Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Precious Pilgrimy

One of my favorile painiings is that of St. John the Evangelist
by Rembrandit. For me; & captures the essence of a “listening writer.”
Ol and how I yearn and pray to-be thai! Johw iy depicted as a very
old bearded man. ey sealed ona bed with one shoe on and one
shoe off; holding apenvand pad: Somehow Rembrandt captures

Johw'y almost trance-like depth of concentration. Yow can sense

those creative juices at work: e seems to-be bodily present in the
lome and place represenited; but his eyes; aly his eyes are fixed on
another world:

I first rawvacross thes painiing yeors ago: I was thumbing
Pwough a Bible in which each and every idlustration was done by
Rembrandt. These visual treasures spoke deeply to-my soul: I would
hewviedly flip the pages of this huge Bible until I came across yet
another one of these awesome represeniations: I ad stop and soak up
the image by touching i, praying over it; celebrading . My verbal
response was “yes:” “Yes” to-the various visual depictions:

St. Johnw's portrait was one of the very last. It hit me vight in
the heart. “Yes;” I know that moment, the one Rembrandt was
trying to-caplure and did so-aptly. I've experienced such -- rarely,
Oriefly, Pigrim: I'm writing along like walking through a room
whose floor s covered in molasses: Each word is heavy and has to-be
pulled out: Ity dvudgery. Yow feel totadly discouraged.: Youw want
desperately (o-pul that perv down and runw away as fost as yow cary
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but yow can’t. Yow must write: Yow scraich out words: Yow ball up
that piece of paper and throw it away. Yow stort over again and
againe Yow yearn Wity all of-your might to-try and capture the
sometimes uncapturable:

And thery when yow least expect i, the words wnyam and begin
Lo-flow. Words become sentences: Sentences become paragraphs;
poragraphs become pages. There iy nothing like it. Yow can't force
& Yowcan't coryure it up ov capture it: It just happens and whewn it
does; aly i s so-much firn: Yow have to-get oul of the way and just
adlow it As I have said; for me; I have found this experience to-be
very rowe and a very briefone: I am not a St. Jotwvor o Rembrandi;
out I can recognige what the artist was trying to-depict -- divine

Goodness; that sounds a liltle heavy and “holier than thow.”
Doesn’t &7 And thai iy all wrong, for when i happens; it s the
lighitest of all experiences: The words seem to-take flight and have a
life of their own: There can be no-pride; but raiher a deep sense of
humddity. As o Christian writer; I yearn to-be used to-the glory of
God: I start each one of your letters; Pigrimy by first writing in the
top left-hand covner of the page; “Come Foly Spirit; use me to-your
Fory.” I coudd not;, cannot begin any other way.

The reason thes image of St. Johwv comes so-strongly upon my
mind once more even though I havest seen it in years is this day I
had the awesome privilege of standing in the cave on the Isle of
Padlmos where St._John wrote the Book of Revelailion:. Even now, at
thes very moment; as I write to-yow I can close my eyes and the two-
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cmpressions; the Rembroandit pacniing and the cave; seem to-melt
inlo-one: They seemv to-flesh out each other and transport me to-
another world; one when av church was just beginming and the Holy
Spirit was actively working: Bul wadl, that Holy Spirit activity wasnw'c
like some flreworks withe a short fuse; ablast from the past: It wasn'c
like a light bulb-ona tamer which only shines at designaled times:

Listen to- whai our Lovd, Jesus said in john 16.5-7 Now I am
going to-Him who-sent me; yet none of yow asks me; “Where are yow
going?” Because I have said these things; yow ave filled with grief:
But I tell yow the trudhe It is for your good that I am going away.
Unless I go-away, the Counselor will not come to-yowy but I go; 7
will send him to-yow and... John 16:12 & 13 conlinuies-- Jesus savs;
7T have much more to-say to-youwy more than yow canvnow bear. But
when He; the Spivit of Trudty comes he will guide yow indo-all truih:”
And Acty records Jesus saying Johw baptized with water, but ina
few days you will be baptiged with the #Holy Spirit:” InActy 1.8 Jesus
continues; “Yow will receive power when the Holy Spivit comes on yow
and, you will be my witnesses in jerusalem and in all,Judea and
Samaria and to-the ends of the eartiv” Holy Spirit actvity --
creadivity of Chwist -- divine inspiration:

Pigrimy I donw't know how to-express today whai I want to-
express to-yowexcept “Yes:” Yes: I think I know whai Rembrandt was
rying to-capture: Have youw; Precious Pilgrimy experienced divine
wgpiradion? Whispering seems a liltle bit move friendly fov;
gooaness gracious; al this point in my life one thing of which I have
become keenly aware s my own lemitations: I know beyond a
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shadow of a doubt that sometimes; by God's grace; and I believe by
the help of the FHoly Spivit; I've been giveryjust the right words to-say
lo-afriend who's hawting: Yow might not even be aware of a
situaiion: Yow mighit not even be planning to-see hey or hiny but all
of asuddery they come (o-mind; seemingly out of the blue and yow
pick up thak phone and call or emadl or drop in for coffee: And just
by chance; I dow't think so: It seems to-be Godls perfect timing: Yow
sense a nudge and yow act. Only to-laiter learn by God’s grace yow
were used to-#tis Hovy or yowhave sung a song or played an
nstrument or pairiled a picture or wrilten av letter and yow knew
beyond a shadow of a doubt it was a stretch time -- atime inw which
God criervened and #is Holy Spivit seemed to-broaden the horigons
the possibilities; the limitsy of owr own known world:

That s all I have to-say today, Pilgrim: It s hard to-capture the
uncapturable in words: I wish I coudd just send yow a copy of
Rembrandt's pacniing over the air and we would need to-say
nothing except “ves; I know of what he wes pacniing.” The foly
Sprit s active: Now, may we be open to-#im and may all be to-our
Lord’s ¢ory.

I amv your scster in CArvist;
Llucy

P.S. May I end thes time together with this anciend prayer; the onel
used for our last letter.

Come; Foly Spiri;

Fll the hearts of-your faithfid
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And kindle in us the power of your love:

Send forth your Spivit and we shall be crealed
And Yow shall renew the face of the earth:

OM God; by the light of the Holy Spirit

Did instruct the hearty of the faithfic;

Grant thai by thait same Holy Spiritc

We may be truly wise and ever eryoy

His consolalions; hwough Christ our Lord:

Amen
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