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Tntroduction

Dear God,
Here | am
with a heart full of words
that choke and stumble
and get in each other’s ways.
Here | am
with a soul longing
to bathe in your waters,
yet a soul terrified
of your touch.
Here | am
knowing that you are
my only true home,
yet lingering on the front porch
not quite sure
that | belong.
| have known you forever.
And not at all.
So hear my stumbling,
stuttering
prayers of longing
and hope
and fear
and gladness
and love.



aybe it was the “late in life” travel plans of

Abraham and Sarah. Maybe it was the “forty
years 'til we get there” trip of the children of Israel
from Egypt to the Promised Land. Maybe it’s
because the earliest followers of Christ were called
people of the Way. Or maybe it’s just because there
is so much truth in the image.

For whatever the reason, we return over and
over again to the image of the life of faith as a jour-
ney. Like any good trip, it is a journey of high, holy
times and of everyday routine. But if we have will-
ing eyes and faithful hearts, we may see something
of God in all of it.



I Wont to Be the Wormarn

He taught himself Greek
at eighty years old
because he’d always wanted to learn.

God,
| want to be like that!

| want to be the woman
taking the course
with the half-century head start
on her classmates.

| want to be the woman

who cherishes the secret

she’s discovered

that once you’re old enough
you can get away with
wearing tennis shoes
anywhere

and with anything.

| want to be the woman
who’s always hopeful enough
to plant another batch of bulbs
in the fall.

| want to be the woman
who always finds herself among teachers,
some of whom are children
and teenagers.



| want to be the woman
who knows
that there’s always
some new place to discover
up the road,
across the ocean,
in my heart.

| want to be the woman
who, for her 106th birthday
wanted to go dancing—
and did.

God,
Surely such people make you smile.
| want to be like that.



WBlackout

The lights just went out,
and here | am with
a morning of writing to be done.
The room where | have nested myself
is now dark and full of shadows.
And | have writing to do.

So | do what | can,
picking myself up,
moving into another room
where the morning light
wanders in through eastern windows.

What a simple, ordinary lesson, God,
for those days when it seems
as if the lights have gone out,
for those days when it seems
as if all is dark.

Perhaps all | can do in that moment,
perhaps the most | can do in that moment,
perhaps the best | can do in that moment

iS move to another room

where there is more light.

Some days, God, it may not be much of a move
and there may not be much light for me to find,
and maybe some days
the most | can reach for
is the promise of light restored.
But give me the courage
to reach nonetheless.
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I’d been knocking on the door for months
when suddenly,
when | least expected it,
it opens.
My mind had been fumbling in frustration
with the problem
with no good answer in sight
when suddenly something clicks,
a piece falls into place,
and the way is clear.
The pages of the book
had been disappointingly lifeless to me
until that day when | pick it up
and it bursts into flames
(metaphorically, of course)
and | can’t turn the pages
fast enough.

Kairos time.
At the right time.
Just the right time.
The moment when the bud
decides to open into flower.

God,
we are so silly sometimes,
armed with our appointment books
with neatly lined blocks of time,
our watches and stopwatches—
as if we controlled all of our time.



But Kairos comes and goes like the wind.
We cannot force the moment.
So at least let me look up from my schedule
long enough
often enough
to welcome it.
Kairos.
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The bags are unpacked,
the groceries put away;,
and finally | am alone,
finally I can be still.

| fled to the mountains like a refuge.
| came to this cabin
to escape the distractions
of telephone
and laundry to be done,
and everyday places to go.
| came seeking silence,
solitude,
stillness.

I’d dreamed of it,

looked forward to it,

kept a smile on my face thinking about it.
So why is it so hard?

| want to jump up
and find a million things to do,
run another errand,
take on another task.

God, what is it
I'm afraid I'll hear
by being silent?

What is it
I'm afraid I'll find
by being still?
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Slowly it spreads,
cold fingers reaching
until my heart is encased
in the hard ice of fear.

So cold,
I cannot feel the warmth
and the caring
offered to me,
offered all around me.

So thick,
it stops the light of my shining soul
and holds it back,
holds it in
until even | believe
there is no light at all.

So hard,
it freezes me,
paralyzes me
until I cannot move,
| cannot speak.

Slowly it spreads
until I can only pull into myself,
wrap my arms around myself
to stave off shivers,
no way left to embrace,
to reach,
to give.
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