Precious Pilgrimy

I amval anv

@«

asis” inthe desert Ity morning: I've
turned my chadr to-the window - drinking my coffee - reading
my scripture - tadking to-the Lord - listening: I guess yow canv
tell i my world there’sy a lot of ‘getting up and going’” in my
life: I thank the Dear Lovd for thai. I thank the Dear Lovd for
the privilege of getting to-see so-many wonderfil sighiy in iy
world - of getting beds turned down by the “mint fairy” who-
leaves her treasure of two-candies - of getting little basketsy
from the hotel burny with goodies of soap, shampoo; needle
and thread:

It took some gelting used to; of dropping in and out and
around and aboul; every other week - for yow see; I'mvav
“nester.” I like digging in - my flannel nighigown with socks -
my dog sleeping al the foot of my bed - my routine morning
walk with my friend; Madelecne - my routine church - my
routine chodr - my routline everything: I am a crealure of
habit and I thrive in the routineness of i adl: I've learned to-
stop saying to-sell ‘poor pilifil Lucy - I've got to-go-on another
ip” - for it doesnw't work: Most people wanit to-go: They wani to-
get oul of thedr nests for a breaiher and I understand that - iy

Just thai I get out of breait sometimes:

So-what do-I do? I turn my chadr to-the window.
Wherever we go; one of the first things I do-is to-stake a clacm
o a spot for my nesting ground - my ceniering spot - where I
can be quiet with the Lord and absorb-#is routineness:
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It 830 AM in LaQuintay California: My window nest is
bl vight ai the front door. I'mv sitting in my hotel-provided
white robe with my brown plastic raincoal used as a lap rode:

Now back to-the oasis in the desert. Yow have never seen
such beauty. I'm looking at green grass; bougacrvillea and
palm trees - against o backdrop of the blue sky and desert
moundaing: Its the two-sharply different worlds juxtaposed to-
each other that makes the beaudy so-intense - so-urwveal - so-
screaming out at each other - “Look at me:” -- “No; yow look at
ed”

My reading for this morning was about Esaw and, jacod:
Genesiy 25.29-34. Esaw sold, Jacod his birthwight: He was
hungry, starving - wanied immediate relief - inunediale
gradificalion: T wani what I wand now.” So-he sold hes
Oirthwight. Fejumped from his desert of hunger to-his lentcl
soup oascs - buk it was just o mivage: e settled for second best
or less: How ofien do-we do-this? How ofiery when we are inv
our “desert” stade of mindy; do-we settie for a “mirage’” for relief7

There s only one true “Oasis” - no-palm trees - but across
for shelter - and that iz sufficiend: II Covindhians 129 “My
grace s sufficient for you, for power is perfected in wealkness:”
Now that's an Oasis!

Your sister in Chvist,
Lucy
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