Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Precious Plgrimy

onSunday I had noticed his shoes:

My husband and I aitended the dedication of Robest
Nathancels Tree at St: Stephen’s church in Birmingham: The
author, dlustrator, designer, and thedr foumilies; plus the
Lightdearers publishing teamy were in attendance: It was a
very speciad day, for this was av very special book whose mission
was to-help children deal with death:

It was atender howr of worship. Fromythe moment we
walked into-this unknown sanctuary, we could feel the peace
and calm It was a Saint Francis-like chuwrch; where the
wooder and glass structure seemed to-be anv exiension of the
oulside evwivonment. Squirvels and bivds would have felt quite
at home; just as we did.

The songs sung; the scriptures read; the sevmon givery all
seemed to-seamlessly it into-a holy time of worshép. The
preacher genily told the story of Robert Nathaniel and his
family. This baby lived on this earth for just two-days: #His
Mamaw and Daday and brother and sister loved himvand
church: We knew the Lord had embraced that baby just as e
does all babies: Yow knew that this church had embraced his
1amily in &z pairy just as i should have:
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Two-years had passed: The family had moved to-
Tennessee and a new baby girl had been born: A book had
been written: Life goeson: Onthat Sunday, however, Rodert
Nathanciels life was celebraded:

I will never fovget the preacher’s shoes: I noticed them
when we went up for Holy Comwmunion: While kneeling; they
came nio-view. They were old; worn lace-ups: They looked
loved and comfortable: I'd seen such before; bul never ones
where the polish was totally off the toes and the toe tops: My
husband also-noticed them and said he bet they were 20 years
old: The only thing I could figure was that the toe polish could
ondy wear off from hours of kneeling inprayer. No-wonder the
manw Howed and his church warmed yow: He knew his Maker
and spent time with Him and thai was reflected in the sermory

He ended the service with the benediction of “Let your
Light so-shine before men that they may see your good works;
and glovify your Father which is in heaven:” Thal's Maithew
5.:16. Thad was aperfect send-off, even more so-than the
minister realiged, for i is the scripture we use ow Lightbearers
stadionery and it iy the Christion commession that we try to-
emulaie;

Owr party left afier hugs and tears and smiles: The
dedication was right and good:

The next day I heard; “Lucy, do-yow wani to-play pool?”
Six-year-old David yelled dowwn from the second floor. We were
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v the midst of a four-hour reception at our home where over
200 pecple attended, Ity purpose was to-celebrate the

publication of Robert Nathaniely Tree; the book I just
meniioned: There werefriends selling children passing
refreshments; author and dlustrator signing; but David yelled;
“Lucy, do-yow wanit to-play pool with me?”

I yelled back; “Not right now David; but thanks for
asking.”

I love this littie boy. e iy one of my favorite cheerleaders:
He lives across the street. Hiy mama designs our books: Whern
things ave really hopping ai the compary, I ve been known to-
run across the street thwee or four times ina day. David
wsnadly rung with end?bwisiasm to-wherever he's going, so-he
usually iy the first to-arvive ak his front door. He yells; “Mowy
&y lucy.” He meelsy me with a hug if we've near or a wave i
were far aport; like al church: #He brings great joy to-my life:
His brother; Jasory who's 13, did the same thing al thait age:
Hiz mother and I then werent publishing books; but gluing
and pasting for o church bagaar. Hugs and waves turn into-
more rveserved smiles al 13, butI'm suve Jason nows that he’s
one of my special people; too:

That becng so; why did I say, “Not right now, David?” O~y
and thenw I think of all the times I did and do-say thai - to-my
husband; my childrery my friends; my acquacniances - “Not
right now/!”

©1994



Boy, what astam dunk that is to-a person: What iy more
cmportant than gualddy time spent wilhv another human becng?
Ity like saying; T donw'thave time for yow:. What I'm doing is
move important than yoware:” Ol I amvso-guilly, for - I'm
focused onaproject; I tend to-turn off others:

This weef my friend; Mary, gave me a wonderful quote
over the phone: This friend often acty as my lilmus paper as to-
whether ar idea iy good or bad; or avsituation is vight or
wrong: She has greal wisdom: She walks close to-her Lovd; goes
daily to-Mass; and says whai she cally “scrawny prayers:” Fromy
whait I can discervy that’s the best kind; for Mary walks with
love and huumor and humdddy.

This week’s quote comes from her priest; who-said; “Godls
not interested in our abidity, but rather our avadabdily.”

Weith that in mendy I thenk i would have been move
appropriate to-say, “Rack em up, David; here I come:” At least
that’s whak I think the St. Stephen'’s minisiter would have saidy
wnfact; I'd bank on it

For yow see; the day afier the reception I went back to-
Birmingham lo-distyibuie the new book and to-calch a plane:
ACthe party I had been given two-letters; one from Cany the
dlustrador, and another from Mary Barwick; my soul sister. I
had intentionally chosen not to-open edher that day. It would
have been too-much to-handle: I instead chose to-go-back to-
St: Stephen’s; seek out the minister to-tell him about how
wonderful Sunday had been and also-how well Monday s
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reception had gone: It was also-there in the sanctuary that
wanted to-give thanks and to-opew and read the letters:

But first, I wanied to-find the priest. I went downstoairs to-
the admenestrodve office and was met by a nice receptionist
who-said he'd take me to-the mindsiter’s office: Half way there;
he stopped and said; “Oh no; he’s not there: I forgot, he's
clembing up the belfry with some of the neighborhood
childven:”

I was told to-go-up the steps; take a right, go-into-the first
closet and there would be an alumirwun ladder where they
would be ascending and descending: Welly I wouldw’c have
missed thal for the world: Sure enoughy I found the shaky
ladder, grabbed hold to-steady i, and watched a Jacoby
ladder type descent of barefooted; laughing; hotand sweaty
children followed by one priest with old shoes with scujfed up
toes: Hesmiled: I smiled:

I knew right then and there; i given the chance; he
would have said to-David, “Rack emvup.”

I belceve thes preacher iy an avadable mary like the Man
he follows; our Lord, Jesus:

Lordy may I s0-become; and Precious Pilgrimy thaly my
prover for yow today.

Witk love; I am your sister in Chvist,
Lucy
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