Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Precious Plgrimy

“Lucy, will yow say avfew words?” Thait was my husband’y
request today when he called me out of the bleachers: It was
Saturday, July 3*. We had rendegvoused in Praitville for ity
Independence Day celebration: My husband had beenv
traveling the state campaigning all day. I ondy had to-travel
Highway 14 from the lake: Even so; I knew we both wanted to-
quickly meet, speak and greet the celebranty; and thenw hurry
home:

For yow see; the whole family was together, including the
grandbady. This was o rarve occasion: Ity hard for us to-
galher; for everyone's world has become complicated from time
restracnis: Not since Chvistmas had we gotten the whole family
logether.

Over the Fourth we were to-have four days undey the same
roof: I did not want to-be cn Prattville: I wanted to-beplaying
with grandbaby Bey and caiching up with my brood:

T2 gotten stuck in this situation by asking: “Honey,
woudd yow like me to-go-along Saturday?” He'd given mea
release from most of the day, but had asked o Id like to-meet
hemy en Prodtville al 6.00. #How could I say “No”” or “Maybe some
other time; ” or “Give me arain check” or ‘See youw later;
alligaior” or “No-way, Jose!” or “Yow must bejoking” or ‘Surely,
yowjest?” I meary I'd made a commilment to-the man and his
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campaigr for governor. I coldn'tjust say, “No; I don't feel
ke &7 I meary we'vejust stowted the race; unofficially. I
can't burn oul before we've even ignited: I have no-inkling of
Whait ity going to-be like: Already, with one little
incovwenience; I 'mvready to-buck the schedule: #How inthe
world am I going to-do-when I'm programmed; scheduled;
promprted; and probed 24 hours a day for months on end?

As I lie in bed writing to-yow Precious Pilgrimy late at
night; recollecting the day, I wish I could say that some grand
scripture had popped into-my bracvy but no: Ity another 60%
tune: I don't know what'y going on. It used to-be hymns now
s high school hils: Am I going into-some regressive escape
mode? IfFthaly the case; by the time we're finished with this
gubernatorial race and campaigry Il be quoting nwrsery
rlymes! Anyway, the song I n singing is:

T will follow hemy, follow him wherever he may gos

There n't an ocean too-deep.

There isn't o mouniain too-steep . . .

Il follow, I'llfollow, I follow.

I love hemy, I love hiny I love hemy, and where he goes;

It follow, I'llfollow. ..~

Sy, Bt a7 Somple; isnw't k7 Bul, oy the difference inv
altitude such a song elicils: If thes could become the attitude
of my heart not only toward my husband and his campaigry
out adso-my life song sung as a conwmilment to-the lovd: Why,
& easily could become the 200 cenitury’s “Onwardy Christian
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Soldiers” Ope hmn for the church: I canpicture hand
motions & lav Supremes to-go-wilh i. Al we have to-do-is
capilalige the pronoun ‘Him:” I will follow Him
Obviously, s time to-go-to-sleep, Precicous Pilgrim: The
Aoy was actually quile enyoyable: My husband made a
wonderful speech: We heard some incredible singing: We met
some really nice people: And I didn't embarvass the family
Wil my urwehearsed comments: (Thank Yow Lovd:.) We have
two-unintervupled family days to-go: Yea!
I amy your campaigning sister in Chvist;
Lucy
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