Come #Holy Spirit
Use me o Your glory

A mixed bag moment. Stretching out on the ground;
looking up inthe sky, s dusk and clouds forme Birds fly
overhead: A longSunday aflernoon: What to-do-alone?
Organige? Pay bils? Yuck: Realdly is too-strong: The wind
soothes the hwut; nowrishing my soul as if a gentie lover. I will
beokay. That isthe knownfact. I amloved by Love Himself
The Lovd is healing: Itsjust so-sad: What happened to-my
known world; the one that 'l knew? For 29 yearsl wasa
content wife; prepared to-go-on for eternity. Bul infour days i
will cease: I will signa paper. Thejudge states; “Thefnd:” But
God joined us together; mankind breaks the bond: I had no-
idea how thes world called Divorce felt;, worse than adying
more ragged edges; more extyeme peaks and valleys: There's
not aclean break: Sad; mad; glad; angry, hut; happy,
frious; too: A mixed bag moment.

Preccous Plgriny

Bea big girl:” That was the unexpected early morning
sweet send-off rececved by my youngest son: I was to-altend my
st social ouling since my divorce: Ol of course; I've been out
and about; but mainly with family and close friends: My
primary activily has been singing: For the past two-monihs
I've been lifiing my voice at a church service or practice three
Aays aweek: I cannot tell yow Pilgrimy how therapeutic this
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has beew -- praicsing the Lord in song:

I mv not really much of acrier, although I've been doing
better at this actvity. I know there are tears deep down inside
me thaid need to-be released; or ak least therve arve emotions that
need to-float to-the surface to- make room for the present and
fiture days’ experiences: I need to-go-on and mourn the past
and be done with it

Ol I Rnow s not thak scmple; and those holes inmy
heart will always be there; but I wani to-be av forward-facing
persovi The image that helps me claim this stance & that of
Loty wife: When she turned and yearned for Sodom and
Gomorvaly she became a pillar of salt. Forgel those decadent
cities; for me; thai'y not the poinit;, but rather, for me; the point
& that she became frogen by looking backwerd intime: I don’t
want to-get stuck: I wani to-live; celebrate; enjoy the present
and look toward the fikure: The most alive; interesting people
I've known during my lifetime have been such dwellers:

Yow'll be glad to-know, Pilgrimy that this will be the last
letter yow will rececve whose primary theme iy “The Divorce:” I
made a commilment to-myself that I d write to-yow aboul this
sad world: I also-made a commilment to-myself that i would
all be written in thes little 7 v 5 stationery notebook that has a
pretty rose oweach page: Whew I come to-ity end; which is just
afow pages away, I then plant my feet forward facing
forward: Of course; there will be times when the “Big D,”
Divorce; mighit be mentioned, for it iy now part-of the fabric of
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my life; bul I will not let it become my focus:

The last time I wrote to-yowy Pilgrimy was two-days before
the divorce was finaliged: My prayer was that the marviage
would unvavel softdy, once I knew iy end was inevitable: It
did: It took less than three monihs: It was thankfidly settled
fouinly, quietly, andout of courts: My famdy has been
unbelievably supporttve: (We are now ina “grieving-healing”
stage.)

The next day after it was finaliged I drove to-Cullmanry
Alabama to-the Benedictine convent for the weekend: No; I
was not and any not planning to-be a Protestant nuw (I know
my childrven are relieved to-hear that). Its just that I thought
& was importani to-acknowledge thait a big event had taken
place in my life and I needed some closwre: A silent retreat in
this beadifuld sanctucry seemed appropriate: I altended thedr
four dadily services; read; slept; walked: I carvied avchacr right
nito-the middle of their rose garvden and sat for two-hours just
letting the beauly and the scent remind me of God’s love: T
walked slowly, deliberaiely to-their cemetery, thinking it would
be a good place to-mourn the deai of my marviage: I know
thai sounds a little melodvamatic; Pigrimy and i was: I was
readly working myself up to-having agood cry.

Oonthe way, I was passed by an 80+ year-old nun with her
walking cane: Her destination was the same as mine: And
when I arrived ak the gated field of white crosses; she asked o I
wanted to-see where her sister was buried: I said; “Yes:” She
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told me they had both endered the conwent as young girls and
that she visiled her grove dadly. She thew proceeded to-give me
a tour of the grounds and made wonderful commenitsy about
various Benedictline sisters and their precious lives: It was
guite a withess talk: We evyoyed each others company and
planned another walk together for the following day. It was
even move delighitfid: Instead of having a single morose visit
lo-the cemetery, I was given the gift of afellow sojourner who-
Just happened to-be fother along on her journey. I'll never
forget thes spry sister ine Chwist with a walking cane: She'd
suffered from a broken hip and a broken leg; but necther was
slowing her down: We not ondy walked the paved road; but
also-took a wooded path. She reminisced about whak the
grounds were like when she was a givl and her commundly was
lavger. She'd stop occasconally and with agdily lean all the
way over and pick up anul. She handed me a few, which I still
carvy i my purse:
Yes: It was ablessed time: It was v good time to-stop and
lo-mowrni It was a good place to-stop and begin a new life; a
I myjust about out of paper. Yow know whail thai means:

This letter i5 soon coming to-anwend: Thes forward-facing
buitterfly needs to-move on: O sure; I find my wings dragging
v the mud occasionally and slowing me down: Ity amaging
how quickly and unexpectedly those sink holes show up. I'lljust
be crucsing along and “Whamy ” o sad memory or a regret witl
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pudl me down and I just have to-pull myself up and try to-catch
the Wind; Godl's Holy Spirit Wend; or set my eyes on the Sory
Godls Sory and coniinue the journey.

A symbol thakt I've found helpfil during this sad
transdlional season was seen al the coowent. There iy a staiue
of Jesus in the main hall, The conwent iy called “Sacred Heart”
so-on the stadtue, Jesus’ heart iy depicted: To-me; il looked like a
Sun Wil ray/s comeng forth: Of course; it is to-represent jesus’
loving heart for us: I meniadly take this heart symbol and
personalige i by letting the round sun-like ord-represent a
room where the Lord, Jesus and I are safely sitting together and
let the rays represent where piercing arvows of life’s trials and
tribuladions have penetyaided this safe haven: By God's healing
grace; these avenues of pain can become routes by which #is
Light canv shine most brightly. Pilgrimy do-youw have some of
these avenues thait the Lord has healed and that #He's using
you? I'mvat the end of the paper so-youw know whai that means:
Your letter is finished: God bless:

I amy your facing forward;
Inthe present; by God's grace;
sester in Chwist,

Lucy
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