Come #Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“The wheels on the bus go-round and round; round and
roundy; round and round: The wheelsy on the bus go-round and
round all thwough the town:”

Thes is the childrven'’s tune that iy constanily playing in my
bravne I thenk it has climbed back up the charty to-the top ten in my
psyche because of my weekldy activity. Right now I am living with my
husband in Long Hanboroughy England: It s a village located
about 30 minules away from Oxford: Usually four days a week I
ride the bus into-Oxford wherve we meet: My husband iy a tutor;
lecturer, and fellower ak the Universily and his expertise is ivv
American History. Hehas one more term and then he's retiring to-
the U.S. and hopefidly will be my personal tutor.

For the well-becng of the world; this country and the
commundidy, my family and friends -- I've chosen not to-drive in theis
couniry. I do-know some of my limilations and adviving on the
wrong side of the road iy definitely one of them: Besides; we'll be
moving to-Alabama in about two-monis; so-bus riding seems to-be
the sensible mode of trangportaiion whenw I mv left to-my own devices
lo-get around: I have really enyoyed this world: Each one-way trip
costy £1.80 and takes about 30 mirwiles: The make up of the
passengers varies in number and age; depending on the time in
which I ride: Early morning and mid afiernoon iy crowded with
chalty studentsy and mid morning and late afiernoon i filled morve
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With professionads; an occasional parent and child and the elderly.

The Englishy as arude; seem move reserved: Maybe it's becng
stuck onvan istand all together, they had to-buid personal persona
barviers for privacy. When yow pass people on the street; ity beenv my
experience thai there iy seldom any eye confact and when yow stand
al the bus stop for 15 minudes; there might be no-corwersation
between those wadling: The ondy exception I ve run inlo-was one day
a stylish-looking elderly lady dressed in short skirt, heels and lime
green coal stanted talking: I noticed and meniioned her clothes to-
yowy Pilgrinmy because she was dressed remarkably different than the
rest of us: We were in sensible dark shoes; sensible davk panty; and
sensible dark raincoats: I know, for I've been working at thds look
over the past year. I've been working ai trying to-blend in and not
look like aforeigner. My goal must have been reached; for just
yvesterday I was actuadly stopped on the street in Oxford and asked
directions to-the train stalion:

Arnyway, wherve was1I? O yes; the lady in the green coal
storted talking fivst to-one and then to-another; and by the time the
bus arvived; all five of us were ina circle carvied away i
conversation: It was really fune She and I weve the last to-board:

As we climbed the stairs; I mentioned how I'd enjoyed the talk and
how unwsuad it was: Having noticed her faint accent; I asked where
she was from: “Miano; Italy, ” she responded. She commenied on
the English being reserved and we just smiled in silent agreement. It
way like a Meddlervanean sunbeam had shown &3 ray through the
cloudy of merry Old England: Merry ole England - yes: It is righitly
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nicknamed: I've been altracted to-this fair land for a very long
lime -- infact;, almost 30 years whenw I visgiled as a teenager and
now to-have actually had the privilege of living herve for a year has
beenv quite a treat. What'I love the most; rings true to-my being; s
the balance; egpecially inthe small things: Taking time for mid-
morning coffee or afiernoon tea: It reminds me of a quote I read in
a church in Wales last Sunday. It was altyibuled to-St.: David whow I
know nothing about but iz called the Patvon Saint of Wales --
aryway, the quote says:
“Be joyful brothers and sisters;

Keep yowr faithv

And do-the little things

Yow have seeww and heard

Wit me:” (Ftmum -- the liltle things!)

I dow’t want to-romaniicige the world and I'mv sure being
madly in love with this glovious Englishuwmary my husband; does
color my perspective -- but even before our coming together; this
world haus felt good -- better -- best -- in many ways: Ity as if some of
my genetic makeup has drvown me to-the green rolling hills of the
Cotawolds: I felt like I'd arvived home from the momeni I set foot in
thes particular area of England (over 12 years agor). Ity moderate;
not adrastic; more middle ofthe road; rather than extrveme: There
are little honey-colored stone houses with hidden gardens on slow
winding roads: The show and tell of the people iy behind wally
instead of oul front for all to-see: This realily seems to-be fleshed out
evenonithe bus. One of the most delightful aspecty besides viewing
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between elderly friends;, ones yow can tell sharve a history. There
seems (o-be anveasiness; a comforiableness; a settiing down into-
shaving themselves with each other that I find quite appeaiing: Its
as i two-little house wrens have perched themselves next to-each
of their companionship -- thewr friendship. I can't and don’t
eavesdrop, that worddnwt be nice and I couldnw’t add anything
aryway. Their world al thal momeni iy complete: I cary however;
st back and recognige and appreciaile the sweetness of their shared
exchange; for I've experienced such a reladionship myself; especially
Wit my dearest of friends; Mary Barwick: It s to-her that my
memory bank turns for, yow see; it iy her birthday today. Over the
yvears she has offered me many acup of coffee: She makes the very
best: We've sak at her kilchen table and opened our lives up to-each
other -- our hopes; our fears; owr jovs our sadnesses: We've laughed
and cried: We've celebrated our Lord; our foamilies: We've gone
shopbing mony avday. We've eaien many a salad; thai'sy Caesar;
and had many an adveniure; thait's fune Shepainis; I write: I
write; she pacnts: And sometimes by the grace of God we've beenv
known to-collaborate these gifts: She i my soul sister and I thank
the dear Lord for her.

I opened up a prayer book this morming and in the middle inside

cover I read:
A gift from Mary Barwick 3/31/00” to-me:”
A fadhful friend iy a sturdy shelter; he that has found one has
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found a treasure:

There is nothing so-precious as a fadful friend and no-scales
can measure ity excellence:

A facthful friend iy anelixir of life: And those that fear the
Lord will find him:  Whoever fears the Lovd divecty his friendship
aright for as he is; so-is his neighbor also:”

Sorach 6.14-17

Today I d like to-return her gift with love and add Proverbs
18.24. ‘Some friends play ak friendship, but atrue friend sticks
closer than one’s nearest kin'” and Proverbs 1717, A friend loves at

Happy Bathday, Mary. Yow are the most precious of ¢ifiy and
today even though our worldsy arve thowusands of miles apart, yow inv
Alabama and me in England; we arve unded cn love -- love for the
Lovd and love for each other. When I get off this bus; I think I'll go-
have avcup of coffee and toast yowy, bul first I might even get up my
nerve enough to-tell those two-precious house sparvow-like ladies --
“Thank yow, thank yow, ladies; for reminding me of o dear friend
and the rarest of all gifis -- ‘friendship.” “The wheels on the bus go-
round and roundy; round and round; round and round.” Mary, see

yow intwo-morvihs: The bus &5 getling ready to-stop and I 'm going to-
go-have my coffee:

And; Precious Pilgrimy have yow experienced such a gift -- o
G of atrue friend? Ifyow have; I recommend getting on your
knees and thanking the lord: I am: Peace:

Your sister in Christ;
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God bless:
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