Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

My world cs rich and full and fast. Its overflowing i
abundance with grace-filled experiences:

Recentdy, avdear friend gave me the admondiion to-
consgtanily be on the lookout for whai she called the ‘grace of
the moment.” Often it may seemv hidden and hard to-discover;
like in those picture puggles that have disguised objects
camouflaged in thewr backgrounds: We still must look: She
lives inthe North and just recently shoveled 82 inches of winder
snow, so-her conmumand held a lot of weight.

My concern i that right now during thes campoign
mightt be missing even the most obvious such moments: Those
that I do-comprehend mighit not be recorded and thus be
forgotien: Help! Over the last two-weeks; I've reverted to-jotting
down a word or two; hoping they would jar my memory whern
later referved to: I donw't wani to-méss the grace of the moment;
s0-when time allows; I lecsurely revisit the scenes by writing
about them to-yow, Pilgrim: I think looking at these treasures
can be very much like capturing and holding in our hands;
ever so-gerily, avglovious bulterfly. We can gage upon iy
incredible; paper-thivy rainbow-like splendor;, but then we
must let it go; for Ly too-precious to-conlain: Sometimes a
liltle bit of that ividescent Aust from their wings remains; just
as the grace of a moment sometimes penetyates our minds and
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leaves a slight impression: We sense that a wisp of Godl’s glory
has left a tradl of wonder. Such a moment was experienced tenv
Aays ago: I scribbled dowry Hg I'mjeffrey from Brewbaker.”
And now, i-youw dowt mind; I'd like to-revisit that shimmering
scene -

That day I went from Tuscaloosa to- Birmingham to-
Mondgomery to-Aubwrn and back to-Monigomery. It wasjust
another Gpical campaign day. My husband and I joined
forces inAuburry but by that time I had already begun to-wilt:
Ity hard to-be “on/ for that lengihv of time: My spark plugs were
about shot. Onthe way home; I was informed that we needed
lo-make just one more sLop at an enwirvorunenial conveniion: I
knew my husband was just as tired as I was: I also-knew that
al thes point we would not be stopping unless it was deemed
cmportant; so-I diadw't complain:

We walked into-this big old born of o roomy which was
s prisingly filled with many famdiar faces: Ol and it felt so-
good to-be among friends and acquacniances that weren't
name-tagged: I received some genuine hugs and smiles and
kisses: It was grond and o real fill-up tome: Bul whait was best
of all; the icing on the cake; the piéce de resistance; the
absolute grace of the moment; was the gift given by Jeffrey.

Thes precious; adorvable; ten-year-old; redheaded boy
came up to-me and said; o I'mjeffrey from Brewbaker” and
then gave me a great big hug: I was overwhelmed: Being a
mother of three grown boys; I knew to-treat such a genuine
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show of affection with greai care: I knew that this chidd’s
sponlaneous gift of tenderness would soon become almost
obsolete: With puberty comes a self-conscious pulling-ivy and
embraces become rather rarve comwmodilies only made
avadable to-givlfyiends orv mamas when we catch them off
guard:

I regained my composure and had enough presence of
mind to-aske him a few general questions; sofe ones like “Fow’s
the school year going?” and “Whai's your favorite sport?” I
tried my best to-make conwersalion seem personal: I was
racking my tived brain as we talked: Brewbaker? Brewboaker?
Yes; I had spoken ak the school; bul it was to-an audience of
300 studenty: How cowld I make jeffrey feel as special as he was
and as he was making me feel? When we finished our
corwersatiory he gave me another big hug and I said; “God
bless yow, Jeffrey, ” as he walked away.

Lader ony I searched out and found his mother. She said
he'd heard me last sscummer reading my children'’s book at
Vacation Bible School and then heard me speafk ai Brewbaker

Junior High thes past fall, She said I'd really touched him: I
said he had really touched me:

Grace of the momeni: If-I become First lady of this state;
the first thing I d like to-instituie s knighihood for chivalyous;
gallani; preccous; pre-puberty young boys: Already I have some
deserving young candidailes: First, there would be Siv Jeffrey
who-saved a tireds; middle-aged; campaigning damsel in
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distress: Thew I d place my sworvd on the shoulders of Weldon of
Doe and all the young men who-ve written me unexpected
exemplary letlers of encowragement.

IF I 'mv unsuccessful in instrumeniing this grand old form
of showing graditude; then at least I can take them oul to-
lunch: We'll dine on hamburgers and French fries and Cokes:
We'll it inthe round; like King Arthuwr. The ondy order of
business will be my giving them each a sincere Thank Yow and
reminding them of who-the only King and Hervo-is: Also; - I'm
lucky, I'll sneak another hug from each; for ina year or two;
as I said; they Ul become quite rare: Wonw't that be the feast for
aday?

As I write to-youwy Pilgrimy one other thing comes (o-mind:
Never in my life have I been dependent on so-many name tags:
At almost every function we altend; we'yve all labeled: Usually I
don't have on my drugstore reading glasses; so-I can't see the
names: Thals embarvassing: Evenv more so-is not remembering
those people I've alveady met time and time again: I'llsay,

o I'mvlucy Macleod, ” and they U reply, “Lucy, we've met yow
twice before:” Asl said; iy embarvassing: My not
remembering precious, Jeffrey, although he was one of 300 in
the audience; was also-embarvassing: Bul if-yow must know the
rutly at thes stage I'm lucky i1 remember the names of my
own childrer:

IF we could get across to-each and every person we meet
the realddly that the Lord, Jesus Chvist Rnows our names; our
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whole names; and that is What iy cmportant . . . If we could get
across to-each and every person we meel that i is by following
Him thait we get owr true ideriity . . . He isthe ondy true
Celebrity. e isthe ondy ruettero: He isthe ondy rueKing: If
we corld just stip in afew God-bless-youw's and hugs like with
Jeffrey . . . if we could then just quielly exit while leaving o few
littie shemmering glimmers heve and there like the bulterflies;
then grace-of-the-moments mightt be popping up all over the
place: Wonldwit that be grand; Pilgrim?

Peace: Walch for the grace-of-the moment’s shimmering
showings - hugs help brving them out.

Your saved damisel in distress;

Lucy

P.S. SirJeffrey and Sir Weldory and all my precious young
knights; God bless You/
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