Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

How ever do-I have the nerve to-write to-you? Right now
my husband’y downstairs walching footdall and proofreading
some of my writings: I went to-check onhimvand to-fix his
lunch and found him thus occupied: I asked the insecure littie
questiory “Fow are yow able to-read and waieh TV akf the same
lime; for these writings deal with heavy stufi?” iy ondy
comment was; “Yes; it istoo-heayy!”

Yipes! Devastationplus! “Too-heavy?” He doesnw't like it
Maybe thes effort s vanily - all vandy. Maybe it should be a
prvade sparidual jounnal for ondy my eyes to-see; marked withe
instructions thait it be burned i found: How dare I write about
such big time “life secrets; ” stuff? Amvl trying to-beAnn
Landers for the religious housewife? Help! I'm not qualified to-

Sometimes I feel like Moses must have felt: as i I need to-
take off my sandals; for I'm standing on hallowed; holy
ground and dow't have any business being here. Why, inthe
Old Testament there were people who-died instanily afier
louching the Holy Ark of the Covenani: Thal'sy in2 Samuel 6.7.
Am I getting too-close to-the ‘holy” edge? Am I wriling about
the things of which I do-not know? How darve I have the
audacily to-write about our ommnipotent Faiher God or His Sory
our Savior; or the foly Spirit; our Comforter, our Helper? How

©1994



dere I have the nerve to-use the possessive pronowun ‘our?” Am
trivialiging the travscendent? Am I trying to-make the
incomprehensible warm and fiuggy and friendly - easy to-
handle; to-package; and to-clacm? Yes; even to-wrile our
Father God's name; “Yahwely ” was not allowed by the #Hebrews;
for & was too-hotly. Well ity the same name today, isnw'c id?
How darve I write it or aboul Him? Pilgrimy are these liltle
letterys sacrilegious? Do-I tell a little episode about “Lucy’s life;”
add a P.S. scripture and a P.S. little moral message and call it
aday? Am I encouraging or discouraging others? Isthe I of
me getting in the way of the Thow of Almighty God? Does He
wani me to-stop this and tear i up? Iy my writing to-you;
Pilgrimy dependent on my husband'y approval or dependent on
the knowledge of my becng called to-write? I don’t know.

The image thai just popped into-my mind was that of o
mouniain climber walking on o skinny ledge: She’s on atrail
about hadfivay up the mountain: I readige the climber & me:
I'mvfacing i, clinging claw-like with my handys and inching
forward; unable to-look up or down: My viscon is limited to-
saving straight ahead ait the grande-gray wall only four
inches from my face: Ity cold; iy craggy, but I do-notice some
little blue forget-me-noty growing out of a crack and some
wonderful green moss clinging to-the clifjust as I am

But. Thank goovdness for buty: OFall the words in the
scriptures; besides our Lord’s name; that little word “b~u-t”
brings more hope to-me than any other. 7Time and time agairy
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the biblical world seems to-be crashing ovy and af the last
minule iy vescued by that safely line of a wordy b-u-t for what
usually is connected to-that word is Godls grace: The good
news &5 thait Godls biblical world and our worild; Pilgriny are
oneand the same: The little vision of moss and flowers is
enough encouragement for now. I do-continue: I dowtknow
why, but I must, just as much as I have to-take the next breaith
of acr.

But;, whai if my husband doeswt like my writings? What
fFhe thinks they re awful? What if he's concerned aboul my
deading too-much with the “deep things” in life?” These leiters
are heavier and havder than previous ones: Amvl onthe right
track or a self-ivwented mirage? I dow't know, but'l will
condinue: I must.

Pigrimy have yow felt called by the lovd to-do-something?
Felt totally unqualified; but nevertheless; thait nagging pull
Just wordldn't go-awey? Yow've tried to-rationalige; make
excuses; ignorve; ruwy bul nevertheless thai still small voice just
kept pressing unvelendingly. Youw wani to-be used to-our Lord’y
Fory. Thaity been in your prayer it seems for ages: Bul thew
when adoor opens; acall is heard; yowre scared to-deaii
Lovd; are yow sure? Do-yow meonv me? Arenwt youw mistakery
Lord? Dot yow have the wrong pilgrim? Bul the pressing
pressurejust Reeps getiing sironger.

Whait's thai stalement, “Go-with the flow?” I wasjust
recenily atl the beach and rode the waves: It was so-much firu
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I havenw't done that activity since I was a teenager. 7o-wakch
the surfuniil just the right wave comes adong and yow dive
forwewd to-caleh iy movemend, join i s powerful surge as it
rotlly towards the beach - just be a part of the motion - whad a
Aelight to-participate in this endless activity. Our Lovd’s work
seems scmilar in some ways: His will s being done dacly. It iy
my proyer thaid we each canparticipaie in Fis plan duwring our
limdited little time on earth: Pilgrinmy may we each go-wilh the
flow - our Lovdls flow. For me; right now, it seems to-include a
littie letter writing: Whai's the motion He's calling yow to-join?
Peace: Go-with the flow. Hispower, #His strengih will sustocn
Just like those rolling ocean waves: Peace:
Yowr scster in Chwist;
Llucy
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