Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

The cards thak stole my heart as an eighi-year-old broke
my heart as anvadult. Lovd; may it siay broken:

Thawrsday my friend Madeleine and I met my moama and
sister for lunch al the lake: It was grond: We sat out onthe
dock and drvank hot cider. It felt like we were on some grand
oceanv liner, With the wind blowing and we were wrapped up on
the deck: Thegood news was that we had alveady reached our
desired destination - the lake;

It was ondy a short visit; but we still had time enough to-
soak up the tranquil beauty. I believe I coudd sit on that dock
for all eterndly - just sit and walch nature do-ity dance: The
ever-changing clouds and wader and sun and moonw and
stors. Ol sy grand and badancing: AU iy well, always; after
a sty onvthe dock: It doesnw't maiter what season or time of
Aday - the result iy always the same - deep peace:

We then came in and shared o deliccous lunch: Mama
told me she'd brought a little surprise for me: While cleaning
out drawers; she had come across an old scrapbook of mine
and broughtt i to-me: It was brown leather and had
‘Serapbook’” writtew ingold: It looked vaguely famdiiar. I
knew it had beew mine and I assumed it had to-have been of
high school vintage; for that was the memenio-age; as ]
recalled:
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I opened the yellowed pages up and much to-my surprise
and delight; the treasures of an eighit-year-old unfolded before
my eyes: It had valeniines scotchiaped to-the pages and a
telegram frome my fovoride teacher; Miss Robinsory and avletter
from my grandfaihers seveniy-year-old cousivy who-I knew
had loved me: Each little memenito-seemed to-blow silenit Kisses
lo-me from the past.

And then I came to-two-cards; one sent fromlosAngeles
and one sent from New York City. It was those two-postcards of
old thait broke my heart: They were both addressed to- “Dariing
Lucy” and one of them saidy “Don't forget your Uncle Chris:”

And that was the stalement that started the ‘heart crack” - for
yowsee; I had,

I had forgottery or at least had forgotien the Uncle Chris
as seen by an innocent eighit-year-old: Grand memories began
to-flood back indo-my mind.: I remembered when Uncle Chris
woudd come homey it was like a celebrily had arvived: We
childrven wordd put on plays for him: Everything seemed o
little enchanted: e never stayed long, always brought gifis;
and played the piano-and told about hiy exotic travely and
told about the latest play or song thait he'd written: At eight, 7
thoughtt him o handsome adveriurer. As anvadult; I viewed
him more as a lost soul.

The thing thait hit home so-hard was the innocence lost;
my innocence: AL some poini along the way, my eighit-year-old
innocent; accepting and yes; loving eyes had been replaced by
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Jaded; judging ones: And with judgment, came hardness of
heart. Theolder I got and the morve maiture l became
(whatever that means), I began to-glean from my own
observations; plus others; that Uncle Chris wasw't so-glamorous
after all; None of his plays and songs were ever hily: Nove of
the jobs he held were for very long: He died at age 59. Tragic
I used to-think: What o waste; I used to-think: What missed
opportunities; I used to-think:

But then this week; I saw the postcards and with those
posteards come the pain and the realigaiion that I d become
awaccomplished judge; using my standards; not Jesus. Lovd;
forgve: I readiged that there were a whole lot of “Uncle Chris”™
v my Uife - those just not quite living up to-my standards:
Lord; forgive: The realtragedy, I realiged; was thai innocent,
accepling love had given way to-av limited; conddlional;
Judging love: Lovd,; forgive:

I saw the postcords and a crack was felt in my heart. I
hope and pray thai the crack conlinues uniid my heart iy
totadly broken so-that innocence once more carn reappear.
Innocence iy defined as “uncorvupted by evil; malice; or
wrong-dong; sinless; uniainied; pure:”

Jesus said; “Suffer the littie childrven to-come unito-me; for
such iy the kingdom of heaven:” I believe it was the innocence
and acceptance and love thai our Lovd was poiniing out to-

those people gaihered; those maiure; got-ii~together people; so-
‘gotten together” that they were jaded and hard-hearted and
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crackless: Notice; I diadn't say flawless; but crackless and hard-
hearted,

But how can we remain inmnocent as children all through
our lves? Is that possible? I believe only at places like Faither
Purcell’s Exceptional Center; maybe that’y why it iy called
exceptional: These children are extremely handicapped; both
mendally and physically. Somehow this reality seems to-have
placed them into-an innocence time capsule: It i o place of
love and acceplance and celebration of the little things - a
smile; awave; or asound becomes a movwuwmenial momend. 7o-
feel the sofiness of a sixteen-year-old’s hand thait has never
been polluted by the hardships of life is to-hold a dove in your
hand, To-look into-eyes of totad innocence iy to-get a glimpse of
the heavenlys: Thats why I feel most comfortadle playing with
the children onmy knees: The awe - generaded by innocence -
(s awesome:

Bul for us who-are out inthe reald world; the polluted
world; the “sin fildl” world; how do-we keep thai tnnocence that
our Lord, Jesus Chwist delighted in? How do-we keep our hearts
pliable and growing with the love of Jesus; as opposed to-hard-
hearted and shwinking from sin?

I believe it cs only by His grace and by keeping owr eyes
conenually onim: I believe it iy ondy by His grace and by
becng inv constanit proyer and supplication: I believe it is ondy
by #His grace and by remembering always what our almighdy
God did for each one of us; remembering that the Lord
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incarnaie came down and hung on a cross; so-that each one of
wus might be cnva personal relationship with #Himw Wow! Isw't
thait awesome and humbling? Doesn't thai just crack and
break pride and self-righteous judgment and hearts?

Joel 2. 13a says; “Rend your heart, and not your garments
and turn unio-the Lord yowr God: ”

The Psalmist says; “The Lord is nigh (near) unio-them
that arve of a broken heart.... ” Psadmy 34.18. And; “The sacrifices
of God are broken spirit; a broken and o contyite heart; O God;
thow wilt not degpise:” Psalm 51.17.

And in Luke; the first time that Jesus clacmed His
Messiahship, it says; “Fe found the place where it was writtesw
The Spirit of the Lovd iy upon me; becawuse he hait anointed
me to-preach the gospel to-the poor; he hait?v sent me to-heal the
Orokenhearted; to-preach deliverance to-the captive; and the
recovering of sight to-the blind; to-set at liberty them thait are
Oruised: To-preach the acceptable year of the lovd!” And he
closed the book and he gave it again to-the mindster and sat
down: And the eyes of all were fastened onhim: And he began
lo-say unio-themy This day is thes scripture fulfilled in your
ears:” luke 4.18-21.

I bet when Jesus finished talking yow didnw’c hear a pin
arop, but hearts cracking and breaking: And thanks be to-
God; s Word continues to-crack wus and carvying our talor-
made crosses conlinues (o-crack us - and recetVing a card once
move from Uncle Chris - well; youw know what it did - crack!
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Thank youw; Lord! Break us and make us into-Your image!
I amy your brokenw and breaking
sester in Christ;

Lucy
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