Come Holy Spivit
Use me to-Your glory
Precious Pilgrimy

This program i called “Lving Treasure’” for I believe therve are
precious gifty given to-us by our living Lovd God even on the darkest
of days: AUT can write to-yow i aboul my own world; tell yow my
own story and how the Lord is working in my life; as I know e s
working in yours; Pilgrime Wejust have to-be aware: For me; that
awareness can become move keew during devastaling ov disastvous
or desert times: Those rough times can act like sandpaper
heighitening our spiritual sensory nerve endings:

Yow know, allhave such times when the ondy light we canv
perceive; or evew i it is just facnidly, s that of the Light of God’s Sowy
Jesus; and Fis love: It can It will: It does get us through the dark
limes: We just have to-hold ony hold on tightly and trust.

Today, I'd like to-write to-youw aboul trust: Thait has been the
most glorious of gift words during thes season of marilal
wwaveling: When it became crystal clear to-me thait divorce was
inevitadle; the option which I believe the Lord wanted and wants me
lo-take; trust became av big factor; trusting inour Lovd, Jesus: To-

Jump indo-this totadly unknown world of singleness was and still is
and will coniinue to-be for quile some time; frighlening: Asa
twenidy -two-year-old; I jumped from total innocence to-the marviage
altar. Talk about a babe iawarms: I wenk divectly from my Daddys
arms to-my husband’s arms; and now I believe I am being called
inlo-my Falher Godls arms:

“Detack; Lucy. Ity time to-detach:” Those were the inderior
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words I heard whispered to-my soul as I drove back and forth to-the
lake: They were as strong and as clear as I had ever heard: Each
pressed indenily onmy heart: I didnw'c wani to-be that reality; but;
oty I knew with complete certainty that was the paih I was being
told to-take:

I knew over the last few monihs and years I had done all
cowld: There was areal sense of peace inthat knowledge: I had
and have no-regrets: I also-realiged that I was becoming an at-risk
child of God; for I was at risk of losing who-I was; who-the Lord
meani for me to-be; created me to-be: I was beginning to-lose my
“Lucyness’” and I knew withv all certacnty thai that was not God’y
will: Each of us; Pilgrimy s uniquely made by #Himy our Creator
Father God; and fe waniy us to-continually grow an thai design of
His” making: I realiged I was beginning to-self-destruct;, not so-as
arnyone mighit notice; but indernadly, I did: There was erosion
beginning; avfew liltle rough edges starting to-pop out.
Occasionally, reactions to-situations would be out of character.
Occasionally, negative thoughitsy would uncharacteristically float
ndo-my mind: “Lucy” was beginning to-lose “Lucy.”

For those who-have experienced this sad; sad world called
dovorce; I know yow'll understand: For those of you who-haven't;
couni your blessings and please have compassion on us; the
Orokenhearted: Bul wait a mirwide; yow know, I guess
“Drokenheartedness” comes to-each and every one of us little lambs;
at onetime ov another. Ity just packaged in various shapes and
siges and sctuadions and I am so-thankful that our Lord came to-
heal the brokenhearted.
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Now, let me try and get back to-today s theme; the one on
which I wanded to-write: Ity ontrust. Its amaging bul I do-believe
the FHoly Spirit gives us occasionally ascripture verse ov. just a word
or two-for different seasons invour life: For me; over these last few
challenging monihs; the verse given was “Trust in the Lovd with all
your heart and lean not on your own understanding:” Thaty
Proverbs 3.5.

On v Satuwrday afternoory I was sound asteep on the sofaw in
frontofthe 7V. It had been a stvessfil; lonely weekend: I had
turned to-the Christian channel that plays lovely music and shows
lorvious scenery, and has scripture verses privited on the screen: I
Lhoughit it might menester to-my pairy Which i did; infact, so-
successfilly that I had gone to-steep. On awakening; there was that
precious verse on the screen as i just for me; “Trust inthe Lord with
all your heart and lean not on your own undersianding.” “Yes
Lord” was my criwerd vesporise:

Then I weni to-a local huge bookstore to-do-some browsing
around and I bought a-cup of coffee and right al the counider was o
big bold letters was, “Trust Me:” I laughed to-myselfs

Thewn later that night, I once again turned on the television to-
a different channel to-hear a nakionally known evangelist and
guess whak the theme for the night was? Yowve got it; Pigrim: Trust
- rusting Godk:

I was getting the message and was beginning to-try with Godl's
grace and my breaking heart to-allow that letting go-of control to-
occur move and more and to-allow myself to-fadl morve and more
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nio-the loving arms of our Lord, Jesus and just trust. That was alll
knew to-do: I couddnwtfix: I couddnwc change: I coudanw rearrange:
I knew that, for I had repeatedly tried with all my might. Now was
the time to-totally trust in the Lord and to-allow FHim to-be totally in
charge of my life: Being by nalwre a caregiver; this letting go-was
hard, but al that point I had no-other options for survival:

A few weeks lader, I had to-eniter the grown up world of lawyers
afler which I decided to-go-look at some beaudiful artwork at the
Birmuingham Musewm for beauldy always mindsters to-my soul: On
arvivad; I saw standing divectly across the street from the musewm o
mary or maybe an angel (who-knows). He was holding a large sign
which said; “Trust Jesus:” This time; I just burst out loud laughing:

Trust;, yes: Thai s my word right now.

I just wanied to-shave; Pilgrinmy with yow a little bit of my story
loday, which today sadly enough includes the unvaveling of a29-
year-old marviage: “Ugh!” Lucy -- “Trust inthe Lovd with all your
heart and lean not on your own understanding:” “Yes; Lord:”
“Trust Me:” “Yes; Lovd:” “TrustjJesus:” “Yesy; Lova:”

Pigrimy I were acheerleader; I'd do-hand signals with:

“Gvemea T ” T
‘GvemeanR.” R
‘Gvemeall”” U~
‘GvemeansS.” ‘8.7
“Gvemeal” T
“Whait do-youw have?”
“TRUST.”

‘One move time:”
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“TRUST.”
“TRUST.”
“Yea TRUST!”
Yow know, maybe Precious Pilgriny we lambs ave all God's
cheerleaders: Theis s just anew cheer I've been learning:
Your trusting in Christ sister;
Lucy
God bless:
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