Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“Remember the Alamo?!” Your letter today iy about
fortresses: I'vevisited afew in my day - bigrones; little ones -
fancy and plain: Castles; towers; forty - using stone; bricks;
steel; wood or earth to-keep the good guys safe and the bad
guys oul - to-keep the good quys safe and the destructive
elemeniy oul - but ofteny to-no-avadl, It seems like every tour
I've beervon which included visiting such structures; the guide;
whenw giving the history of the place; would tell when the
budding was completed and when i& was conguered by man or

Just alittle over a week ago-I was al the lake with my
family. One of our recently adopted new traditions is to-
gather al the lake on “Boxing Day, ” which iy the day after
Christmas: Part of this, now new traddion iy having soup and
sandwiches and a craft project provided by “Goo-goo; ” that’y
me: We've decorated trees for the birds with peanut budter;
seeds; and fruit. (Now, thait was really gooey!) And we've
made wonderful candy hovses:

Thés year we had ait our home my husband’y oldest son
and hes family and my husband’s brother for Chvistmas Eve:
On Chvistmas Day we drove 1-1/2 hours to-have lunch withv my
husband’y dauvghier and her family and his younger son and
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his family, plus we squeeged in av sweet visit to-my mother. Then
we drove 1-1/2 hours to-the lake:

The days prior;, Id shopped (il I d dropped; wrapped;
tagged; ribboned; bowed; cooked; cleaned; polished and
scrubbed: Anyway, yow get the picture; Pilgrimy i was just your
Ypical wonderful whirtwind of acjoyous seasone Christmas
night; as my husband and I settled downy just the two-of us;
before aroaring five; I must admdt I was pretty proud of myself-
Al projecty and plans and presents were complete: Al that was
left was a wonderyiul relaxed casual Boxing Day.

I had all of my eight grandchildren: What a gift? Whait
ajoy! It was such a blessing! There was; however, one gliteh:
My seven~year-old redheaded namesake; Lucy, came up to-me
Wil her big brown eyes and said; “Goo~goo; are we going to-
make the candy houses thes year?”

ONW! Tragedy of tragedy - horvors of horvors! Id forgotien
all about my busgyness - the crafi project?! I had to-confess my
faclure: And with obviously deep disappoiniment, but
forgiveness in her heart; littie Lucy said; “That’s OK.” Gulp! I
felt awful: She ran oulside: “Remember the Alamo!”

A littie later on duwring the day, I was asked by one of the
grans i they coudd budd afort: I was thrilled thai I coudd say

“Ves” for the day before; I dhad to-say “no’” to-the request of
being allowed to-have the found treasure of a dead; needle-less
Christmas tree pulled up onto-the porch:
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It was a midd day and perfect for such an activity of fort
budding: I knew. I'ddonethe very same thing at aboul the
very same locadion al aboul the very same age: Sweet
memories: I smiled and went on Withv my own inside activities:
A little later during the day, I was asked by Frances; age 10, o
we had any tape to-hold up signs: We did:

Finally, it dawned on me; I needed to-go-check the
fortress budding out. That was the least I could do; seecng
that I hadnw't provided the croft enlertacnment and the
children had had to-be creative and entertacn themselves:

Yea! Thank the dear Lord I did and thank the dear Lord;
I hadw't - that s I did go-check on them and I hadwt done
the planned activity. What they had created was great? Yow
had to-adyust your eyes to-the imaginalion of the creaiors; but
once they enifwusiastically started poiniing oul the endrance
and reading their signs; Which hung from the trees; it became
crystad clear. The nawme of this fort was “Fort Frances; #Hall
Lucy andJud.” The ondy rule they stipulated was “NO 13-YEAR
OLDS ALLOWED.” That regulation was geared to-our eldest
gran who-had recenily become a teenager. Why, this year she
had actually chosen to-eai with the grown-ups and eat grown-
up food: Yuck! This group couldnw't believe her transformation
inlo-avyoung lady, as a malter of fact, nedher can ..

They then proudly showed me the treasured needle-less
Christmas tree: Well “Pleased as punch’ with their productiony
I wenit back inside: No-more need for me to-come up withr
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creadve craft ideas: Infact, next year, I might ask oI can
Jotninonthedr fun: But “Remember the Alamo:”

Simudtaneoustly to-the children's positive budding was the
slow awareness of the Tsuname that had taken place inAsiay
December 26, 2004. It was my English stepson who-brought this
horvendous disaster (o-our alteniiony for he had visited the
affected area:

As I write to-youwy Pilgrimy its now been over av week since
the actualevent. My mind still cannot wrap ii3elf acvound the
reality - over 120,000 people thus have died: The
heortdreaking stovies: Towns totadly washed away - forlorn
family members looking for their loved ones: And the childrery
oty the childrery so-many dead and those thai did survive;
many orphaned:

Frogen in my psyche are some of the poignant pictures - a
mother holding her dead infant - a child with hauntingly
hollow lightless eyes: AL atender age; he had seen and
experienced too-much horvor. I wani to-remember; never
forget. Not to-be morbid; but raidher to-be more aware of the
pain and suffering thak iy constanily going ow in this worid:

I believe with every fiber of my being - that our Lord, Jesus
CIhrist iy awarve and does care and does grieve: Jotwv 11.35
says; Jesus wept.” I believe Jesus weeps: And thai very same
Apostie Jorwy the beloved one; the one that we learn in, Johw
21.20 leaned on Jesus’ breast al the Last Supper wrote; “God iy
love:” (Thats 1 John 4.8.)
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My friend Eligabeth poinded out to- me just this week that
she believed, Johwy with his lean onthe Lordy could actually
hear the heartbeat of-Jesus and thak such rdimacy iy
avadable to-each one of us; Pilgrimu Heartbeat of-Jesus: And I
believe what he heard was “God is love! God iy love! God iy

»

Love:

“Remember the Alamo!” Why do-I keep sayving that? Well;
I guess I want to-declare that I believe there s no-man-made
structure; no-castle; tower; fortress ov fort that can protect us
wltemately from harm’s way - ondy our living Lord, Jesus can:

That iy whait I wani to-sit down and say to-my grans the
nexttime I seethem: That yes - their fortress s great - bul ondy
our Lord God iy the true Fortress: Yes; and evew more so-ow
disaster days like December 26, 2004.

Listery Pilgrinmy to-part of King Davidlsy Song of
Deliverance found in 2 Samuel 22.2-5a: It would be avgood
soNg for us to-sing thes day.

“The Lovd iy my rock; and my fortress; and my deliverer;
The God of my rocky inhim will I trust: e is my shield; and
the horw of my salvaliony my high tower, and my refuge; my
savior; thow savest me from viotence:

I will call on the Lovd, who-is worthy to-be pracsed: so-
shall I be saved from my enemies:

When the waves of death compassed me:

Ol Pilgrim ~ listen ~listen ~ may we hear the heartdeat
of Jesus today.
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There will always be the mystery of disaster with us in this
broken world, but the Good News s that at the very same time
we have a living Lovd, Jesus - a weeping Living Lovd, Jesus - a
weeping “Lo-I am wilh yow always even unito-the end of the
world’” Living Lovd, Jesus; whose heartbeat is ever saying:

7T LOVE You
I LOVE You
I LOVE You”
May we listen more indently today.
I amy your sister in Chvist;
Lucy
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