Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I'm silting at the sandy beach atthe lake: It & good and
vight that I am heve wriling this all-cmportant letter to-yory
Pilgrim:

Where do-I begin? #How do-I drop the bomb? No; rather
how do-I speak truth in love to-youy Pilgrim? Bul thal's easy,
thail’s how by Godly grace I ve always tried to-communicate to-
yow: IS5 just right now my pai is so-exquisite:

For days; weeks; posscbly even monihs; many of-yow have
been hearing about my blessed world. There have been
challenges; as all of our lives have; but because of owr loving
Lovd Jesus; always blessed: We've gone through afire; a
political campaigry the deait of a dear friend and a dog
named Dacsy.

We've gone through real life ups and real life downs and
real life all avounds. IfI could send a microphone and a tape
recorder to-each one of yow listening; I know that each one of
yow codd share similar joys and sorvows: It is our haman
condition: In many of the situaiions and circumsiances we
find ourselves; we have no-controt: We do; however, always
hawve control over how we react.

Do-we allow our Lord God thwough #is FHoly Spivit to-be the
Helper; the Healer, the Comforter? Do-we totally survender
ourselves to-Himy our loved ones to-Hiny owr situatiory our
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cercumsiances to-fim?

We are called to-die to-self- We are called to-take up our
cross and to-follow FHimy even Fthai cross is one which we never
dreamed we'd have to-carry. I is such a cross that I am right
now by God's grace trying to-embrace:

It t5 so0-very hard: It &5 foreign to-everything in which I
believe: Ifthere was al this very moment an incision made
nto-my broken heart, it could vocalige (&3 excrucialing paivy
& worldd be a piercing screamvof “No; Lovd; No: I donw't want
this world in which I'mv aboul to-enter.” For me; iy likea
Gethsemane momend. Evenw though I dowt want it; I do-know
beyond avshadow of a doubt it iy the one to-which the Lovd has
called me:

Within a week to-ten days; my precious husband and I
will be divorced: “Oly; Gody; No!” Yes; my preccous pilgrvim: That
& my cross; my excrucialing heart pacn which I have to-share:

Yow mightt ask; “Buk isn/'t thes the same man that we've
been hearing aboul for so-long? We've heard about your
sharved life adventures -- your joys; your sorvows: Lucy, youw've
repeatedly referved to-him as ‘precious’” and yow've repeatedly
declarved yowr love for himy how can this be? Now yowre
getting adevorce? I thenk yow've lost all credcbilety!”

Please hear me out, Pigrim: My husband isprecious: e
always will be preciows; just as yow are and just as I am: Our
preciousness comes from our Lovd, Jesus’ act of dying on the
cross for each one of us: Ouy preciousness comes from each one

©2004



of us being made in the image of God: Our preciousness is
based on our own indeviduad relationship with owr Father God;
not ever on any humanv relationship. Preciousness s afact. It
can never be taken away. My husband will always be precious;
even if we are no-longer marvied:

Thes is atragic sad situation: It isa death. AsI said
previousty, I am heartdroken: IfI could take this cup away
and not drink it; I would: I grieve for my childrvery my
grandchddrery my mother, my mother-in-law, my father-in-
law, sister; sister-in-law, brothers-in-law, uncles; cousing
friends; acquacniances -- all marvied people; all divorced
people; all foomilies: I wanled desperately to-grow old with this
one mary the ondy manl have ever loved: Twenly-nine years cs
along time: Asl write to-yowy tears form in my eyes and that is
good: They need to-flow, for they seem to-help inthe healing
process:

My precious pilgrimy as yow know, I share with yow much
of my life and how the Lord works in i, just as He s working cn
yours: Thes programy Living Treaswre; iy a menistry of
encowragement. Our Lovd does reign in all situalions and
cireumstonces i we allow #Him to: I have never felt His loving
protection more than in the last moniths:

Out of regpect for my loved ones; you will not hear the
divorece detady -- the why, whai;, wheny where that owr worildly
world seems to-crave: I will, however;, shave in the next few
days some of the incredibly tender moments where I have
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sensed our Lovdls protection like no-other time in my life:

As I close; I look up and see ahost of sailboaty skidding
across the lake: The breege iy up. The sadls have caught the
wind: It & my proyer that each one of yow calches the Wind of
the Foly Spivit, that fte may guide and divect and; yes; right
now for me; head; comfort and make whole: I'mv so-glad owr
Lord, Jesus came to-heal the brokenhearted: Once healed; I
pray thai at that wounded; weakened spot where there will be
scar tisgsune; i will be such a thin place that our Lovd’s Light
can more briliantly shine throughy for I do-believe “where we
are weak; e iy strong:”

Pigrimy does your heart have some of those thin-skinned
places too-from experiencing some of life’s toilsy and troubles?
Jesus saidy “Let your Light so-shine before men that they may see
your good works and gloviy your Faiher inheaven.” Maybe ity
from some of those Holy Spivit healed wounds where our Lovdy
Light can be the most intense:

I'd like to-end by once more making the statement, “my
precious husband.” e i yow know -- because of-Jesus: I wishe
him well: I regret not one moment of our 29 years together. I
thank the dear Lovd that I had the awesome privilege of being
allowed to-raise owr four childrven:. We have had an incredcbly
blessed life together. He will daily be in my proyers for the rest
of my lfe:

A~y Pilgrimy the Wind is up --

I amy your wounded; healing
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hopefilly shining sister in Chvist,
Lucy

God bless:

Jesus said; “The Spivit of the Lovd iy upon yow because fe hait
anoinied me to-preach the gospel to-the poor. He has sent Me to-
heal the brokenhearted, to-preach deliverance to-the capiives;
and recovering of sight to-the blind; to-set at liberty them that
ave bruised: Amen: Come; Lovd, Jesus; come and heal:
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