Come Holy Spirit
Use me to- Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“Reach out; reach out and touch someone; ” as the
telephonejingle goes: Bul what i yow can't see to-reach out or
worse yet, Whak if-yow are so-crnwerdly turned; to-the point of
cmplosiony thak yow can't reach oui?

I gquess the reason this came to-mind was that one of the
most inleresting people on our trip to-New Zeadand was alady
who-was pertiadly blind: I'd never before spent a week ona bus
with o blend person: Her husband was owr “red team’” captory
$O-That the original thirty was narvowed down to-fifteer:
There were the “reds” and the “blues.” We couddnwt posscbly
have been called the A’y and By or one’s and two'sy; because
everyone was a “GpeA,” or at least half of each couple weas:

Arywey, there was compelition -- competilion on the big
things and competition on the little things: Some bungee

Jumped; rope swung; microphone sang; danced; waler skied;
up, boarded and deboarded --Fast--for poinis for the team:
(The red team won.)

Others of us straggled behind and gathered rocks or
scenery. Ofien my partner in “crime’” or uncompeliliveness;
was thes dear blind lady. AT first, I thought i was her eyes
that slowed her dowry not her digposition: Bul I was wrong:

She said that her husband loved (o-be “on time’”™ and
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“‘manage’” her and she usually allowed himy but by nature; she
was a straggler, too: Yea -- avfellow “tagger on” -- another
“rope wanderer” -- (that’y someone who-likes to-explorve; as
long as they have a rope tethered to-home base).

She told me thait as a girl of sevenieery she had borrowed
some of her mother's fingernadl polish -- coudanwc open the
bottle; so-tried to-heat it over the stove; where it had exploded:
It left her totally blind in one eye and partially blind in the
other.

‘Ol how awfild!” I exclaimed; really getting into-the
awfilness of that visual loss;, whew she wenit onand told of the
benefity of the growth opportunities that her loss had afforded.
She'd graduated from high school and college with the aide of
her friends; who-did all required reading for her. She'd
marvied; radsed afamily, then decided; after years of
volunteer work; to-go-back to-schootl: She earned a degree inv
counseling and now had her own practice; specialiging in
marviage cournseling:

‘Ol how wonderful!” Infive minutes; my “awful”
empathy had been transformed into- “‘wonderfild elation” -- a
real metamorphosis: I realiged thak “reach out; reach out
and touch someone’” had nothing to-do- with one’s eyesight.

The word “metamorphosis” reminds me of the moth I saw
two- nighity ago-al the lake: Becawse of traveling we hadn't
been there in almost a moni?v. In thai short amouni of time;

the winiter had givenw way to-spring: It was powring down rain:
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I felt like the blind man that Jesus laid handys ovy twice; inv
order for the mawn to-see clearly. With Chvist’s first touchy
eventhing wasnw't totadly clear; it was blewred -- like the
pouring-down rain distorted thes spring beaudy. I could see
agaleas; dogwoods; fields of blue and white wisteria; and little
spring greew leaves popbing oul. Thank goodness; i was
storming: It would have been too-much to-take in -- too-
beawddifud to-fathom!

I needed gradual exposure -- a liltle blurrvyness: The
raindrops softened the glory, so-that it was palatable to-my
senses. The real thing would have been too- much to-
comprehend: Maybe the blind man also-needed a little time to-
adjust to-the glory. It says inMoark 8.22-25; And they brought
a blind man to-#Him and entreated Hom to-touch him: And
laking the blind man by the hand; e brought him out of the
village; and afier spitting on his eyes; and laying His hands
wpon hiny, FHe asked himy “Do-youw see ng?” And he
looked wp and said; T see mevy for I am seeing them like trees;
walking aboul.” Thew our Lovd, Jesus laid #His hands upon his
eves and he looked intently and was restored and began to-see
everything clearty.

I believe that it was Chwist's compassiovy not abiity, that
sowed the healing process down: And I thank Him for thes
rain blwr thait slowed thes spring down for me:

Back to-the moth; I mvsorrvy how my bracn's bouncing i

must be the jet lag again: Anyway, the first night ai the lake
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the storm grew worse; never letting up. The wind howled --
lightning -- thunder -- I meary avreal “Noal stormi.” I looked
up from writing and there; on the window, was o huge grees
moth. I meary ils raning and storming and Noakh wouldwt
wani to-go- boating tonightand here; flying in for o rest;
comes this big beaudlifill green moth:. “Flying in adversity.”
Thak s whai that moth was doing; “Flying inAdversity.”

Now I wani to-think about “ITmplosion:” I wanit to-
consider those who-can’t “fy inadversity” in the storms of life -
- those who-are so-iviwardly, self-absorvbed or so-totally life-
cripbled; that they not ondy canc fly, they can't even take off
And the worse scenario- iy those that implode and disinidegraile
because of thewr limdted vision: I think of Peter and, Judas --
both denced and betrayed their Lovd: When confronted; one
wept bitterly, thenw got up and became av “vock:” The other
hanged himselfs One accepted forgiveness -- the other
couddnw't. Oneflew -- the other crashed and burned;

Much as we'd like to-deny it; I think we all have o little
Peter and,Judas invus: We all are sinners - deny-ers -- even
betrayerys -- at one time or another. The difference is; as
Chwistians -- we ave to-be flyers -- getling ready for those
eternal wings to-come: And what ave we to-do-for those who-

JUSt canV’t seem to- Uit off - - for those whose life seems to-be
stadled or their wings clipped? I suggest, ‘Reach out, reach out
and touch someone; ” might be just the right approach for a

rise to-occur.
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Isacal says en 40.31, “Buk they that wadt upon the Lovd
shall renew thedr strengithy they shall mount up with wings as
eagles; they shall ruvy and not be weary; and they shall walk

Lovd, may we take flight, even inadversity. May we carry
friends piggyback; of need be; undil they get their wings? Ok
but of course; I forgot -- Yow piggybacked us all -- through
Your Sory our Lovd:

Lets go-flying -- “up, up and away.” Yowy Lord God -- ave
the “Wind Beneaih Owr Wings: ”

Yowr sister in Christ;
Lucy
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