Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

Over the last few moniths; I've had to-get off of boords and out
of organigalions in orvder o-free up my time for my husband’y
poliical race: Some; I admil, were easy to-bail out ofs Infact, T
readly need to-look at my motives and priovilies once my time
becomes mine again and not the campaigrn's:

I feel like all my little habity; all my lLittle crudches; all my little
securily blankels; all my liltle routines are having to-be broken: 1
have aport of me; a big port of me; larger thanw I'd realiged;
fighiing at the bit. I donw't wani to-enier all this unfamdiar
tervitory. I, who've prided myself- on my willing openness and
willing velnerabdity, donw’t want my life to-be scrudiniged and
categorized and compartmentalized andjudged

On Wednesday we made our fivst campaign 7V spot. It was fiun
becng made up and filmed: It was just like being in the movies:
They even stood me up ona box so-I was 55" instead of 53°. But
help! This is big time heavy “public:”

On Tuesday I made my first so-called political speech in
Hunizville to-the Hunizville Professional Businesswomenv's club: It
was fun being drivenw and handing out bumper stickers: Luckily,
fve minuies before going ovy I was told they wanied an
wspirational tadk instead of o campaign speech: The Lorvd was
gracious and I strongly (Ut #His tender mercy through these ladies:
They ended up encouraging me instead of I, thewu They prayed for
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me and my family. It was o precious; sensitive send-off - but whai
about next time? Bul help! This is big time heavy “public:”™

Next week I'mv supposed to-stort going wherever my husband
goes: His schedule isto-be my schedule: This routine i to-last all
monity and then the next I m supposed to-be primarily on my own:
My husband is to-go-one way and me another, so-that we can cover
double the amount of tervitory.

But right now . . . al this very moment.. . . I dowt want to-get
inio-the unknown: I donwt want to-veniure out. I donwt want my
childrven to-be hwut. I donw't wani people to-be looking at our lives
under a microscope: Isw't life challenging enough without it becng
onpublic diplay? But is it my life? To-whom does i really belong?
On whait have I been dependent? I always say, “My Lovd God,” buit of
thai s really true; why am I having so-much trouble letting go?
Where is the trust? Where is the facth?

My interior talk is: Lucy, I think yow had better look a little
closer at the ‘deep” of yow: Isthe Lord, Jesus Christ your cenier or
not? Are yowjust afair weather follower or whai? I know thatl
know that I know - buk Lord, Jesus Chwvist, I donw't wantto-go: I like
my securidy. I like my comfortable dependable dependency on You:
But is that whai Yow wank, Lovd? I like the predictable pulse of my
Ufe - chuwchy chodr;, compancionship of like-minded people: I love
being with my family and friends and the fellowship. I also-crave
freedony, freedom to-choovse whai I want and where I wani to-go;
and with whomv I want to-be: I also-demand quiet solitude:
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Buit s that whak Yowy Lorvd; want? I've learned to-trust Yow in
the liltle things: Are Yow waniing more of me; allof me? I thought
I dgiven Youw that, butl must have been mistaken: My reluctance
now that ity time to-redy totadly on You has shown me the truth
about myself- Lord; forgive:

Operness to-opportunddy. I know & is crucial thak right now, at
this point in my life; I say “ves” totally to-this campaign's
opportundties and challenges: Its my choice: Lifealwaysis: The
Lovd made it that way. I canstam the door and say, ‘No/” I can
drag my feet. I candaily criticige and complain: I can look for the
bad; the brokery the bent - which can always be found - or I canjust

Jubdlantly jump and trust and rely totally on the Lord:

I canvedther say, “Yes; Lord; I will totadly trust Yow in this
process: I will trust Yow with my husband: I will trust Yow with my
chidrven: I will trust Youw withy my granddaughiter. I will trust Yow
Wit our energy, our headth; owr wealt?y our securily, our rest; owr
reputation: I will trust” - or I'llsay, “No; I wont.”

Ol bud how hearvy and separate and burdensome and
debililating that response world be: I couddwt function ina “No;
Lord” world: The littleness of me would implode into-oblivion: With
a “Yesg; Lord” I can be a part of the creativity of God; be avpart of my
lving Lovd, Jesus Christ and His Holy Spirit: The “ves-ness” i infinite:
and the “no-ness” would anndihilate:

So; my mind iy made up. But what aboul my heart? Al thaty
even more important and tougher than the mind; Pigriny don’tc
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Youwthink? That's where love and fadh and total joyful
abandovunent take place:

Last week the Lord gave me a gifl. It came in the package of o
dreanu That was signdficant to-me for I very seldom remember
dreams; and never vividly or completely. This dream was crysial
clear. I was being shown around from room to-room in the house
wherve I was radsed: The present unfnown owner was my tour
dirvector. It was a grand old three-story, red-brick colonial house
thad my grandfaiher built. The house was sold right after my daddy
died when I was 28. So; although I have fond chiddhood memories;
the exit had been a traumatic one:

Inthe dreany I was happy being shown around; but disturbed;
for I diadwt recognige any of the rooms: They were different in sige
and shape: Nothing was the same; everw my bedroom: The owner
said she was suve thait theve was one spot which hadw'c been
changed ond thak she was sure I d recognige il. I remembered there
was atiny shelved closet in my bedroomy which as ateenager Id
wallpapered with yellow daigy contact paper. With a little
imaginalion and most of the shelves removed; I @ made it into-a
hidden vanily table. I guess it also-represenied my own little dream
world: Avyway, the proprietor opened the door to-that closet and
sure enougly therve was total recognilion: In the corner;, drawn ow
the wall; was a cross With yellow roses superimposed on il. It was
beawditfid: Although inrealdty I d never seen that represeniation
before; cnmy dream I thought, “Yes; this is the same:” There was a
feeling of total peace with the recognition: I then awoke:
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Ownreflectiony I interpreted the unfamiliar rooms as the
unfamiliar new world thai our family iy entering: The closet with
&3 rose-covered cross represenied a strong call to-remain cenlered
dacly onthe Lord:

I hadw't shaved this dream-gift with anyone: It seemed too-
personad; too-privale; ondy meant for me - t(hat is uniid an artist
friend arvived; bearving a gift. She had painted a breathiakingly
beautifill Madonna and Child survounded by yellow roses; roses
identical to-the ones in my dream: I quielly sharved the vision with
her, and she quielly reconfirmed my intespretaiion:

Aty Pilgriny this is the season to-trust in the Lovd with ald my
might and to-lean not on my own undersionding: Bul truly aren't
all seasons to-be such? I'mvgetting those bumper stickers ready. I
wonder i it would be all right to-pass them oud while on my knees?
Well, ak least I can bend the knee of my heart and siently pray
Felp!” Our Llord will: #He always does if we trust in Fim: Might yow
be needing that to-be your prayer; too; Pilgrim? “Felp!”

I amv your scster in CArist;
Lucy
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