Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“This is the terminaling poini of this flight; ” the steward
armounced right afier we landed: Thank the dear Lovd he
Aidn't make that announcement while we were Sttt in flight.
Ifhe had; there would have been mass hysteria: It was a rough
ride -- one of those white-knuckled; up and down and around
rides where everyone does his or her best not to-make eye
contact. Fear coudd be felt even though we weren't willing to-
look it inthe eye:

Midway through this two-howr flight, I 'm positive that i
the Captain had come on the speaker and offered parachutes;
there would have been many ataker. Beller yet, fhe'd asked
everyone who-was ready to-land to-please radse their hands we
could have started the Wave; like at a sportsy game: I think
there would have been almost 100% porticipatlion to-encourage
a put-dowry except for one little blue-eyed; blond boy sitting in
the very back row with his parents: e must have beenw about
eight, and he was Figdling up a stormy having the time of his
life:

The boy did provide avery much-needed lighter
nlerpretadion of the situadion: Finally, we landed and even
thai was awfud: There was avjor to-the lefi and o strong pull to-
the right, indicatling a strong crosswind. Theplane took
almost the entive ruvway to-stop. As we rotlled to-the gate;
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blew the lictle boy a kiss and I said I was glad he giggled: The
poventy laughed: We all laughed:

We then rushed and sat and waited to-get on our next
plane: Ugh! It was a smaller version: Swrprisingly, the last leg
of the trip home wasw't as bad as anticipaled: It was a liltle
choppy, that’s all: Plus we saw a rainbow between the cloud
layers and thai was wonderful - and then we were home:

But why the previous anxiety? I cant answer for the other
passengers; all I can do-is to-look ak my own reaction: I donw't
know why, but I am move aware of my own mortalily in thait
closed-in packaged place than in most. I am more aware of
totally dependent on the pilot, the weaither and the equipment.

My fear never came close to-apanic altack: It was morve
of & proyerfil checkiist. “OK, Lucy, what if this plane does go-
down? What i thes day is your last on this earth? #How are yow
Wil that possibility? Do-yow really believe what yow say yow
do? Is Jesus Chwist truly your Lovd and Savior? Are yow willing
to-totally trust Hom?”

I did ask for angels to-survound the plane and to-hold
her up. I did pray for the piots. I did gage around atthe
people near me - the chiddrery the famdies; and prayed that
all wouldd be well: And it was:

I guess I was move aware of the weathey and owr Lovd’s
command over i today than usuad: It began with my 7.30
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walk from the hotel to-the nearest church: I passed through an
alley of swaying pine trees: On the way there were wild grees
pearvoty squawking and flying cround: It made for o grand
fanfare of an entrance indo-this extyaordinarily beautifid
Gothic church: I had a little bit of time before the service
begary so-I did my usual towr of windows: They hit me harder
than most; for many dealt with the theme of- Jesus’ interactions
with water. This was totally appropriate and filting; for this
particudar church was Bethesda by the Sea: The stacned glass
window that hit me the hardest was the one that depicted the
story inMatthew thai tells of-Jesus walking on the water. OF
course; the Word; #His Word; iy more powerfiul than a
povaphrase; so-I will tewrn to-the passage:

It says; “During the fourth wakch of the nighi_Jesus went
out to-themy walking on the lake: When the disciples saw Him
walking on the lake; they were tervified: Tty a ghost,’ they said

Buit Jesus immediately said to-them: Take courage! It s
I. Dot beafraid.’

Lovd, of s yowy’ Peter replied; tell me to-come to-yow on
the waier.’

Come;” He said:

Then Peter got down out of the boat;, walked on the water
and came toward, Jesus: Bul when he saw the wind; he was
afraid and began to-sink; cried out;, Lord; save me!’
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Inmumediately, Jesus reached oul His hand and caught him:
Yow of littie faithy’ He said: Why did yow doubt?’

And whewn they climbed into-the boak, the wind died
down: Then those who-were in the boat worshipped Fim saying
Truly Yoware the Son of God.”” That’y Matthew 14.25-33.

Ity the handclasp and wind transformaiion that always
gety me: The calmy His calmy s always avaidable just for the
asking: It is the trude It s His trudh I know. I have
experienced it. I might, as Peter did; occasionally take my eyes
off the lovd and start a ‘sink down!” But by His grace; T
regain buoyancy and floak back wup to-the top once I realigm
my eyes on Himu

Thes day, I think onv my own choosing; I wanied to-sink av
little: The feeling showld not have been fear; but rather
sadness; regret, asense ofloss: Yow see; thirty-four years ago-
my brother; Bl at age nineteery died in atragic motorcycle
accident: I donwt dwell on it: With tome; the pairy the sense of
loss and regret has been woven into-the very fabric which
makes up my life: Its part of the whole and it iy one of the
holes where total dependency on the Llovd and 7is grace is the
only thing thai got me through and gets me (hwough such
tragedies: Our Lovd alone turns them from black hole
experiences into-ones where yow can see ftis Light shining
Pwough: Tragedy iy port of the human condilion: It s part of
the deepening; depending process that we all go-through: Our
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Lovd doesnw’t cause black hole experiences; but I do-believe Fe
and fte alone can infise them with grace:

Today has been arich day, as all days are if we are in
lune with the Lovd: There have been green parrotsy squoawking;
wonderful windows shining: There's been turbulent winds
lossing: There’s been an eight-yeor-old boy giggling and a
racnbow reminding “Take couvage! It iy 1. Dowt beafraid:”

Yes; Lovd:” The calm remains as long as we abide; abide
i Him: Peace:

I amy your sister in Chvist;
Lucy
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