Preccous Pilgrimy

Ity agray, dreary day. I mvon my foavorile sofa al the
lake; which should help, but it doesnw't: Everyihing out the
window looks flakt and blah: I mean agray day! There is no-
fire crackling in the fireplace to-make things glow and be cogy,
becautse it &5 too-warnu  The trees ave Lt and the lake iy calny
s0- (L feels as oI my inside ahuge gray spheve and I hate gray!

The ondy life I can see in this world iy a loon flocidling oud
i the middle of the lake so-far away that it looks just like a
black speck: I've been watching for along time; almost
lypnotiged; thinking this lone loon fitsy perfectly with the
melancholia that I am enyoyving: I meory iLsthe last day of
the year. lel’syhave o littie respect for the regrets; the lost
dreams; the fadlures thal we've experienced dwring the year -
those letters that won't be written this year - those visily that
won't be made this year. Goodness gracious; I think I'm going
lo-Start cryeng:

But wait a minude: There iy not one loory there are two:
My husband just walked into-the room and saidy, “What a
wonderfil gray afternoon this is!” Instead of crying; I buvst
out laughing:

Somehow, knowing thai the loonw e pitifilly alone
makes all the difference in the world: It reminds me that we
arenw't alone edher. Somehow, having my gray world ivwaded
Oy ahusband saying; “Isw't this gray world beauddfil?”-- did
make it beaulifil;
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Owr world is beaudiful - “but” - forget the “but” - say i -
“Our world iy beaunliful” - “but” - wadt a minute - yow see our
precious Lord, Jesus came into-the world and canceled the “but”
for Chwistians: He has setl things right? Alleluioy owr walk with
Jesus conlinues forever.
There are now three loons on thai lake - naturally!
Your sister in Christ,
Lucy
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