
Gratitude Pilgrimage in Place 2022, offered by Becky Glald 
 
As someone who was raised in the Lutheran Church, then joined the Evangelical 
Church as a young adult, I was not familiar with the term “intentions” in relation 
to prayer until I began my journey into Pilgrimage about 8 years ago.  After 
several phone calls to Catholic parish administrators near Chimayo, New Mexico 
where I hoped to make a pilgrimage, I noted the one recurring question posed to 
me:  What is your intention? 
 
Crossing what was for me a language divide, I came to understand “intention” as 
“the prayers I carry with me on this journey”.  In my mind, these were mostly the 
concerns that stemmed from my immediate life world…my family, my friends, my 
colleagues, my church and occasionally my city, country and world. 
 
More recently, I have sensed the Spirit’s invitation for me to broaden my lived 
experience of “intention” to include more gratitude, and not just peripherally, as 
an afterthought, so to speak, but rather, centrally, out of which my “asks” then 
flow.  I find myself looking for what I am grateful for, the good I can see, hear, 
touch, taste and smell around me.  I look mostly to nature and to people around 
me as sources of gratitude, but there are many avenues that can lead us there.  In 
the field of neurobiology, scientists are discovering the power of gratitude to 
change our brains and affect our overall health and well-being.  For those of us 
connected to a loving Creator, we sense the rightness and goodness of living 
attuned to God’s good gifts to us, and expressing our thanks to the Giver.   
 
In Jesus’ teachings of the Beatitudes, we, his followers, are drawn to connect with 
the gift of His blessing on his listeners. The Creator’s blessing rests on those who 
are poor in spirit, who mourn, who are peacemakers, who hunger and thirst for 
righteousness, etc. His grace, this gift of his blessing, is active from the outset 
toward those in need and those longing to live the Kingdom life. 
 
This past summer, Bill and I walked the Ignatian Pilgrimage in Spain, following in 
the footsteps of St. Ignatius, who made this journey 500 years ago. We received 
news two days prior to leaving that our nephew died by suicide.  His mom, my 
sister-in-law, urged us not to cancel but to make the pilgrimage as planned.  
Needless to say, our steps were heavy with mourning.  The land itself in many 
places seemed to cry out too, for rain, for restoration, for attention and healing.  



There were days when we walked for miles next to railroad lines through hot, 
open, deserted land, or trudged through weeds or littered industrial areas, 
looking for a tree that would provide enough shade to sit for a moment.  Bill got 
quite sick the last week of our walk, making it impossible to continue as planned.  
 
All the while, we became aware of God’s gifts around us and in us.  Sometimes it 
took until the end of a day, looking back with God, noticing the Creator’s loving 
presence where we hadn’t seen it prior.  Other days, we felt it in the 
moment…caught by surprise at beauty, generosity, or love coming our way 
unexpected, unannounced. 
 
As we prepare for our pilgrimage in place, I invite each of us to ask for the grace 
to notice the grace that is already at work…gifts found in nature, in people we 
encounter, inside ourselves, or perhaps hidden within the intentions we carry.  
May we grow in our capacity to see that our loving Creator is constantly working, 
still creating, restoring, and healing us amid great sorrow and suffering.  
 
As we spend a few minutes in smaller groups, I invite you to introduce yourselves 
if you are new to each other, and to share with each other where, and by what 
means, does gratitude well up most naturally for you? In what area of your life do 
you find it hardest to be grateful? How might God’s Spirit use the steps of your 
pilgrimage to awaken you to his already present graces? 
 
  


