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Reflection for Vestry 1/15/2026
Patricia and Prayer
I begin with the familiar story of Martha and Mary from Luke:
38 Now as they went on their way, he entered a certain village where a woman named Martha welcomed him into her home. 39 She had a sister named Mary, who sat at the Lord’s feet and listened to what he was saying. 40 But Martha was distracted by her many tasks; so she came to him and asked, “Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do all the work by myself? Tell her then to help me.”
41 But the Lord answered her, “Martha, Martha, you are worried and distracted by many things; 42 there is need of only one thing.[a] Mary has chosen the better part, which will not be taken away from her.”						Luke 10: 38-42
Well, as a Martha, I am always troubled by this passage from Luke. Martha here gets no credit for her hospitality, her conscientiousness, her hard work. Mary is praised for sitting and listening to Jesus, the teacher. I worry that if they both sat at Jesus’ feet and listened, who would prepare the meal? And who would make the shopping list and go to the grocery store and set the table and clean the house? That’s what Marthas worry about.

So, I argue that we need Marthas, and I’m a very good Martha. I am a care-giver, a planner, an organizer, a doer. I look ahead and anticipate what has to happen first and second and third. I consider what might go wrong and make a contingency plan. I made a career of doing this for the organizations where I worked. And now, as a retired person, I still always have a TO DO list; I block out my days – with exercise and errands and desk time and cooking. I get things done.

At the same time, there is a part of me that wants desperately to be a Mary. I want to pray and meditate, and sit still and listen. But these are things I find hard to do. These things don’t usually make it to my daily list, and when they do, they are more often than not skipped because I run out of time.

So in preparing this Reflection, I looked through my files labeled “Inspiration, Prayers, Poems & Meditations.” I found a few things to share with you; a few things that make me feel better about myself and my relationship with prayer.

First, from a 2006 eMo from Barbara Crafton:
The gift of Prayer – ask God for the gift of prayer every day. Don’t make judgments or lay down a lot of rules about what that prayer should be. Don’t try to get an “A” in it – high school is over. Just ask God to give you the gift of it, and then be alert to what happens. It may suddenly occur to you that being stuck in traffic is a good time to pray, or that the subway is a good place for it. You may realize that your morning walk fills you with gratitude at the beauty of the world and the power of your own legs to take you where you want to go, and that this, too, is prayer. Prayer can be a lot of things. Ask God to show you some of them.			12/4/2006 The Almost Daily eMo from Geranium Farm

a poem from Mary Oliver
Praying
It doesn’t have to be
the blue iris, it could be
weeds in a vacant lot, or a few
small stones; just
pay attention, then patch
a few words together and don’t try
to make them elaborate, this isn’t
a contest but the doorway
into thanks, and a silence in which
another voice may speak.
And finally an excerpt from my Compline Meditation on January 27, 2008. I wrote about coming back from Howard and my fifth trip to Santa Barbara, a place we love. In a few weeks we will make our 22nd trip to Santa Barbara, and since 2010 after Howard retired, we go for a full month.

Last Sunday I flew back from 15 days in Santa Barbara California. It was my fifth and longest trip to this place that Howard and I have come to love. For those of you who have never been, Santa Barbara is wonderful combination of natural and man-made beauty. There is a natural harbor with an almost two-mile stretch of beach – great for walking, and in the distance on three sides are the Santa Inez Mountains, with a row of palm trees in between. In the 1920s the City experienced a major earthquake that leveled most buildings. Rebuilding was done under strict architectural codes, resulting in a downtown of two and three-story white stucco buildings with red-tiled roofs and lovely balconies with wrought iron railings. Lots of Spanish influences. 
For the second time we rented a townhouse walking distance to the beach and to State Street, which is the main drag. Each morning, after a leisurely breakfast, Howard would cycle into the hills. I would check the tides and on most days walk out our front door and down to the beach for a long walk – the ocean on one side and the mountains in the distance on the other side. While it was sunny and in the mid to high 60s, there were never many people out, so I had moments of feeling alone on a long stretch of beach.
As I walked, I found myself in deep mediations. There was a degree of spirituality in my life that I don't always feel. These walks were like being on a two hour retreat each day. I was filled with gratitude and able to identify what was truly important to me. And I thanked God for allowing me to have this time in this place. 
…
So, reading this a few days ago, I realize that I often pray when I walk, and I walk almost every day. I acknowledge the beauty around me and express gratitude for living in this lovely place. I express gratitude for my health and the health of those I love, for my friendships, for the good work I can still do. I meditate on the problems in my life and in my children’s lives and ask for God’s guidance. I wrestle with the problems in our country and pray for God’s help.

[bookmark: _GoBack]I accept that I am still primarily a Martha, and I recognize that I have touches of Mary in me as well. 
