Preccous Pilgrimy

O our beach at the lake stands a bonfire; ready to-be lit.
Infact, ils been ready for four monihs: The originalplan was
thait on Labor Doy morning ok sunrise we weye to-cook
breakfast over the coals. It was a wonderfil idea! There were
thirty-two-relatives who-arvived cn ther P, J. s and robes al 6 AM
to-walch the surwise;, bul alas;, no-beauliful sunvise! The wind
was howling; waves crashing, menacing clouds; freeging cold;
but everyone was o greal sport. We drank coffee: The children
played “Lel’s Find Win'” who- is our twenty -five-year-old sovy
Who-dednw't want to-be disturbed; and had hiddenw and slept in
the boathouse: We cooked breakfist inthe kitchery giggled
and lavghed and everyone was home and back in bed by 7.00.
The “First Annuad Labor Day Breakiast a la Suvwise” didn’c go-
exactly as planned for there was no-sunwise; bul there was fun:
And thus; there sity the unlit bonfire; ity sStil waiting to-be lit:

I've always loved campfirves: Somehow, they instantly
creade fun and indimacy. S moves; hot dogs; doughboys;
marshmadlows - sounds horvible; but i yow add songs and
friends; &y divine: Asavchild; I fondly remember them ait
camp and the lake; and as an aduwlt we had campfirves by o
stream next to-owr house in Delaware: It was glorvious; so-
“Come and have breakfast at 6 AM” over a rve made total
senge to-me: An ivvitadion yow coulan't refiuse:

That same inwvidlalion was offered almost two-thousand
years ago; “Come and have breakfust” (John 21.12a) to-the
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disciples: It s one of the most beaulifil scenes in the Bible and
i feeds my soul, Can yow imagine the scene? These precious
men had lost thedr Savior, their best friend; the one that they
had so-closely followed almost to-the end: Ol and that
“admost to-the end” was what they were stuck wilh for the rest of
their lives: They had been willing to-leave family, riches;
traditiony make foolsy of themselves almost to-the end.

So-now the hwut was double: They had #is deaith plus
their denial, Ol fthey could just have said; “Lord
forgive:.. Lovd forgive:” They all felt gude, but Peler even more
because he had denced the (his) Lovd three times; just like Jesus
said: Bui Peter loved Him - loved #Him more than life itzelf -
but he denced - “Ol Lovd, forgive:”

They weni fishing: I go-shopping or ealing: Ity the same:
Let's Reep on Reeping ory even wilh the hwut. O butthe et
herty! “Lovd forgive!” There's afive Howing on the beach: Ity
the lovd - iy OK - we've OK - “Lord forgive:”

And He said; “Come and have brealkfast:”

To-His Hory, I mgoing to-light thal campfirve:

Your sister in Chvist;
lucy
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