Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

Last Saturday I had the rave luxwry of spending the
whole day with my sister. We lecsurely woke up, breafkinsted;
dressed; and then were off for owr planned activity. We were
going to-Bangor Farm: I was so-excited: I had hearvd about
this place for years; but I'd never gotten to-go-there: I'd
collected little descriptive gems over time: I knew the land had
beenv my brother-in-law's grandfaiher’s: I knew that there was
a log cabin he had fired up and that there was a creek: I'a
Yearned for years to-go-visit. My sister would always say &
wasnw't very fancy, but to-me the farm sounded like heaveru
And it was!

It was made up of glorious land; a mixture of thick woods
and pastures onhilly tervain: We piled indo-av four-wheel drive
pickup truck and, Jamée drove us around: It was wonderful!
There’s nothing like seeing vivgin land; going through
thickels; bumping over crop rows; and splashing through
creeks: I was evvious of the way the two-dogs that
accompanced us on paws got to-act. They rolled in the mud
puddies; raw thwough the underbrushy jumped into-the creek;
went forward; went backwerds; and circled the truck:

We all had a grand old teme: But best of all was the two-
roomv log cabin: Radph Lawwery eal your heart oul! It was
decoraled with a wonderful collection of mesmaiched male
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reasures - cleany practical: Booty lined up cvorder inthe
baittwoom: Poty hang up invorder. A wolf skinwlay infront of
the fiveplace; and o large photo-of-Jamie’s daday with his prige
Oull was hanging over the mantel: Somehow, everything
worvked perfectly together. I recogniged 30-year-old bedspreads
and 15 -year-old curtains: I remembered the tacky crewel-
bordered mervor, which I had made and given my sister over
twenty years ago: Now it hung happily in the badhvwoom and
looked, very much at-home: And best; best of all was the porchy
which stretched all along the back: It overlooked the creefk: I
could have looked at thak view for days on end; admost
rypnotiged: Why, with-a momeni's notice; I could have moved
Lo~ thait cabin and nested:

But instead we went back to-Barmingham to-get ready for
our Satlurday night activity. We were going to-the black tie
opening of the Decoraiors Showhouse: Mary and I were as
excited as children because this symphony fund-raciser wos
being held at the home that owr grandfather had built;, where
we had grown up. I hadw't been back to-revisit all the rooms
since 1977 except for av briefpeek o few years ago-when I was
allowed by the gracious owner to-see the downstairs; evesw
adiant have the nerve to-ask oI could have the run of the
place:

Thes néghit would be different - there were no-rooms out of
boundys. We could have free recn to-roam wherever we chose:
This Mary and I did: We wenit gleefidlly from room to-roomy not
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holding handy like two-younger sisters; but even more closely
connected in owr hearty: We had shared memories in this
place like nobody else: We coudd name which room belonged to-
whomu We could remember weddings and receptions and
parties and dances and spend-the-night parties: We could
remember laughier, and we could remember tears: At one
lime; four generations of the same family lived under thes old
Hade roof We could feel some wonderful family vibes: Its not
haunted; not the least bit. Ity not hallowed; not the least bit:
It s just v grand old home that my grandfather budt;, and &
felt good to-see the old girl dressed up to-the nines: Evenr
though she was a little too-bedaggling for some people’s taste; it
was fun to-see her sparkle and shine:

It was a wonderfully healing and whole time for me: I
was 28 whewn that door had last slammed shud. It was a
traumatic closing; for it occurved just avfew months afier my
dadady had died ot age 59 of a heart altack:

This time the send-off was geniler. My grandmothery
roomy where I used to-love to-hang out; was decoraled subtly
with angels: No-one else probably noticed; but I did and it was
nice: They were onapillow, adesk; and apainiting: She
would hawve liked it. My old room had an angelprint over the
bed and sunflower pillows on the adjoining porch: That little
makeup closet I wrote about, the one I wallpapered as o
leenager, was now totadly mervoved: I liked it. The living
room wees lovely. The dining room was lovely. The basement;

©1994



which used to-be the darkest; scariest place with iy coal bin
and firnace; was now a ployroomy all white and bright. And
best of all was the side garden where I was marvied: It was
tented with clear plastic and little white lights: It created
charming; dreamiike atmosphere; one which I'll be able to-
close my eyes and remember for a very long time:

A log cabin and a colonial brick house; both visited on
the same day, both budlt by grandfathers: Although dissimilar
v archilecturve; they both spoke loudly to-the builders’
grandchildren: Jamce showing me his grandfaihers property
was powerfud: My revisiting my grandfaihers property was
powerfil: Both visily occurving unexpectedly on the same day
made the experiences seemv everw more Sigrificant.

For days; I couddn’t get ecther house out of my mind
When that happens; I like to-see if there i something else to-be
HHeaned from the experience: I gotout my Bible to-see if there
was any passage thal seemed to-pertain to-ancestral homes: I
thumbed through the concovdance and looked up various
passages; trying to-find the one that spoke to-me most.
Grandfathers leaving property to-their heirs - whai was special
aboul thad? Why did these houses gnaw at me so7

Then I came across the scene inActy 7 where Stephery the
st Christian martyr, gave his incredibly stirving last sermon
In it he summariged the whole history of his people and their
relationship with ther Father God: Abrahamy Isaac; Jacod;
Joseph; Moses; Joshuoy Doavid; and all of thedr incredible

©1994



adveniures arve masterfilly sunmmariged: Yow canyjust imagine
how Stephen had the crowd eating out of his handy in totad
accord: Fe was telling thecr beloved history, the one which
each and every one of them had known inside and out since
childhood: “Amery brother!” would have been an appropriate
modern-day regponse:

And thew. . . and thery right in midstreamy he jumped
from the far-off accomplishments of his ancestors to-their
present day. e used Solomon's temple as his pivot poinit to-
bounce right slap dabd-indo-their own here and now worild:
Those wordys as they came crashing down must have cracked
like thunder and pierced like lightning: Atoms split: Pride
popped: Lies splintered: Miyvors shattered: Thetruth

Ity apowerful; powerfil scene: Its an “ECtw; Brutus?” Hpe
moment. And the senlence thai sticks in my crow today, that
catches me up short and makes me put my rock collection down
and fall on my knees (s Stephen’s quoting from Isacah the
prophet:

Heavew iy my thwone; and Eartv iy the footstool of my feet;

Whait kind of a house will yow budd for me? Says the Lovdy

Or whait place is therve for my repose?

Was it not my hand which made all these things?

Acty 7.:49-50 VAS
The most heart-grabbing soul-squeeging part for me is;
Whait kind of a house will yow budd for me? Says the Lord:
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Sticks? Stones? Logs? Bricks? I o't think so:

And he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house
down:”

Stephen knew on whai to-budd a fortress; and thank the
dear Lovd, both Jamie's and my grandfaiher did; too: The
ondy structure thai will eternally stand iy one buiddt on the love;
the love of the Lorvd, Jesus Chvist. It was nice getting to-visit
these two-howmes; but ondy the legacy of the Lord will
everiastiingly sswvive: The grandfathers knew that, and
gradefully, so-do-their grandchildrery and I bet yow do; too;
Pigrim: Isnw't thai good news? Its the Good News! Now thai's
an inheridance worthy of passing ovy Aot yow think?

Witk love;

Your homeward bound;
kingdom bound scster in Christ;
Lucy

God bless:
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