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Sunflower in the Assumption Sisters' garden in Worcester, Massachusetts, named
"Semillas da Vida: Seeds of Life" by one of the children who grew up there
(Catherine Soley)
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Editor's note: Would you like to be a part of The Life? We're collecting applications
for our next round of sister panelists to answer questions about how sisters
approach aspects of religious life and other things.

Read about how to apply. The deadline is Sept. 15.

Global Sisters Report would like to thank this group of sisters who participated on
the 2019-2020 panel, and we hope they will continue to write for us as columnists.
We all wish them well.

This month — the last month of the 2019-2020 panel — the sisters share some
fascinating personal stories in their answers to this question:

Describe an instance you have had of revisiting your own past experiences
and seeing in them how God's loving designs were made known to you.
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as provincial councilor.

"A windstorm arose on the sea, so great that the boat was being swamped by the
waves; but He was asleep” (Matthew 8:24).

In the early years of a failing marriage, with two young children and a husband
whose eccentricities were fast losing their charm, my boat was being swamped.

| had not yet recognized the Christ asleep in the stern of my boat. Seeking refuge, |
found calm seas in my mother-in-law's garden; hers has been a lifetime friendship
that has weathered many storms.

Robin had a great love for the natural world. Her garden became my classroom
where | studied not only composting, botany and birding, but also patience,
forgiveness and fidelity.

Sprawling across 3 acres were terraced beds overflowing with perennials of all
colors, shapes and textures. There were heirloom tomatoes, dangling pole beans
and pungent herbs. Trying to keep up with this abundance required hours of work,
which often slipped into a contemplative rhythm.

Throughout my middle years, | continued to seek refuge in gardens, always finding
some way to get my hands into the dirt. There was a growing connection between
what | experienced in the garden and my own developing spiritual life. | was
discovering a particular kind of solitude: a need that ran deep if, as yet, remained
unnamed.

The challenges of initial formation in religious life rocked my boat in profound ways:
powerful winds, earthquakes and fire! Being led more deeply into my truest self
meant risking my vulnerabilities, embracing my darkness. Only very gradually did |
begin to understand that | was not alone in my boat, that it is our boat. Similarly,
amid the winds and fire, | began to also sense the quiet whisper and another
constant presence.

It was in our community garden that | found the peace and solitude | needed to
process what | was experiencing. | began to understand that being in the garden is
prayer. The garden is a bridge, connecting my deepest self through creation to
Christ, the heart of creation.
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Just what happens in the garden, how the garden heals and redeems this world, is
difficult to articulate but is indisputable. Speaking of the Holy Spirit, Jesus likens the
Spirit to the wind (John 3:8), which blows where it chooses and is known by its effect.
So it is in the garden.
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A family of friends who come regularly to work in the Semillas da Vida: Seeds of Life
garden in Worcester, Massachusetts (Catherine Soley)
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It is June 1, at exactly 10:23 p.m. Here | am in the chapel to review my day.
Suddenly, | become aware of the tabernacle lamp getting dimmer and struggling to
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shine. The contact with the source of power is loose or the bulb is old, | tell myself. |
sit watching the bulb as it wrestles with its last energy to shine and signal the
presence of Christ. A couple of minutes pass, and predictably, the light gives way to
complete darkness.

Seated in total darkness in the chapel, | take a trip down memory lane to a year ago,
when | was a young religious missionary, a neophyte in a lifestyle and system that
were different from what | was used to. The early days of my missionary
"honeymoon" soon disappeared without my awareness, and as a typical introvert, |
had less inner stamina to balance my new realities.

| had been plunged into a state similar to the tabernacle lamp that struggled to
gleam. It felt like God's grace and love had left me. By degrees, | was getting
disconnected from my new community, my source of strength and joy.
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It's amazing to recall those moments. It's truly amazing how God stuck by me and
stayed with me through my broken moments. It's astounding to realize how God
shows his face through the people nearest to me in no other ways but persistent
love and concern. God showed his presence in a way that presupposed his trust in
my ability to come out beaming with radiance, and | felt like gold tested in fire.

Thanks to God's love, and my love for the mission of the church and my
congregation, | find myself in a home with other young women sharing passion for
their common vocation and ministry. Like a dove that lives simply — freely yet



trustingly — in the one whose support enables it to fly higher, | feel how much joy
and how many pleasant surprises God gives to those who live in union with him.
Through thick and thin, the Holy Spirit has been instrumental in bringing me to this
place.

It is June 2 at 6:30 a.m. The tabernacle lamp is splashing the vividness of the color
red; Christ is present. He was silently present the previous night and strongly
present in this new day.
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love to share personal "Providence stories" about the mystery

and actlon of our God in our lives. That confirms my vocation as a Sister of
Providence.

My life is a series of Providence stories — miracles, some might say — that began
when, as a 7-year-old, | fell from a tree, landed on solid rock and never broke a
bone. Even then, | understood that the God of Providence is always there, one step
ahead, saving and protecting me.

Miracles just happen on my journey. God builds bridges! A tow truck appears to pull
me out of the ditch in a snowstorm, then disappears just as quickly as it appeared.
On the New York State Thruway, two complete strangers show up to rescue me
when my car breaks down.

My favorite Providence story was in London. All my identification documents, airline
ticket, credit cards and money had been stolen. My Canadian colleagues there could
identify me, but the complication was that | was not a Canadian citizen. | was a
citizen of the Bahamas and would need proof. | did what | have done all my life: |
asked God for wisdom and guidance.

The short walk from my hotel to the Bahamian Embassy felt like miles. | did not
panic. | knew God was with me. | said to God: "If | were sitting in that office, and a
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total stranger walked in off the street with no proof of identity and claimed to be a
citizen of the Bahamas and in need of a certificate of identification, | would laugh, or
at least question her sanity."

As | walked into the Bahamian Embassy, my worst fears materialized. | knew the
woman at the desk did not believe my sad story. She excused herself, went into the
back office and returned accompanied by a second woman, a stranger to me.

This woman smiled at me and said, "Lucy, we can issue you a certificate of
identification because | know who you are. You and | share a mutual best friend in
the Bahamas. | have seen you together many times."

Providence was one step ahead of me. She had addressed me by name — and |
always know when God speaks, God calls me by name.

| can have no doubt that Providence is alive and active. Each morning, | awaken and
hear the words from which women of Providence draw strength: "There is no need to
fear the future. Providence is already there."

COVID-19 will never have the last word. Providence wiill.
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thrown into rish pastoral work with absolutely no training or experience. So |
followed the advice of the local priests (mostly Irish missionary priests).

A psistg as trained as a nurse, but when | first arrived in Brazil, | was

| remember once caring for a woman, Dona Maria, who was dying from terminal
cancer. | had been giving her pain medication but also bringing her the Eucharist, as
she was weak and no longer able to come to church.
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One day, a neighbor told me that Maria wasn't really Catholic; she had been
practicing Umbanda (one of the Afro-Brazilian religions inherited from the time of
slavery) as well as going to Mass. | didn't know what to do, so | asked the priest.

Umbanda tent, Sdo Paulo, Brazil, December 2014 (Wikimedia Commons/Marcos
Leandro Lago Palhano)

"No more Communion until she goes to confession,"” | was told.

In distress, | went back and explained the situation to Maria. She just nodded and
said nothing. Within a few weeks, she was dead.

As | grew in my understanding of Brazilian culture and religious traditions, | deeply
regretted my decision of adhering so rigidly to church authority. For so many
Brazilians, the African traditions are so much a part of their cultural heritage. | began
to ask myself: What Celtic pre-Christian traditions do | still cling to in spite of my
Catholic upbringing? With Maria, | should have stood up more, been more confident
in my own judgment — allowed Christ's teaching of love and inclusiveness to be my
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