Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“Beawdiful just woke me up. Ity four o'clock inthe
morning and. I m so-very tired; for we had a late night of it. It
st started with fixing supper; then serving supper; themw
cleaning up after supper (good girl Lucy, yow showld do-that
more oftent) - then the nighit coniinued with television
viewing; homework supervising, book reading; and thew
finally bed; at least for the first time:

Then the alarm weni off- the visual alarm thait I have
been trained to-perceive over the years - iL's the green telephone
light; which indicaies a corwersalion is cnprogress: I don't
know why & i bul I can be sound asleep with a pillow over my
head and then “bing’” - the silent alarm goes off in my brain:

A chacn reaction instanily occurs: I look to-the right, see the
light; pop out of bed to-go-chop off a head! I know & doesn’c
sound very compassionaie and it isnw't - il's just become an
inbred reaction from racsing four teenagers:

When they were little; I had that same reaction of popping
oul of bed when I'd hear just one faint “Momu” It always
amaged me that the decibel frequency of that one word could
ondy be heard by a mother. FHave yow also-noticed thait al your
howse? Yow have thiy bigs beaudifid hunk of o husband
sleeping next to-yow who-becomes deay in the dark and dumd-
when he dreams; but regresses to-a boy who-remembers that
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mowms do-the midnighit watch: Il bet those big old husbands
wadt up in bed with thedr eyes shwi to-be sure that moms still
come when called: And I did; frequenitdy and wih compassior:
But somewhere down the time-line; the children grew up and
the nighit cally changed indo-the night callers; and my
compassion went when the green lLight of the phone came on:
Consoling Mom changed into-the Phone Crone: My soothing
neghtt voice changed into-one of av shwilling shwew. “Its past
your beditme: Get off thai phone;” would be my battle cry.

And thait's whai I was acming to-say to-Alsouny my
goddaughter, who's 14 and living witv us right now while her
faiher iy going through chemotherapy. Asl took the steps two-
at o time last night at 10.:30, I had only one misscon to-
accomplishy, which was to-exlinguish the green lLight - whatever
the cost: I burst into-thai roony ready to-altack the excuses: I
was preparved for any and all of them I knew my years of
active duty would serve me well: My speech was prepared:
Young lady, donwtyow know what time it (57"

But instead of becng met with excuses; I was met with-a
cryving chiddd - one crying her heart out and the Mom
compassion of old had to-kick in to-the godmother. I had to-
relinguish my Enforcer of the Night role and opt for someone
else to-take control: I lefi her onthe phone; alone; with a
friend: I sak inthe hall and prayed and allowed her to-
coniinue the corwersalion for 30 more mivwdes: I guess I man
old softy, but I was so-glad that that precious child was getting
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allthis junk out. She'd complained earilier of having a
headache and now I knew whai was the cause -- holding all
these “yuckys” ine And I was glad she was having an explosion

My prayer in the hall was for the friend on the phone to-be
a compassionate counselor and consoler - one who-would and
could listen and adlow her to-lean on her for the moment,
while she unloaded her painy and worvies and insecurities:
And I think the friend was; for I could maindy hear (not
eavesadropping; bul sound survediance) - I could hear her
sobbing and talking with little time for the friend to-regpond
and that was peryfect.

I knew, for I d rececved the same trealment eariier that
Aday. I had silenddy sobbed in seniences; not tears; to-afriend:
She listened and counseled and served coffee: Thank you
Lord, for compassionale Chvistian friends - there's nothing like
them!

Someiimes I try to-close my eyes and enwvisgion my Lord
Jesus’ face; bul I cant. I somelimes can visualige tis pierced
feet and sometimes I canvevew imagine Rissing them and
anotniing them witheoil: Sometimes I can enwision His arms
gving me ahug: But where I've really felt like I've seen Himy
or such a strong resemblance that I know I will be able to-
recognige Him when we meet Face to-face; iy in the eyes of a
compassionale friend: Those accepling eyes have enwveloped my
soud and #His calm peace has rotled in like a gentie mist;
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badhing and refreshing my spivit - like a whiffof “Beauliful” -
Beaultful cologne:

It was theis Extee Lauder smell which woke me up this
morning and iy a pleasont way to-arise: I must have turned
over and smelled my hand, which had earlier hugged Alysoun:
She's wearving “Beaultfud; ” which & a perfect scent for her.: And;
voda! Her perfiume brought me out of unconsciousness into-the
consciousness that “everything iy going to-be all right” - for we
have o Friend; aCompassionaie Friend:

I looked up the word “compassionate’” in Webster's and it
saudy “yympaihetic consciousness of others’ distress together
with o desire to-alleviade . ”

And thew I looked up the word “c asscon” inv the Bible
as i referved to-owr Lovd: And here are just afew of the
passages:

Maitthew 9.36.; “He was moved with compassion...”

Makthew 1532 T have compassion on the multitude:.. ”

Maithew 20.34. “So-Jesus had compassion onthem...”

Mark 1:41. ‘And jesus; moved with compassion...”

Mok 5.19. (The lord) “.. hath had compassion on thee:”

Luke 7.13: “When the lord saw her;, he had compassion on

Luke 1033 “Hehad compassion onhim...”

There is no-question i my mind that one of our Lorvd

Jesus’ attvibules was and iy and always will be - compassion: It
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was hrough #His working oul of #His compassionate nature that
we have #is infinite compasscon expressed thwough s Passion

I read or heard that the world rececved no-bigger
embrace than whew jesus’ arms were stretched out on the cross
and I believe in that one blessed act - the Compassionaie
Friend; our Lovd Jesus; embraces us all

Thes morning I was awakened by a whiff off “Beaudifil”
and yesterday I inwardly sobbed in sentences to-a friend who-
served coffee and listened compassionaiely. Then we went to-
see brand new bady lambs at my faiher-in-laws; which
reminded me of a verse; Malthew 9.36.; “But when he saw the
multitudes; he was moved wilh compassion on themy because
they fainied and were scaltered abroad; as sheep having no-
shepherd.” It is becawse of #is compassionale nalure that He
became the Shepherd and I don't have to-go-around frantic
like those mother ewes I saw yesterday. I don't have to-go-
around frantic or frightened or in afrengy ever again and
neither do-yowy because we do-have a Shepherd who-is a
constant, compassionale Companioru

Yesterday I was reminded of this glovious reality by
getting just a liltle whiff of coffee and cologne: They were such
a groand aromaiic blend which helped me through the day
and nighit. They were a grand pick-me-up - no-cajffeine; no-
calories; no-cholesterol; just a reminder of our Companiovy our
Lord - yow know, the constant, compassionale One: Reoice;
people! We are not alone! Alleluia and Ament
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I pray for youw daily and give thanks for yow. The lorvd
has a mighily army whew #is compassionale Chrvistian friends
galher inHis name - may #is troops conlivue to-gather and
mudesply!

I amv your sister in Chvrist;
Lucy
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