Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

It was o long weekend at the lake: One night we had
hosted a wedding party and the next day we celebraded our
youngest son'’s birthday party. Amagingly enoughy we stell had
lefiover slaw and buitterbean salad: The quaniily seemed to-
medtiply whewn refrigerated: We had devoured and totally
depleted the alumirwum pans of chickery rolls; tomatoes and
Orownces: It was just those two-salads that would not
disappear.

The family had been very good sports: They never made
any dasparaging remarks whew I would re-sttr; re-coniairy
and re-present those blasted salads at each meal: It had
reached the point that even parsley wouldn't help. So; not
waniing to-cart food back home; I decided to-recruit some
fresh bodies to-eat the salads:

I stopped at the ternis court and told those playing to-
please spread the word and get all the neighborhood to-come
and eak lefiovers for lunch: Well, sure enoughy a
Poaul Revere call was put out, and ai least forty mery womery
and childrven showed up. It was o grand meal; and thank the
dear Lovdy we finally got rid of the salads:

My only regret was that in my busyness of hopping around
hostessing I faded to-comprehend a grace gift that was giveru
Lord; forgive:
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The kitchen was where I maindy hung out. I¢s really o
grand place to-spend time a a party in owr howme; for everyone
& constanily coming inand oul. Ity usually the center of all
the actiony or i not, bulletin updates are almost
instanianeousty give:

A lot was going on: Hot dogs and hamburgers were
coming infrom the grill: Buns were coming out of the overu
Mothers were pulting on ketchup and mustard for liltle ones:
Teenagers were rushing in between video-games to-replenish
their plates: Grandmothers were presenied lunch on trays in
the lving roomu:  There was av lot of commotion except for one
little soud; precious Bl Buller. 7e's six: He's my chidrven’s
godson and first cousinu e had perched on the stairs that led
outside and calmly sat sucking a finger and caressing his
rabbit skin.

He comes from a huniing faomily. 7te's the youngest of
Pwee boys: Ity ondy nalwral that his “blanket” iy an animal
skin ingtead of apatch of cotton. I walked over and asked o T
covld feel it. e graciously allowed me to-touch: I said i&was
soft and felt good: We smiled at each other. I returned to-my
CAAoTtic KP duly. e continued his caldming; comforting
activity inthe corner.

Duving our bustiing busgyness; Bill came up to-me and
asked i we had any scissors: I smiled and tried to-be
solicitous; but was distracted: I said I was sorry, bul I knew we
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had none; for I had searched eariier for some: Fe sweelly
walked away.

I didn’c give him or the scissors another thought. When
the kitchen duly was finally done; I wenit to-join those on the
porch: By chance; I sak next to-Billy mama and menitioned
not having any scissors for him She said that he had wanied
themy so-he could cut off apiece of his rabbit skin to-give me
because he knew I liked it

A lump formed then and forms now in my (hwoat as 7
remember the graciousness of that child’s grace gift offered: It
says inthe American Heridage Dictionary (hat grace & an
unmerited gift from God:

I must commend my childven on their godson: Ina
momeni thai I almost missed; an unselfishy Chvist-like naiure
was exemplified by this six-year-old:

Powd said: “May the grace of our Lovd, Jesus Chvist and
the love of God and the fellowship of the Foly Spivit be with youw
allevermove:” 2 Covinihians 13.:14. NIV. I do-believe the

‘grace; " the “love; ” the “fellowship” is with us evenw during KP
auty. Wejust have to-be open to-receive: FHow oftendo-I have
my doors shul? Are yow also-so-inclined?
I amy yowr precious sister in Christ;
Llucy

P.S. Precious Bl Buller, (s not necessary to-cut the skin for
me: The gift was given inthe offering: Thank yowy
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precious child: It reminded me strongly of another Gt
Gver - our Lorvd and Savior and #is incredible gift of
salvation:
Knock: Knock:
Who's there?
Bl
Bill who?
Bl Butler, who's aprecious child and I love you:

Lord; please keep banging ai our doors so-that we will be
open to-seeing Yowr gracious glory in the everyday. Pecace:
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