Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

‘She's written two-books and she’s very religious; ™ 1
overheard the lady say.

I attended o lovely luncheon yesterday given by “Mime;
the Perfect Grandmother.” This tille iy given in the spivit of
affectionate admivatiory bul I must admit also-with av lidltle bt
of healthy rivalry. For youw see; I'mvthe other grandmother.

Three years ago-I gave my oldest son to-Diana: By the
way, why doesnw't the mother of the groomv get to-give her son
away like the father of the bride? Hmwun.. just o thought. I've
got two-move sons to-go; maybe I'll add that to-the “issues to-
consider” list. For yow see; my husband loves to-ask nowadays;
“Lucy, what do-youw plan to-do-when I become governor?”
Whait will be your focal point?” “Where do-yow want to-make o
difference?” What will be the issues you wani to-address?”

Ul Ul -, i my usual answer; for I always seem to-be at
a fraggled stage when this quigging stowts. When the sun goes
dowry I shudt dowry whereas my hwsband gely more fired up.

Now where was I? O yes; the luncheon yesterday. My
Oracn'y been skipping because of jet lag since we got back from
our trip to-Israel: (1 hope s jel lag and not a permanent
situadion.) Mime gave this grand luncheon inhonor of my
mamay, who-had given a flower arvanging demonstraiion that
morning: The guesty included the honoree; my sister, myselff
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and eight delightful friends of Mims: I d driven from
Monigomery to-Atlania to- Birmingham where I spent the
nighi; then loaded up Mamay my sister; the flowers and
condainers and drviven to- Tuscaloosa for the demonstralioru

I'mv stidl on Israelc time; so-needless to-say, I wasnw't the keenest
corwersalionalist ak lunch: I am proud to-say that'l didnw't fall
asleep or take off my shoe and beat it on the table d la
Khvushchey, atthe United Nations: The latter was a real
posscbility however whenw I heard; ‘She’s written two-books and
she’s very religious:”

Well; I looked around and realiged thai they were
lalking about me: Heavy. I mean heavy iy the way that
senitence settled in my psyche: I wanded to-protest; to-negaile
Ooth stadements: I don't see myself as a writer;, but rather a
‘gift handler,” a gift from the lovd: I donw't see myselfas very
religious; bul rather very sheep-like: I yearn to-be alord-lover
and a flock encowrager; but goodness gracious; “religious” I'm
not.

Yes; I do-wear across avound my neck: Yes; I do-go-to-
Morning Prayer each weekday. Yes; I do-go-to-the Wednesday
Neghit church service: Yes; I amvontheAlter Guild: Yes I amvin
the chowr. Yes; I do-help teach Kindergarten Sunday School
But “very religious;” I'mnot: I'm not-practicing piety, but
rather seeking parameters: I need the boundaries set; the
doors shut, the wally budt daily to-remind me of Who’s cnv
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charge; and even wih all these ground rules inplace; I'mv
often just a lovse goovse:

I know &y theologically incorvect;, but I have a wonderyful
image of our Lovd God somelimes looking like a much-loved
minister of old who-put hes forehead in his hand and nod his
head back and forth when things didnw’c go-quite right: And
then the Lovd God says with unconditional love “Oh no; Lucy,
notagain:” I seem to-be much like my 17-monith-old
granddaughier Beverley, who's now walking as fast as
lightning seemingly always knowing where she’s going - but
st occasionally falling down: “Get up, Bev, yowre OK,” is my
stondard statement. I no-longer rush over and pick her up, for
she can get up herselfs but' I do-encourage her and set safe
boundaries for her: And thats whaid my Lord God does for me:
Someday I can hear Bev say, “Fave yow met my 17-montha-old-
like grandmother Luln?” for I seem to-be av very stow developer.

Mother Teresa's “very religious:” The three ladies I had
the privilege of praying with at the 7Tomb-of the Holy Sepulchre
i Jerusalem were “very religious:” There's a difference; a big
difference: There's acalmy apeace; aholy glow about such
people: Theyre usually not the busiest bees in av congregationy
but rather the solid foundations: They are ofien the “be-ers”
instead of the “do-ers:” Theyre so-totally immersed in thecr
love affair with their living Lovd that each moment iy
treasured and sacredly savored because they are totally aware
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of 7is presence al all times: Al (o-be so-blessed - but tis also-a
blessing to-be occasionally in their midst:

As I said; I experienced such a moment al the oty
Sepudlchur in Jerusadem: Paliently, I stood in line wih my towr
group for aboul ten minutes; wading for my turnw to-enler the
small ouder chamber. A Greek Orthodox priest presided over
this tiny inner room and authoriged the comings and goings
of the pilgrims; allowing four at a time into-the actual tomd-
room I was reverently usherved ivy only to-realige that there
were alveady three ladies devoully kneeling and praying: I
quietty joined them on one bended knee: They had a
demeanor aboul them as ancient as time: They werve dressed
o black like the widows of old Greek? Eastern European? I
aidnw’t know. AWI did know was thait they were totally
worshipping their Lovd with every ounce of their becng:

Al I gave to-the scene was a one-knee observant kneel! I
was more cware of them than of the cracked tomb: Lord;
forgive: The awesomeness of thecr reverence was incredible:
The idea that pigrims had been coming to-this very spot for
almost 2,000 years to-say, “Thank Yowy Lord God; for the it of
Your crucdfied; resurvected Sovy ” was too- much to-handle;, was
too-much to-absorb: The layers upon layers of meaning will
continue to-seep into-my soul for the rest of my life: It was there
that the wally seemed to-sdently reverberate with the Agrus
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O Lamb-of God, that takest away the sins of the worild;
have mercy upon s:

O Lamb-of God, that takest away the sins of the worild;
have mercy upon us:

O Lamb-of God; that takest away the sing of the world;

grant us thy peace:

There was peace in thak place: Therve was reverence: There was
the “very religious:” I was just an observer on one bended knee:
Lord; have mercy upon us: He did and He does: Thank Youwy
Lovd: (And; hey, ladies; I wani yow to-know I 'mvnot very
religious: I'myjust o littie lamd who's trying.)

God Bless . . .

Lucy
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