Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your Glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“Tossing and turning; turning and tossing: I tossedand
I turned adl night: I kicked the blankety onthe floor..”

I wish I could remember all the words of this early 60y
It for it applies to-last night's sleep. “Bong!” I'mup. My
internal alarm clock has gone off  I'mvonthe floor inthe
bathroomy sitting Indian style; wriling with e hotel pen onav
vellow pad to-my precious pilgrim friend:

Today I want to-add a thought concerning those images
and iconsg I meniioned in your last letter. Wakch out thai they
donw't become idols; but ave always windows that bring yow
closer to-God and man: I had a good liltle lesson on this very
thing last monith: My husband I were in New York Ciy for a
bovrd meeting: I got up early Sunday morning and walked
fromour hotel to-St. Phillips Caihedral: It was weird walking a
deserted Fifth Avenue: The only occupaniy were afew street

people asleep against buddings near stecom veniy: Wow! That
heayy weight of o morning scene was heighiened by the feeling
of the dawning sun having a hard struggle to-try and show
czelf betweery those huge skyscrapers: I d getjust a liltle siiver
of a Himpse of light ak each corner.

Then I entered the gorgeous chuwch widlh iy ornate stone-
carved altar and heavenly, blue stained-glass window. It was
almost empty, just as I had found i the day before when I'd
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make a quick pass through: It was then that I had noticed for
the first tame their two-huge icons in ecther corner of the front:
One was of Chwist. The other was of the Madorna and Child: It
was there; onthe second one; that I lingered on Salurday, and
& was therve to-which I was dvawn on Sunday. This particular
depiction of the Mother and Chidd has become an especially
meaningful one to-me: It iy of baby Jesus tenderly caressing
His mothers cheek: Two-sumumers ago-on a European trip, this
represeriadion seemed to-keep showing up wherever I went. It
was over my bed in Rome; over a castie entrance in the Czech
Repudblic; ina book at my sister-in-law’s conwerted barmw i
England; inthe chapel at Keble College in Oxford:

When I arvived at the apex of this trip, a conveni in
England to-make a four-day silent retreat; guess what was the
only image in thedr tiny guesthouse chapel? Yow've got it
Mary with the Babe tenderly touching iy mamas cheek: I'ma
little dense; but I did realige there must be move to-the story
and the Lord must be wanting me to-ponder this reoccurving
picture so-I spenit most of those fowr days silently meditating on
thai cmage: Somelimes in my imaginaiiory I was the mamay
sometimes the Baby - always the message was one of love: In
any posidiory scenario; siuakiory prayer; ov pondering I
meriadly ployed with that image; and it seemed that always iy
secret;, iy gift was the same - I love yow: I love yow:” Wow/!
That iy so-hard to-accept from the Llord. Eventoday - this day -
this moment I love yow.” The Llord iy continually declaring T
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love yow.” “Butlovd, let me love Yow. Yowrelovable: Yowre
deserving: Let’sjust let me love Yow right now and leave it a&
thak. I'llstart acceptling Your love a little later when I'm more
senfree and have gotten my act move together.” Wrong....
Speak about trying to-control; trying to-distance myselfs close
doors; bor windows:  Lord, forgive:

Aryway, back to-New York City and St. Phillips: I was
twilled to-see one more rendition of thes theme and larger
than I'd ever seen depicted: It iy this theme and this theme
ondy that I could spend my whole life trying to-comprehend; for
& only intaking onwand accepting His love that all other
love flows:

Afler the service; I held back and wadted so-I could talk to-
&3 ovigin ov history or if there were any fliers to-tell me move:

I'mv sure he coudd sense my greedy enthusiasm for nowledge:
He quickly but politely said;, “No:” Then afier a noted pause
and my not leaving; he said sheepishly with a grivy “Well, i
Yyow must know, one of the ministers bought it on sale in the
bookstore at B. Altman's Department Stove i New York City.”
Onsale! I smiled back and said; “Thank yow:” Yes! Thank
Yowy Lovd! My icon-loving balloon was popped: #is statement
Orought me back to-whai was wltomaieldy important, which s
never the symbol or the icovy but rather the message ov trudh it
& trying to-portray. I donw'tthink jesus or Mother Mary would
have stayed for long in that almost empty churchy bui would
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have been out combing the streets; helping those poor; tived;
weary, forlorry broken people outside: “But some might have
diseases; could have been IV positive; been drug addicts or
cragy.” So? Lovd; forgive when our beaultful buddings; built
to-Your gory aren't filled with your beloved ones inall sortsy
and conddtions:

My friend; the Reverend Bl XKing says churches are
always to-be places of hospiality and safe havens: Empty withe
ccong doeswt qudte filll the bill: Might yow have some symbolsy
and icons that need to-be replaced by real; live people? I will
always love the caressing icovy bud I will try my best to-view i
N the right Light - our Lovdls loving Light thai it condinually
reaches oul to-us and others: We are to-do-the same:

Peace; precious pilgrim: My husband awakes: #He's
precious too: We all are; yow know, because of the love of-Jesus:
Thes day may we percecve #is love to-a deeper level and may all
of our actions flow out of that realily so-that we can go-forth
move strongly inftis love to-do-#is work; even if ily in the
streety like New York Ciy. Mark records Jesus’ great commession
avchapter 16, verse 15. Jesus said; “Go-ye into-all the world
and preach the gospel to-every creature:” Thail is whai we are
each commanded to-do; but before we go-off we'd better be sure
of and fidl of Fis love: Thails the only way to-be equipped and
empowered for the journey. Now here we go-into-the streety of
Miame: I'mready for my little soul’s tank i fidl - fidl of our
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Lord’y love: Have a blessed day. Be sure to-top off your tank too-
- With thai ever-flowing fuel - Godls love: Peace:

I am your beloved sister in Christ;

Lucy
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