





Jeasrs of tine awd gt

It is winter. Our first snow is falling liéghtly outside in a way
that is always special. The house is warm and cozy-and the new
kitten is purring as she begins yet another nap. 1 am grateful
for the peace of these few moments.

In the midst of many things, I am aware of a cycle, as consistent
as seasons yet amazingly varied in jts expression. The year has
been filled with pain and joy, the one impossible without the other.

Seasons continue to ebb and flow, and the pace of 1ife with them.
Spring is filled with the promise of new 1ife and new growth. All
the deepest parts of me are renewed in Tonging to know God in newer
and more wonderful ways. Spring brings new opportunities and new
potential, yet Spring also brings the Cross. I learn again and a-
gain that bearing my cross means accepting my Timitations, my weak-
nesses--not difficulties imposed from outside--and then walking
freely with Christ in the 1ight of the Resurrection.

Summer comes, and with it heat and humidity. The cross I joyfully
took up in the Spring becomes heavier and I fall again and again un-
der its weight. As the temperature rises, I see each thing that
hinders me in a new way. Christ is strong in each weakness, and he
begins to teach me to offer each failure to him as I ask his help
in bearing it. The burden gets Tighter.

Fall is a time of stripping.. As in my walk with Christ I have
offered all that I am in the heat of summer, so he now shows me
what is not essential. Offering becomes more painful, yet more
joyful as I learn to allow Christ to entirely work in me, grow in
me, live in me, so I may become the person I was created to be.

The weakness I recognize and offer Christ enables me to know him

- in ways I had not dreamed of, totally unexpected ways that surpass
all I could have imagined. Not only am I able to accept the pain
of offering, but I learn to embrace it gladly for the joy before
me, for in it Christ draws me nearer to himself. With falling leaf,
I Tearn and relearn the meaning of poverty.

Seasons mark our years and therefore our lives. Seasons of the
spiritual life also may come and go in a year, but theymay come in
months or in days. Night may bring a storm of confusion and dawn.
may bring the promise of something newly created within. An Autumn
day may be filled with stripping of self or an unexpected harvest
of wonder.

For now, however, it is winter. The tractors in the fields have
ceased their drone, and the long hours in the garden are past.

Trees are bare and I miss the birds, although the sparrows stay.

(I am glad that the sparrows stay!) Snow has fallen and everything
is fresh. Winter marks the end of the calendar year and the begin-
ning of the Church year, and it is time to offer the past and to
look to the future. A1l my longings, my failures, my abilities;

all theé cycles in my life of cross and offering and gift are brought
into focus as the clarity of winter sharpens the outline of nature.
Winter, too, is a time of rest.

Most of all, winter holds a promise, of 1ife more beautiful than
we have ever known before, because when days are shortest and nights
are darkest winter holds within it the promise of a Child. And I,
weary but deeply happy, know that above all things I must learn to
be a child, to rest in the arms of my Father, to rest from a year of
journey, to rest as nature rests, content to be still within the hope
of Springs to come. I must be a child, gathering all those crosses-
become-gifts, gathering all that I am and hope to be, offering it all
as one gift, my gift, to the Baby Jesus.

Come and worship. Come and adore him who dwells with us. Come as
a child, come face to face with the Babe in a manger.

-~ Lee Mallioy


















