Come #Holy Sparit
Use me to-your glory

“May He grant yow your heartsy desive:” Psalm 204w
Precious Plgrimy

How do-I capture so-that I will always remember; never
forget, and share with yow the love I Ve experienced with my
new husband; Duncan: This tender, sweet; gentle; thoughifid;
kind man has loved on me so-richly, so-profounddy, so-
awesomely -- so-right. ey increased my knowledge of love ten~-
fold:

Ity like a well has been tapped and I am now connected
lo-thak deep eternal wellspring called love -- God’y love --
agape love: Ol of course; I've experienced momenis; from that
sweetest of well waker before: I've rececved so-muich love fromy so-
many all my life -- bul this experience with Duncar iy
ddfferent. I'm having deep draughiy like a bubbling overflow
of love: Ol he does love on me so-well; Complimenis; kindness;
kisses; hugs: Coving carvesses: I am being loved awesomely by
this man: May I never forget. May his love so-stvetch me that T
can love more broadly.

What I can't capture; whait I can't fathony what'l canw't
comprehend iy the “how of it all.”” I wani to-get on my knees
and cry ond say “Lord; thank yow for giving me such a man:”
There &5 no-doudt whatever thai this bringing together of
Duncan and me was of the Lovd: It just didwt happery &

coldn't have just happened: 7The coincidences are too-many.
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The likelihood of our two- worlds crossing are too-remote:

Last summer I rented acottage for a mondhv in
Moniteagle; Tennessee: During the fivst week; my youngest sovy
his wife; and thedr two-year-old son and I were asked to-a
porchparty. Therel was intyvoduced to.Jo; a beaudtficl 28 -year -
old blond; blue-eyed English givl. We stowted talking and I
asked if she'd ever heard of a little village called Freeland;
England; which was my most favorite place in the whole wide
world: It iy where I've been on numerous retready: She said;
“Yes,” infact she ondy lved 1-1/4 miles from Freeland: I
couldn’t belceve it/

Then the next day my group was having lunch af a little
restawwrant and in walked, Jo-and her daddy. She introduwced
us: His name was DuncanMacleod: It was love al first sighi --
or fthals too-strong -- I d have to-say it was like o magnetic
pull: I've never experienced anything like it. Thank goodness
little Jud was acting totally like a typical two-year-old and
gave me a Food excuse to-exit Wilh him while his parvents
finished thewr lunch: I needed alittie space: I didw'tknow
Whai was going orv:

Before leaving we were asked by, jo-and Duncan to-a
porch party they were having and we accepted: We went. It
was furv and Duncan and I visited a little more: The
altraction conliruied:

The rest of the monih was gloriously fun with all the
comings and goings of family and friends: I ran indo-Dunces
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afew times: What was the big deal was his name -- “Duncan
Macleod:” I love that nawme: It became like a baitle cry of
hope:

Every visitor knew aboul the name -- Duncan Macl eod:
We'd giggle and laugh as if school chuums: Whai is incredible;
Pilgrimy &5 that I actually was dreaming again! A real
healing was toking place on that mounioin top. Afler the
adwvorce; I had felt so-devastaied: Of course; there were
wonderfil friends and family and the Lord who-shoved me up -
- bul sttty sometimes I felt so-old and worn and
Areamless:.. thak iy uniil by God's grace; the healing and the
melting of the heart took place: FHave yow ever been in such a
positiory Plgrim? Please; from this letter; 1 hope yow take
heart.

On the final day in Monteagle; I got up enough nerve to-
stop by Duncan'’s cottage to-tell hiny “Thank youw ” that his
name had helped me dream again: I knew somehow he'd
undersiond: I knew hiy beloved wife; Betty, had died 2-1/2
vears ago-eariier. Arylime his name was meniioned; people
would say whait a dear man he was and whaid a wonder il
hsband: I knew he'd understand loss and pacn and suvvival:
I needed to-tell himy “thank yow.” I did and he understood:

As I was leaving; he said to-please call him when I was
visiting in England (he’'s a professor at Oxford), so-thai we
conld have dinner. He'd made that suggestion on two-previous
occasions: Pilifully, that old ‘Southern Belle’” mentality fell
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nto-placeand I remarked; “My Mama said that nice girls
donwt do-that?” Paful! I meany really, I hadn'ttalked to-a
man like thes since pre-marviage over 30 years ago: I didnc
know what to-say. Duncan kindly responded thaid my mother
was dead wrong and to-call: I smiled and lefi.

Thait néghit I speni the nighit with my Mother in
Birmingham before driving to-Monigomery and I told her
about my stopping at Duncew’s and she asked; “Why dowt yow
send him all of-your books?” “Mama:” #Hello? Is this the same
lady who d passed onvav very strict Southern Belle Rule Book
whech I was trying to-re-activade? She said; “What do-yow have
to-lose?” ‘Mamal”

A couple of weeks laker, I had the nerve to-write a
posteard; which said; “Duncan Macleod - miéght yow write and
tell me about yourself?7” #orvor or horvors, I maded i
Pidgrim/

Duncan wrote back the most wonderful two-page Gped
letter: It was beaudifild - thoughifid; revealing; tender; kind.
He told me his story and asked for my phone number so-we
couldd have dinner:

I called and we arvanged to-have a dinner date in
Atlanton I took Mama’y advice: I sent himy adl five of my books;
which he read before our first daile! Theday arvived: I wasa
nervous wreck: I couddnwt remember the detadils for the day
and had just assumed Duncan would call and reconfirm the
plans; so-I hadwt written arything down: No-phone call! Oh
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dear! My first daie inover 30 years and stood up! I checked inv
to-the hotel and decided not to- wash my hadr or put on
makeup or get all dressed up in case there truly was no-place to-
go: That would have been too-disappoiniing: I gave myselfa
pep talk -- “Lucy, the gift has alveady been givery yow've
received a wonderfil letter and yow have beenv asked on a
Aate”

Thenw at 5.00 onthe dot; the phone rang. It was Duncar:
He was downstairs in the lodbdy. “Are yowready?” “What?”
“Didn't yowget my message?” “What?” T left it on your modile
phone:” “Whai? I donw't know how to-retrieve messages off my
mobde phone:” He laughed:

I asked if he could give me 30 minutes and thew I'd be
down: Tharty mivwdes; ladies and gendlemery that is an all-
time record - and I did il I rode the elevator downy walked to-
the receplion roomu There was Duncarn: Fe stood and those
eyes pulled me toward him -,

Dinner. A week laier we walked the Cumberiand Plateaw
for two-days: A week later we celebrated his birthday ata
birthday dinner given by his two-children in England: Four
days later Duncan asked me to-marvy him: Five days later I
flew to-Montgomery. Ten days later Duncaw flew over to-meet
all of my family and to-take me back to-England to-be
mawvied: We were: Whee! On owr honeymoon we celebrated
the second arnniversary of owr first date: Al of this happened;
Pilgrimy in two-moniths’ time:

©2002



Precious Pilgrimy there are so-many sweet detadds of how
Duncan's and my world came together. They are too-
newmerous to-relate:
We both feel thai our Lovd broughit us together. It iy too-
much to-comprehend:
I will never forget that early morning day when I walked
wup the hill from Freelond where I was on retreal and came to-
thaik corner with iy sign -- Freeland to-the lef, Long
Hanborough (where Duncawn lived) to-the right. I waniled to-
arop onmy knees and say, “Thank yow Lord; for bringing
these two-worlds together. ” Alabama and England meet in
Tennessee: For years our worlds had been ondy a mile and o
quarter away.
May FHe grant you your hearts desive:” Thaty Psalm 20,
v.4a: Then Psalm 21.2 says; “Yow have granied him his hearts
desive:” Yes; our lovd did: Thank youw
Pigrimy I thought yow needed to-know this love story,
which does continue; as all true love storvies do: May it give yow
hope: Our Lord does care: Peace:
Your sister in Chwist who-is mawvied and
leving in merry ole England with her
English Oxford Universily Professor!
Llucy

God bless:
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