Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

Close your eyes and come wWith me to-the land of St:
Francis: May this imaginalive travel lead us into-av deeper
comprehension of the hotly ground each one of us occupies: It s
oul of this readigalion thai this saini operaded and; as o result;
his life became art: May owrs adso-become:

First, we travel to-the Porgiuncola; the Little Portion: It s
localed al the base of the hilly of Assise. ITn St Francey’ day, the
area wos v densely forvested plaiv: In iy midst was atiny stone
chapel; one of the three that he restorved: It is heve that he and
hes followers met yearly. It s here thait he died: Thes littie
chapel today is encased within the elaboraile church of St. Mary
of the Angels:

As we approach the cathedrad; we miss the woods which
have been replaced by vendors and hawkers: But once we enier
nto-the churchy aky it iy perfect: The space iy large -- although
grand; it is somehow ST very scmple: And the quietness: There
are hundyeds of people walking around; but it is
Oreadiakingly quiel. Everyone is in areverent mood: Each iy
drawry as i by o magnet to-the Little Church -- the Little
Portion: It about 12 feet by 20 foet and we wait our turn
and enler. It is as if we have re-entered a womdb-or the hands
of God: We know it i holy ground. It s aplace of creativity,
Christ-like crealivity where wally are broken downy posilive
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Juices seem to-be flowing: Ouwr whole bodies; minds and spivity
want to-respond to-Christ’s love: We think of King David
dancing with wid abandorwment before the Ark of the
Covenani. A ruw in with the holy causes creadividy to-flow. St
Frances had such encouniers offen.

St Francis and the arty: Chwist and creadivity. I can't
separvale these two-themes: St. Franceg’ whole life became an art
formvas aresult of his total immersion in and taking on of
Christ. #His whole life became a celebrating art form singing
“The hillsy are alive with the sound of music:.” Wherever we
retrace the footsteps of St: Francis; there seems to-be a melody
playing hidden harmonies:

It & now a moonddd néghit and we go-pusposefully to-
Assisis town square: We've had to-wind back and forth and up
and dowry this weaving; walking journey was sheer delight:

We arvive and there are groups of young people gaihered;
senging fromv adl over the worid: We wish we coudd turn up the
moonlight; for we just know that somewhere in our midst is thiy
Little Maw celebraling too: He might be cold or hungry or
tired or in excrucialing pavy but nevertheless; ifthere s a
Joyiul meeting of pracises going ony he's bound to-be here:

Tovfidy joyful; weadorve Thee:” Aly but Pilgrimy “beauity is
inthe eye of the beholder” and Francis saw more than most.
His indlerior soul eyes became so-sensilive that rotiing lepers
Orought out song: Dank imprisorunent brought out song: A
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death brought out song: We cannot put a stopper on music
which comes from the deepest port of ourselves; it is a response
lo-Godly love: Al Godls love; Pilgrimy thai seemed to-color all
siluadions; carcumstances; people; places; and made them
beaulifil for Francis: May we; brothers and sisters; experience
such av life coloraiion painted by God’s love:

We now go-visct the little stucco-room which holds the ondy
Enown surviving painiing done by the saink: St. Francis’
lemples were cauleriged in afailed attempt to-cure an eye
disease:. Burning ivon branded on yowr temples: Can we
cmagine thepain? The smell? The unbearabdle was made
bearable; for he had prayed that brother fire would be gentie:

Here; oul of paivy mixed with his devotional love of Christ;
using blind eyes; but a sure hand; he drew on the wall a cross:
It &5 the sige of a manw's hand.: The hues are faded red: We
wonder;, couldd this be the handprint of a saint radher than a
drawing? Could the bearing of his own cross have begun to-
emudale our Lord’s life in such a way that his handprint left
such a mark?

And now, Pigriny we go-to-the caves: Inilerspersed
twoughout the saint’s life are his cave dwelling times: 7e
needed these dark solitary enclosures to-keep his senses finely
tuned to-Christ. The ebb-and flow. The balance: Thepouring
out and filling up. This s the world of o cave dweller. Most
saniy need that and we probably do-too:
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As We enter; some of us; including myself; go-kicking and
screaming and dragging owr feet. It iy scary going into-the
ek to-experience the Light. Bul we know that we must. We
Enow thait we must take thes route; for we believe it s here like
no-other place thai the creative juices from Chvist flow. Oww!
Thak statement bothers me: “Creaiive juices from Chvist flow™
brings to-mind Christ Crucified -- brings to-mind Francis’
sigmadew -- brings to-mind owr dying to-self: Al yes; cave
aAwelling is necessary in ovder for the arty to-flowrish:

Ouwr final destinadion on this imaginary journey iy to-St.
Francig’ tomb: We enter acathedral: It iy made wp of three
levely and each level iy av church on iy owne  We descend to-the
bottom and the stone steps to-the tomb-chapel; We ave entering
a much smadler space packed with people: We should feel
claustrophobic; buk instead it i as i we can breaihe again:

We progress to-the front where there iy a simple stone alter and
crucifix: We look up and therve above the altar, behind an cron
gate; iy Franceg’ tomb: It seems to-be suspended in midadr. It iy
as he requested: #His bodys final resting place is o crudely

It i3 now tome for our journey’send: It iy as if the
hallowed worild has taken root withen owr very being: And
righitly so; for can we not take some of Frances’ wortd with us?
Canv we not occasionally, Pigrimy be cave dwellers? Can we
not die to-self? Can we not be marked as Christs own?

©2002



Francis and the arty was owr theme and I think a lot has
lo-do-with the crealivity with Chvist. We ave all called to-be
like Christ. St. Francis saw the holy inall experiences -- cnvall
people; inadlplaces; and inall things: His nadural response;
one which he could not contacny was ajoyfi; effervescent
bubbling up of pracdse and worship. It affected all aspects of his
Uiy thus his life was art.

Pilgrimy may our lives also-become:

FHoly ground, We have imaginaiively visited such places
out the reality is thait each one of us is hotly ground because of
Who-indwelly us: Francis knew it May we know it Now does
thai not get those creadve juices flowing?

I anmv your sister in Christ;
Llucy
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