SEASONS IN LIFE

Seasonal changes always evoke excitement

for me. I mark my calendar when I see

the first robin each spring. This usually
happens some time after I watch crocuses
defiantly push their way up above the yet
cold ground. I know that it is really
summer when I bite into my first piece of
slurpy watermelon or fresh corn on the
cob. Come fall I welcome nippy weather
synonymous with football games,
pumpkin faces and the colorkist glory of
red, orange and yellow leaves interspersed
with sturdy evergreen trees. And what
can match or surpass the grandeur of the
first snowfall blanketing the earth? This
awesome sight triggers eagerness for
cross-country skiing. All of the above
signs are annual reasons that I am glad to
be a mid-western resident.

Marvelous as these exterior signs are of
the year’s recurring cycles, my interior
spirit was stretched last year at an evening
lecture in Toledo. Sister Joyce Rupp, a
Servite Sister from Omaha, in-vited us to
reflect on the various seasons occurring
within us. To do so she provided us with
a paper bearing a circle. It was evenly
divided into quadrants representing the
seasons.

The spring quadrant held a nest with' eggs
waiting for the hatching moment. The
topic to ponder was SOMETHING IN
YOUR LIFE THAT'S DEVELOP-ING
AND MOVING TOWARDS BEING
BIRTHED. How helpful to be reminded
that no matter what age there are always
brand new moments to encounter, to
embrace, to challenge myself. Perhaps
my decision to start learning Spanish this
fall is a "spring” moment for me. I'll
know at the semester’s end.

Summer’s quadrant pictured a healthy
cluster of grapes. The lead statement
was, SOMETHING IN YOUR LIFE
THAT'S BEARING FRUIT. This
encourages me to ponder the profuse
blessings that God has lavished on me and
in so doing caused fruitful labors in my
day by day ministry.

Autumn appropriately showed leaves
falling from a tree. Next to it was the

phrase, SOMETHING IN YOUR LIFE

THAT NEEDS TO BE LET GO. How
easy it is to cling to realities that have
completed their use or relationships that

have rounded out mutual benefit. From
my experience letting go is never simple

but doing so allows room for a fresh
freedom that cannot happen until I release
whatever is b@g.

Winter rounded out the circle’s quadrants
depicting a barren tree that once gave life,
shed life and awaits new life again. The
guided meditation read, SOMETHING IN
YOUR LIFE THAT HAS DIED OR
FEELS FROZEN RIGHT NOW. Just as
real as the birthing, bearing fruit and
letting go are facing facets of life that are
dead or dormant. For me this is usually
a quiet time, sometimes comfortable but
other times painful and empty. It is often
a time to pay attention to the biblical
admonition, "Be still and kiow that I am
God."

In my day-by-day round at Mercy
Hospital where I am privileged to serve as
pastoral care director, I see all four
seasons evident as I go from one patient’s
room to the next. Chronological age does
not determine the season. I have been
inspired by the resilience and hope of a
90-year-old person coping with a
bothersome hip fracture. I have been
touched by a 24-year-old’s ability to let
go of life gracefully as she weakens by
the month.

At other times, I see a patient frozen in
bitterness because of a past experience
which has not healed yet. On still another
occasion, I hear someone view illness as
an invitation to appreciate a new lease on
life because the cancer was discovered in
its early stages. Truly, each day is
different and urges me to remain in tune
with the seasons of my own inner
journey.

I close inviting you to tzks time or make
time this month to observe which of the
four seasons is/are most up front center
for you right now no matter what the
season is outside. What is coming to
birth... bearing fruit... letting go... lying
dormant? My thanks to Sister Joyce for
nudging new thoughts for me with hopes
she has done the same for you.

Sister Sue Tracy, OP
Oncology Staff Chaplain
Spectrum Health

733 Bridge Street, NW
Grand Rapids, MI 49504

E-mail; ngdooloosuqaaol.com




THE FOUR SEASONS PRAYER

WINTER, humble servant of creation, with brisk determination you
encompass our land. You clothe us into warm wraps, sending us out into
the weather to gather the lessons you scatter. You call us to sit by the
fireplace and feed each other stories. You invite us to listen to that which is

invisible. You are the contemplative season. In unseen and unknown

places you faithfully do your work.

In the winter storms of our lives, teach us PATIENCE. May we learn to trust
the goodness of what we cannot see. As the ground becomes frozen may
we have the COURAGE to visit the frozen ground of our own lives,

believing in the life that is hidden. You clear the air. You protect the seed.
You embrace reality.

You, O Winter, hold our fears unﬁl they can be transformed into TRUST.
You are the beautiful season that we sometimes overlook. Share with us
your virtues of SOLITUDE, contemplation and faith. Surround us with your

fresh, crisp breath and protect the seed that is sleeping in the depths of our
being. '

SPRING, graceful, playful child of creation, you never walk; you always
leap, skip or dance. You rush in with baskets full of life, giving us all spring
fever. We promise to multiply the life you bring by planting new seeds. We
will believe in the secret invisible life in each seed as we drop it into the
rich soil you have provided.

In this season of rebirth, teach us the steps to your dance. Encourage us to
celebrate the exuberant life rising around us and within us. Absorb us in
the ritual of rising. Remind us never to be ashamed of the beauty that is

ours. Bless us, awaken us from productive slumbers that we might believe
in the fruit born from the womb of darkness. :

Your secrets once sleeping in the heart of the earth are stretching toward
the sun. Help us stretch with them as we reach for all we can be. Share with
us your virtues of JOY, rebirth and HOPE. In this season of resurrection,
may the brokenness of our world be healed by your contagious spirit and
joy.

SUMMER, earth’s fruitful season, how rich and fruitful you are. You are
the greenest of seasons. Your green is not the pale green of your young

sister, spring. It is the bright robe of forest goddess. From your summer
storehouse we receive the oxygen we need each day.




dyaxtepaip euusey p ddny eakor

*S}IBaYy JNO JO SUOSEDS
ey} o} yesnbaq nok wopsm sy wessip ybiw em jeyy seka ino pue
sJes ino uado ‘yuies jo spjey sy} Jono ssed nok sy Ju1dg auIAIg 9y} wiody
uoRnejiAul 3sajybis sy je Jepualins 0} AJjige snoioesb inok UYlIM sn ssa|q
‘Yree ayy jo suosesg O ‘sanleuosiad lejuswesadwa) JNOA YjIM sn uoseas
pue sn ul dn moib noj ‘sieq sn diys uay ‘ssaunginy ul sn pjojud Noj
‘adoy pue ‘Bugses ‘sduepned ‘Buniem jo ssuo}s ‘YHigas pue uogeuwojsuel;
‘Yyesp pue 91| JO SOLIO}S SN |8 NOA °SBAI| 4NO ul ulogal 8q 0} spasu
jey} |je sepuod Jybiw am jeyy seoejd Bunseu ojur sn jjed no, °swossojq
no Buis AjBuino] uay} “sn o sjueyo yjesp Jadsiym no, “spoow Auew inok
0 S}o8yje ay) 99} em A|desp MOH "poo jJo 8ok} By} Jesm NoA ‘suesy Jno
ybnoiy, pue spuej Jno 1aA0 desms noA se ‘H1I¥V3 40 SNOSVIS a3yIVs

isn yoea] ‘ob je] 03 uaym
mouwy nok ‘uosess jseuoy ‘Bujwiojsuel] “10A810) SN UM SPIqY “WOPSIM
Pue IONIIGIE0 ‘TONVIJIOOV 4O SOnuIA Jnok sn yum aieys -yjesp
jo @duep njuneeq 1nok uj ujof 03 sn siAu| "uonjeuLIojsuel} spaau jey} jje
0} spesy ano uadQ “Yyesp Ino pue yuiq 1no useamyaq AjeSIm 9Al| 03 sn yoea |

‘Spa9s paung jo jiny sy} syse}
JyBiw em jey; Buuepuaiins Jo e ayy sh yoes] ‘Buihp Inoym aAl] 03 Juem
oM 3jiym 8ji] 0} Buihp ase noA Juswow A1aAs Jy "esuspusssues) 10} Buiuseak
e ‘Jebuny jeasb e sinos uno ui dn igs noA “HIANIHHUNS O} SN ||ed noA

‘sBuiyy {re jo saxmeu
Aiojisueny 8y} jo sSn puiwies pue 3SM By} PIEMO} S99B) 4NO UIN} NOA 'Sh
SaAIesS Oym suo ayj ase nok pue ‘sjqe; Jouulp e yues ay} spew sey sdoso
ino jo Buiuadu ay) -Isealey e no Buiybne] ‘eawod noj "uosees uepjob

oy} aie noA ‘NOIIVINYOISNVHL Pue WOASIM 0 uosess ‘NIWNLNY

"341] J0 uepaeb ano ul s|qisIA eq asayj Jo || Aey “SSININIHLIVA
Pue SSIANTIN4LINYA ALISOY3NTD ‘NOISSVd 30 SenuiA inok sn pim
aueys "syib-yuee jo |inj ase sAep inoA "adoy Jo jJuswesdes e aie noy “sAep
Auuns ‘wiem inok yBnoayy pjiys e oy Aejd 03 sn ajiAuj ‘Buiig nok ssinsean
8y} ul syjeaiq pue Adoueds usaib inok Jepun |j3s puejs 0} sn yoea]

“9}1] JO PEOI Y] UO }98 M [[E JOj JUBWYSLINOU
oq em Aely ‘ymmoib mau 0} way} pes| pue SIOY0 UO Buiys ‘00} ‘om Aep
"Bujuiys inok wouy uses| em Aepy "sajqejaboa pue S)NL YIM poysuUNoU 94
Aew am yeyy moib suspieb ayj djay pue yues ay} wiem nox “syybiu poys
pue sAep Buoj ybi| jJo |jn} Swe YIM Sn 0} BWOD NOA "UO Sieam Aep ey}
Se asuajul aiow -moib pue Buiuiow yoses sn s}aaib uns uapjob Gusjis Jno,







APRIL SHOWERS

Though April showers may come your way,

They bring the flowers that bloom in May,

So if it's raining, have no regrets,

Because it isn’t raining rain, you know, it's raining violets.
And when you see clouds upon the hills,

You soon will see crowds of daffodils,

So keep on looking for a bluebird and listening for his song,
Whenever April showers come along. :

TIP-TOE THROUGH THE TULIPS
Tip-toetoﬂtewindomby&ewindow,ﬂtatiswhere’lllbe,

Come, tip-toe through the tulips with me.

Tip-toe from your pillow, to the shadow of a willow tree

And tip-toe through the tulips with me.

Knee-deep in flowers we’ll stray; we’ll keep the showers away. :
And if I’kiss you in the garden, in the moonlight, will you pardon me,

Strolling through the shady tanes, with your baby mine.
You hold her hand and she holds yours, and that's a very good sign
That she’s your tootsey wootsey in the good old summer time.

TAKE ME OUT TO THE BALLGAME

Take me out to the baligame; take me out with the crowd,
Buy me some peanuts and Cracker Jack,

1 don’t care if | ever get back.

Oh we'll root root root for the home team,

if they don’t win it's a shame,

For it’s one, two, three strikes you’re out at the oid baligame.

SHINE ON, HARVESTMOON

Oh, shine on, shine on harvest moon up in the sky.

L ain’t had no lovin® since Jan. Feb. June or July.

Snow time ain’t no time to stay outdoors and spoon,
So shine on, shine on harvest moon for me and my gal.

Sleigh belis ring, are you list'nin? In the lane snow is glist'nin;

A beautiful sight, we’re happy tonight,

Walking in a winter wonderiand.

Gone away is the bluebird; here to stay is a new bird. ‘

He sings a love song as we go along, walking in a winter wonderland.

in the meadow we-can build a snow-man, Then pretend that he is Parson Brown.

He’ll say, “Are you married ?” We’ll say, “No man! But you can do the job when
you’re in town.”

Later on, we’ll conspire as we dream by the fire. -

To face unafraid the plans that we made, walkin’ in a wintm: Qvéﬁderland.



