Come Ftoly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

Guess where I want to-go? Do-I hear, “Ol; no; not back to-the
woods?” Sorry. Maybe this will complete the “Woodland Tridogy.” AL
I know & that there iy more to-the story and i&s aboul prayer. Ol
and it is so-very hard for me to-write to-yow about this 7oy
Comumunication: Ity so-very, very personad: I believe each one of us iy
called to-pray - called to-communicate with owr Lord God; tnall
thwee forms of 7is Personage - to-the Faiher; to-the Sory and to-the
Holy Spirit: Thes “one-on-One’” communicatiory I believe i to-be the
most important activity of our lives: Agacry I repeat - it is the most

I donw't understond the dynamics irwolved; dbut 'l do-
acknowledge the demand of my Lovd God for my attention: My
precious friend; Judy Stewart; explained this relationshid so-simply
and beaulifidly last week during #Holy Communion at our Prayer
Retreat. We; the porticipants; werve asked to-give a sermoni There was
no-awkwardness; no- “Yow do-it; Mikey” meniadity. #Humbly, for about
30 mirwiles; different ladies stood and reverently, but boldly, shared
prayer insighits: Ol and I wishy thad I had had a tape recorder. Just
like I wish that I had had a rock to-mavk my prayer ground: I would
have loved to-have been able to-play and replay those humbdly, bold
declaraiions of faith: The uniqueness of each testimony reconfirmed
the uniqueness of each person'’s relationship with God: Back toJudy.
Thes precious fifly -vear-old; four-foot-eleven-inch chidd of God stood
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and shined: She said; “Yow know whose voice I love hearing more
thanw any other personw's in the world?” We all ivvwardly nodded: We
allknew. Yowsee; Judy loves Robert: Robert s her sovy her ondy sovy
her only lving child, and, Judy loves Robert; not ina possessive;
smothering way, bul in athanksgiving way. She knows that he iy
G from God: We all know that. Wih thai knowledge; there’s no-
possible room for haughiy pride; buljust hemble pride: A constant
“Thank yow; Lord” exudes with every statement of love about Robert.
Over the years we friends have wailched and eryoved and relished this
chidd’s development indo-a fine young Chvistian ma. The mama
beamed; we beamed too: Judy loves Robert. She went on to-say thait
she loved hearing Roberts voice in all situailions and under all
ciorcumstonces: We all cvwordly agreed: She then went on to-
proclacm that if she; the sinner;, thirsted for this communicaiion witkv
her childy think how much our God; the Sinless Creator; thivsted for
His childrenw's communicalions: “Yes!” I repeat, “Yes! Amery sister!” I
crwwardly proclacmed:

Yow mean my prayer doesn't need to-be perfect? Thai I don't
need to-clean up my act before this “Prodigal Daughtter” returns to-
her Father? Yow mean fe wanity to-hear from me; just as I any now?
Witk the words and heart and mind thai I have today? Wow!

Agacry I think of a mother and her child and thedr
communicalion skills: Over and over, I've seena mother intespret
her bady’y, then toddlery; then teen’s; then adult chidd’s words: Ga-
g s what I hear the infant say. Bul hes interpreter; his mother;
beams and translates an ulterance to- T would like some more juice
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with my cereal please; mother dear, and I love yow:” Ol how a
mother and chidd can commune and that is whai we are to-do- -
commune “one-on-One’”’ Wikl our Faither - commune - dacly -
conmmune - Just as we are - Conmune;

We often end our prayvers with “Through Jesus Christ our Lovd:”
I believe e s our translator. e takes our baby talk and stands in
the presence of #is Father, and because of #is Crucdixiory can
transtale our broken utterances into-acceptable proyers:

Agacry I wani to-repeat, I don't undersiand all the dynamics;
out I do-feel the call - the call to-commune with the Almighty. Its
like a magnet; a pull towards my Creaior. I canignore thepull; can
L my world with busyness; bul the pull iy always there: It iy constant
and the constant does call me:

I'mv sitting out ona wonderfuld deck ait a lodge: When I started
wriling to-youw; i was before 6 AM and dark: I pulled achacr up
under a lamppost to-see: Asthe day broke; the light awdomatically
went off- I looked up and much to-my delight, found that I was
seaied under a beaultfill dogwood tree and thai the lamp post that
had dlumined my darkness was cross shaped; having a lamp
altached to-each one of ity arms:

“Lovdy let your Light shine on me; ” was my prayer song: And
thai was enoughy I think; acceptable; I think; for it was a spillover
frommy heart. I've read books onprayer. I'vepracticed different
lechmiques of praver. I've named thewy categoriged themy planned
them - bul still; I believe the ones that are most acceptable - most
pleasing to-my Lorvd - are heart-spilly - love overflows: Sometimes
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Joyful: Sometimes desperaie cries: Somelimes baby talk: But wehave
the Translator to-help with the communicalion - our Lord, Jesus --
‘one-on-One:”

And it came about while He was praying in av certain place;
afler He had fincshed; one of Fis disciples said to-Finy Lovd; teach us
lopray,’ and He said to-themy When yow pray, say:

Our Falher who-art in heavery

Hallowed be Thy name:

Ty kingdom come:

Thy will be done

Onwearth as it iy invheaver

Gve us this day our daily bread,;

And forgive us owr debity; as we forgive our debtors

And lead us not into-temptatiory

Buit delver us fromvevil
For thine iy the kingdomy and the power, and the glory,
Jforever.
Amen:
Your sister in Christ;
Lucy
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