Precious Pilgrimy

Whait o gloriously beawdiful day! I just drove up to-the lake
and was fortunate to-time i just right so-that I could listen to-one of
my fovorite radio-personadilies; “Mrs: G.” Every Salurday morning at
9.30, Mrs: G. tellsy chiddrew's bible stories in the most enchaniing
manner. She soundy like a wonderfild grandmother with a British
accent. I canimagine siiting curled up inher lap, with her arms
around me; as she brings to-life Jesus and His world:

She reminds me of my ninetly-four-year-old grandmoither for
whom I com newmed: She lived with us while I was growing up, and
one of my favorite activities was to- listen to-her tell stories as she
braided her waist-lengih hadr: It was o warm time - a close time - a
safetime: The story world ivwariably end with av “happy ever afier”
and the braid would become a crown or ahalo; depending on the
tale:

Sporidaneous storytelling from one yow love iy grand! Its not so-
much the story, asthe intimate bond that existy: Ity like rececving a
rave gt from one yow love:

I think that was the atmosphere which prevadled when Jesus
said cnMaithew 19:14, ‘Suffer the littie chidren to-come unio-me’
As av child; thes was the first mental picturve I had of-Jesus: Me -
slting inftis lap - rececving love: Sometimes invmy mund; Id squirm
and get down and twirl for Him and then crawl back up into-#is
arms: Hed be smiling - understanding that I had a very short
altention span and would have to-fidget. Bul that was OK - I was
only achild - I am ondy av child:
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Thenas a ‘grown-up” listening to_Jesus; I pictured myself as
Mary, sitling at His feet - listening - adoving - absorbing every story
He had to-tell; for I knew this coudd not last. ITnluke 10:39 I had to-
help Marthoy I had to-become Martha very shortdy. My dadly
schedude only permditted Mary a short visit, for Martha had a list of
things to-be done: e would tell #His story - I'd listery I'd adorve:
He'd smile - I'd smile and I'd hear Martha coming: Bul that was
OK. I was ondy agrown-up.

Then as a sinner - I donw't like to-talk aboul that state: I donwt
like to-come to-Jesus in thait stade - bul I do:

Not able to-look Him in the face:.. Not able to-climbd-into-His
lap... Not able to-sit ak #is feet - for I am ashamed. I can ondy touch
His heny like inMavk 5.28. I know oI look up, I see i smiling:

But Lovd - I was achdd; I was agrown-up, I was a sirner.”

But Lovd - I ama child; I amagrown-up, I am a sinner.”

That's OK? Yow wani me to-climb-up into-your lap aryway?”

Wil yow give me a hand?”

‘Ol avcross:”

“Yes; Lovd; I'mvclembing:”

Your sister in Chvist;
Llucy
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