Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I'mvonwa house party with dear friends in Highlands;
North Carolina:

Yesterday, I asked our host what time sswnwise was: I
wanted to-be sure not to-miss it this morning: I thought it
woudd be grand to-celebrale the Feast of the Transfiguraiion by
witnessing a tranguil mounioin dewning: I enwvisioned seecng
the sun break forth cn all iy glory. We're staying cna home
with o breatdaking view. Yow can see the clouds swirling
around the mouniaing as i they were smoke signals being sent
fromonhigh. The house seems to-be situated ak the same
altitude as the soaring bivds: These fine-feaihered friends
effortiessty glide by, riding the air curvents: Yes! The morning
glory I planned to-witness was going to-be quile
Transfiguradionad; I was sure: Mountaing: Clouds: There was
no-way thai it wasnw't going to-be memorable:

Afler a delighitiul day spent with friends; I eagerly went to-
bed; anticipaling the sunvise. About 3.00 au.m: my husband
and I were awakened by howling winds and banging shutters:
Owr guest room hangs on a cliff with two-of ity fowr wally
windowed: We were secure; but we were totally immersed
withen the storm: On arvivad; the first thing we had done was
lo-open up all of the windows: We wanied to-soak up the fresh;
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covl; moundain air. Al the relief and revival it afforded afier
the heait and humdidily of Alabama:

We had not foreseen the stormy even though the evidence
of such occurvences survounded us: Durving the day, I had
admirved the ancient cliff-hanging trees: Shovt: Stubdy.
Gnarled: They looked like large Japanese bovisac trees: I
thoughit whait av life they must lead: They seemed to-have been
sculptured by the storms: Now we were being allowed the
privilege of getling to-experience; fivst hand; the Artist, our
Lovd FHimself, at work: Rolling thunder. Crashing lightning:
Howling wind: Bealing raiv

My Phusband got up and battened down the haiches: My
last thought before drifiing back to-steep was;, “Darvy no-
suwwise:” My littie plan had been thwarted - but once agairy
thank goodness:

How often I try to-put God inav box or try to-mediocrely
meddade on the maaculous: Scriplture says to- “lean not on
your own undersionding:” Ol but how often I do-try. Thes
Transfiguration day I've been experiencing has been for
grander and more of the Lovd’s making than the prepackaged
plan I d tried to-come up with: Its beenw made up of layers
upon layers of swirling clouds and fog and mystery and
winding roads:

As I reflect; today seems to-have beenw more in keeping
with the actual event: I remembered thai Jesus was visiled on
the mountain by Elijal and Moses; who-helped prepare our
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Lord for His upcoming jorrney to Jerusalem: I remembered
hai James and, Jorwv and Peler witnessed thedr visilation and
Christs transfiguration: I remembered that there were clowds
and mystery, and our Lovd, Jesus shone with brilliance: I
remembered thait Peter impulsively offered to-budd three
tabernacles: I remembered that the Lord God had spokery
clacming Chvist as His Son: I remembered - the actions; but
not the attitudes:

After reveading the three gospel accounts; plus Peter's last
declaradion of faith in his second letter; wrilten right before he
died; new whiffs of meaning seemed to-tenderly float through
my mind: May I quote luke 9:33-34.

And it came about;, as these (Elyah and Moses) were parting
fromhiny Peler said to Jesus; “Master, (& iy good for us to-be
here; and let us make three tabernacles: one for yow and one
for Moses and one for Elgah. ” - not realiging what he was
saying: And while he was saying thes; o cloud formed and
began to-overshadow them and they were afyaid as they
entered the cloud: And a voice came out of the cloud; saying
“Thes i My Sory My Chosen One; listen to-Him!”

And Matthew 17:6-8.

And when the disciples heard thes; they fell on thedr faces and
weve much afraid: And, jesus came to-themy and touched them
and said; “Arise and do-not be afyaid. ” And lifting up thecr
eves; they saw no-one; except_Jesus Himself alone:
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As I reflect once move upon the Transfiguraliory it iy God's
lender mercy that standys out. I love thai our Lord God sent
Moses and Elgaly of all Fis people; to-fortaly and prepare His
ondy Sony our Lovd, Jesus; for Jerusalem (Moses representing the
Law, and Elgah represeniting the Prophets). What an
ncomprehensible; Faither-God; loving gesture! I love thal in
the mysterious holy cloud of God's presence; Jesus’ thwee closest
Friends werve afraid and didn't understand. I love thad Jesus
mel them in their fright and touched themy ministered to-ther
needs. Owr lovd said; “Arise and do-not be afraid:” And
Ufting up their eyes; they saw no-one except Jesus:

Cloudy days: Unknown paihs: Uncharted waters: Will
these be debildtatingly scary? Not, Pigrimy o our eyes can keep
focused onour Lovd, Jesus: Transfiguralion means “a radical
change in appearance:” I've always thought it had solely to-do-
Wi Chvist’y coundenance: I now believe that those onlookers;
who-looked up into Jesus’ face also-were radically changed: It
says; “They saw no-one except_ Jesus:” Can yow imagine? “They
saw no-one except Jesus:” I'mvsure their fright instontly faded.
Ol suve; it would resurfoace agacn: Peler would deny. They all
would have momeniy of rivwiing and hiding; for they were
only hwunawy, just like we are: Humanddy s not tough stuyf; but
raither fallenw and dusty maderiad: But, aty what can happen
whewn we seek Hiy face - it can be transfigurational - I believe:

‘Search for the Lord and his strengithy coniinually seek his
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face:” Psalm 1054 RSV. It i adady, hourl, momeni-by-
momeni kend of a thing; donw't yow think; Pilgrim?

Now may I end our time together by reading this little
poemv I just wrote called “Transfiguration - Past, Present and
Future:”

Shemumering brilliance; infusion of light,
Transcending comprehensiory cloud veiled bright.
Jesus my Lovd; companioned by two;
Moses; Elaly fortiy, renew.
Yarweh speaks: I AM proclacms:
Disciples fall; never the same:
Come Lord, Jesus; transfigure wus:
Peace; Pigrim: Hove a good day.
Your sister in Christ,
Lucy
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