing: Lord; forgive. Whose
voice? The one who-gave me? Yow gave me?

S0; that'y what happened. People stoarted getting up and
going forward: Infact, almost every persory except may/be two-
or three came forward; including guess who; little old me:
Swrprise: Swprise: Afier aliltle reflection and conwiction by
the Holy Spirit; some; just some of my own woundedness came to-
mind: Thank the dear Lord “all” of my woundedness didnt
Aoak up or I probably wouldnw't have been able to-stand and
they would have had to-carrvy me up.

It was a quiet;, unsensalional; hamble; holy moment.
Woundedness: Everyone's woundedness: Some might hide thewr
infirmities better than others; but now I realige all; all carry
wounds: Ity part of our heunary fallen condition: Christ wanty
themu Thails too-much to-comprehend in one kneeling: It will
take all of my life; bul ak least there was a beginning:
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The second image that I @ like to-freege and take home in
my cmaginary triptych occurved last night al “questions and
answers” sesscon:  The participanty of the conference were gives
the opportunddy to-go-to-one of the mikes which had beerv set up
n the adsle and ask seminar presenters questions:

A few people; ak first; came forwerd a little shyly and
mainly gave compliments; well-deserved compliments to-the
both of them: Thew; afew more brave souls came forwerd and
asked questions of clarity on some tough scriptural vesses that
had been used in some of the teachings:

I cant remember all; My mind has absorbed so-much in
these four days and there have been so-many rich experiences:
My main cmpression was at this point, all was going well and
as expected; there weve good questions and good ansgwers:

Then a man came forward: I recogniged himy for he had
ealenv dinner al the same table for one of the meals: I knew a
little bit of his story. It was av rich one; as all of owr stories are
G we are willing to-share them

I'd been told by one of his friends and admivers that he
had suffered a severed spine in a helicopter accident. Fe had
survived two-crashes in the Vietnam War without injury, but in
another, at- home; he had not been so-fortunate:

Hes friend; who-also-was debditated; but by Parkinson’s
Disease; said tAak this many was a many of great courage and
bravery. e was expected to-have been bedridden for life; but
he does walk; with crudches. This strong geant of a man started
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speaking in the microphone: e expressed how last nights
healing service had been for him: That he had chosen not to-
come forwerd: That he had rationaliged to-himself that he
did not need it and dcdnw’t think he believed cn it. He said as
he sak there and wailched as the “wounded’” came forward; he
realiged he was filll of pride and just couddwt bring himself to-
the point of allowing the letling-go-and the gving up of
controtl: Thery with tears; asked if he could have hands laid
on him:

The Bishop responded in incredible love and said he
would be glad at our next service to-lay hands on him: There
wasnw't a dry eye inthe place: The mawn on the crulches walked
back to-hes chair and sai dowwn: 7#is viinerabdity had touched
each one of us profoundly. He seemed even taller, even braver
than before:

The third scene in this triptych friege that I wani to-take
home and also-want to-share with yow took place ai our final
service: Everyone came forwend (o-receive ftoly Communiony
including the man on the crutches: e also-rececved the
laying onvof hands: Just by chance; the song we were singing
was “The Lord of the Dance:” And just by chance; the marn on
the crutches had hands lacd on hem by a bishop that had been
crippled since birth: Just by chance; the man on the cruiches
was totadly ssuwvounded by others; the enttve congregaiiory who-
also-were crippled one way or another since birth: Agacry as
never before; I realiged our human brokenness: There iy ondy
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One Healer; One Deep Healer, who-waniy our wounds: Thats
why He got onto-thai cross; cnorvder to-receve: It is owur Lovd
and Savior, Jesus CAvist.

Ity now 6 AM. I soon will be adle to-move around; for the
others will be getting up. I didn'tgel to-see the sunvise this
morning: And that’s OK. Instead I got to-write to-yow and
look out of a window into-the dark and gage upon a lit chapel
steeple with av cross -- the Chapel of the Transfiguraiion:

AN The images that float through my brain: May the
“Criptych of our woundedness” be one that I cherish and
remember for the rest of my jovwrney. Wonderful woundedness
allows us to-come forward and dwell closer to-owr Chwvist - and
to-our brothers and sisters: May we all grow closer to-#im and
to-each other:

I amy your wounded; but healing
sister in Chvist;
Lucy
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