Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I'my sitting on the beach allowing the steady breege and
the riwthmeic rolling of the waves to-caress my soud: I'mvhere
Wil my mother; sister and niece -- three generations: Al life
doesn't get much better.

We had early morning coffee on owr condo-balcony. It
was finy wakching av father and hes young son fishing below.
The father was quite stalionary, standing on the beacthy
casting hes line into-the gulfs whereas hey littie helper seemed
to-be i constant motion: e seemed to-be doing a wild “sand

After a little while his mother and little sister arvived on
the scene: It was obvious that it was the toddler’s fivst visit to-
the beach: Her tentadive walk on this newly experienced white
stufF was avjoy to-behold:

Do-yow remember? Do-yow vemember; Pilgrimy (hai first
lime yow felt through your toes sand ai the beach or in a sand

pile? Of course; avlot of thes family trip has been about
reminéscing: I was amaged how many memories the beach
evoked; for we are not beach people: We are lake lovers; for it s
at avlake that our famdily usually vacations: Bul sure enoughy
we could recount storvy after story.

Even though ondy five years old; I vividly remember
having my first sadt waier taffy, riding a toy tracn on the
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beach; saving merwts and ice cream tops which had movie star
pictures; making shell jewelry, sand castles; becng a part of o
chidren'’s ad-leh-talent show on the porch of the hotel: I sang
the ondy song I knew really well, Jesus Loves Me; This I Know.”
A lady came along and told me to-stop, that I was becng
sacrilegious: I stopped; even though I didnw't know whai that
meanid. I thew ran crying to-my mother who-comforted me: I
remember the undertow and being told that it could pull yow
down into-an underwader world: I remember watching sand
Heas and coguina shelly and crabs burvow themselves in the
sand;

Each one of us took turns recounting our memories: Some
overiapped: Some stood alone: It made the depth of our time
logether even more meaningfil: Of course; during this weef
logether we are adding to-owr family beach memorabilic:
Memories are omportant, Pilgrim: Owr history is important. It
& whait helps make and mold us. It seems to-be even more
poignant if we are allowed to- walk back in time with someone
With whom we've sharved the experience:

This year I've had the delight of visiting with two-
childhood friends: One lives right outside of Chicago-and the
other in Winston-Salemny North Carolina: I've beenva
trangplant all of my adult life; as so-many of us are; inthis
transgient worild: To-spend time with those who- ‘new yoww
when” was avrarve treat. They knew my Mamaoy Daddy, sister;
brother, grandmother, aunts; uncles; cousing and I knew
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theirs: Onehad been a dear friend since the first grade and
the other since high school: Even though our worlds hadw'c
crossed as ofien in recent years; on our reunion il Was as i we
hadwt missed a beat. We picked up right where we had left off

Yow know, Pigrimy we are people with history, people withv
a history, people with “the History.” We are the children of God,
Christsown: Ol I wish I knew all of the stovies; could quote
all of the verses from our FHoly History Book; the Bible: It is the
Word, our Lovd Godls Word that defines us; tells us who-we are
and to-Whom we belorig:

Our world seemy to-be going faster and faster and
becoming more and morve digfointed: Who-says about ‘divide
and conquer?” Ha! Aslong as we keep our eyes on jesus and
know our history, know Whose we are and to-Whom we belong;
all will be well and all iy well:

I now better appreciate and don't skip over the long
genealogy listy we find in both the Old and New Testament.
They are part of your and my genealogy too; for we have been
grafied on to-the branch: Their story & our story.

I loved learning part of the, Jewish Passover traddlion
where the youngest asks the question of “Why do-we celebraie
this meal?” It & then thait the story of the Passover is retold
and has been retold for thousands and thousands of years:
Possibly at owr Lovd’s Last Supper, a Passover Meal; Johw the
Beloved disciple; being the youngest would have asked that
same age-old question too: “Why do-we celebrate this meal?”
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AWy and ifhis history as a discible is owr history too;
mighit we need to-bring that question forward and to-our mind
tov; with the added knowledge of our Resurvected Chvist? Why
do-we celebrate thisy meal; that one that began so-long ago-as
a Passover celebraiion and became our Lovdls Supper?

Id like to-end our time together; Pilgrimy by sharing just
one new beach scene: My niece lucy, age 20, ended our last
neghit together by playing some of her CDs of Chvistian music
and singing: Mother, grandmother and aunt watched and
eryoyed: We had been sharing old storvies all week: For our last
neghit together my niece Lucy gave us a new gift -- a new song -
- anew memory of o beaultful young lady. She has her whole
life atead of her. I think she will go-far; for she strongly knows
her history, from whence she came; to-Whom she belongs; and i&
Gt to-her proud mother;, grandmother and aunt, who-sak
beaming -- but vaiher to-her Lovd: Al she gave us the gift. --
She knows: -- She knows: For one more generadion knows --
Thank youwy Lord:

AW Pilgrimy intergenerational family beach time iy good/
Any intergeneralional famdly recrealion time iy good i spent
re-telling “the Tale;” “the Story, ” “the Good News: ” It then can
trudy become avtime of re-crealiou

Peace: Might yowy Pilgrimy need a little
intergenerational family “RER” time too? If notposscble with
your imwmediale foamily, how about with your church family? I
hear they have an incredible “Meal’” being offered. One which
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will sakisy your every need: Listento-1 Corindhians 11.23-25.
It says: For I received from the Lovd that which I also-deliver to-
yowthat the Lovd, Jesus in the nighit in which fe was betrayed
took bread; and when He had given thanks; #He broke it and
said; “Thes iy my body which is for yow: Do-this in
remembrance of Me:” In the same way, He took the cup also-
after supper saying; “This cup iy the new covenant in my blood:
Do-this as oftenv as yow dyink it in remembrance of Me: ”

Peace: Your Sister i Chvist;

Llucy

And remember: “Jesus loves me; this I know, for the Bible tells

me s0: " There’s an incredible “meal” being offered at your
church: Seek it out. God bless:
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