We are grateful to Mary Meader, D.Min. for this month’s reflection.  Mary is one
of the founders of the Bethany House of Prayer.  A gifted spiritual director and retreat leader, she brings the soul of a desert mystic to the realities of daily life as well as years of experience and wisdom serving the Church and communities.  

Ordinary time is my kind of time.
I wait for ordinary time as others wait for Christmas or Easter.             
This church season is sort of a ‘down time’ when Sundays are numbered rather than named: depending on the tradition, the 10th Sunday after Pentecost or the 10th Sunday in Ordinary.  This season marks time between the ending of the liturgical year and its beginning again in Advent.
The high liturgical seasons are beautiful, full of drama, but ordinary time is my kind of time ~ the coming of spring, the blooming of my garden, and the home visits of my far flung children and grandchildren. A time of preparation and celebration, this is also a season of introspection and reflection, of consolidation and integration.  For me, this is a time to practice being a woman of hope, to live like one of the Easter people. 
What does it mean to live like one of the Easter people? To me this means practicing restraint by being silent whenever restraint is the right response, but also to be bold when it matters that I stand as a witness to injustice.  It means being attentive to God’s presence and grace in my life, and discerning what is of God and what is not.  It means letting go of what keeps me from being spiritually free ~ unnecessary possessions and attachments ~ so that I can let go, when the time comes, of life itself.
Ordinary time gives me the opportunity to practice loving as I am loved… as Christ loves. Because all of life is gift, I want to practice seeing the holy in the ordinary, and to make of each moment something sacred and blessed ~ what the essayist, Andre Dubus, calls a sacrament with a small ‘s’ : 
A sacrament… is an outward sign of God’s love and there are seven times seventy sacraments. . . all the way out to infinity. I sit at my desk in June. . .a breeze from the southeast comes through the window behind me, touches me, and goes through the open glass door in front of me.  The sky is blue and cumulous clouds are motionless above green trees lit brightly by the sun shining in dry air… you can see lighted space between them, so that each leaf is distinct; and each leaf is receiving sacraments of light and air and water and earth.  So am I, in the breeze on my skin, the air I breathe, the sky and earth and trees I look at.  And because God is in me and in you as God is in the light, the earth, and the leaf, we, too, can dance with God just as the leaf dances in the breeze under the sun.
– Meditations from A Movable Chair            
Ordinary time is my kind of time.  A time to pay attention to all our moments, and to embrace each as we dance with God, ourselves, and others.   ~ Mary Meader
