Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

‘Consider the lilies of the field: " Matthew 6.285-

I remember as i it were yesterday. I was walking through
the woods with Jane; a knowledgeable nature lover, and there
&5 nothing like spending the day strolling through alleys of
Southern Pines: These grand old trees seem to-enfold you with
their cleary crisp smell: The wind plays on their needles;
perfectly. There are shimmering shadows being danced on the
worild below. The moss and fern and rocks and streams seem (o-
come alve with movement. Jane takes over the lead: Owrpace
quickens: She walks with assurance: Yow can tell this
woodswomann knows and loves this evwironment. The respect
with which she walks and the wealth of knowledge she quietly
shares ave incredible. She can identtfy each sound; each
plant; each animal: She abruptly stops: Al my senses heighiten:
I know a haldt means a hidden treasure i tucked away in the
underbrush: I wadl for, Jane to-enlighten my unirained eyes:

She poiniy to-the lefi. My eyves nawrvow their focus;
anlicipaling the need to-search and to-find another
camouflaged jewel:

“Look - the lilies; ” she said.

I gasp and wani to-drop to-my knees: There; right in
front of me; standing v all thedr paper white ¢lory, are
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growing hundreds upon hundreds of wild Resurvection lilies:
That image was instonily searved indo-my memory. The visiow
remaing pristinely clear. The one difference today is that the
silence of the woods has been replaced by the inward tape of
the Llovdls Wordls, “Consider the lilies of the field.” It is thes
image and theis scripture that unexpectedly floated back into-
my mund yesterday.

I found myself stuck in the Atlanta acrport for four howrs:
I didn't wani to-keep up with my bag; so-I weni to-the airline
baggage claim office and asked where I could safely leave my
baggage: They showed me the spot;, and there i was
confidenily lefi: When I returned; it was gone: A week's worth
of favorite clothes - gone: Suils; dresses; shoes; nighigowns;
bathrode; underwear - gone:

I went back to-the baggage claim office where I patienily
wadted inavlong line: When my turn came; I calmly recounted
the situation: The airline represenialive could not have been
more nonchalani. He treaied me like a bothersome non-
persor

I was constanily aware of the liltle gold cross around my
neck and Whose represeniaiive I was: I was determined not to-
lose my coot: I wanied to-be adult about this and see thai all
the corvect procedures and paperwork were followed and
completed: I went from one rude represeriaiive to-one flp
supervisor; who-lefi the room to-consult with adrline security.
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Thery miracle of mivacles; he reentered the office with an
about-face attitude adjustment: It was like night and day. 1
was told thad within 72 hours I would recedve clacm forms and
that they were sincerely sorvy.

While sitting on the outside airport benches wailing for
my ride; there was ample opportunddy for me to-reflect on the
past hour’s evenity: I was proud that I had not fallen apoart or
lost my cool: I'd never been treated; however; like a non-
person before: (It washigh time that I was:.) Pride
discnidegraled as a parade of imaginary people started
wandering thwough my mind: I d never gottenw into-the skin of
a person who-sn't treated with the digndly and regpect due av
God-creaied creature; one made inwour Lovdy image: Whai i
& were your 24 -hour reality? What if all yow rececved every
Ay of-your life was put-downs? Heavy. Humbling: #Healthy.

As v Chwistioany I know this canwmot be our ideniity. As Chvists
owny we know we are of greal value and that our worth s not
dependent on the treatmenit we rececve from others; but still;
others’ treatment of us can cloud our perspective: Repeated
refection can confise one's realiy.

As I conlinued to-sit and wait, I realiged I also-needed to-
look av little closer at my reaction to-the loss: Were the garments
move imporiant to-me than they should be? Were they clinging
closer thanw I had realiged? I was bugged by alost bag; but
what i it were my house burning; like my friend Marvia’s; or my
home robbed; like my friend Hilda's? Whait of it were my lost
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leg; like the man who-just wheeled himself up next to-me? Help/
Heavy! Humbling! Healthy/

The adrline agent had said he was almost sure the bag
had been stolen: The procedure was thait I would fill out a
formvlisting the dlems lost and their value: They would issue a
check to-cover the loss: I thoughi it was important thail I write
down everything before I forgot. I started recording - giving
the description of the idem and iy estimated value: Ow! I
realiged I remembered move aboul these “things” than the
people I d met at a conference only yesterday. I knew the
labels; their colors; thedr sige; their designs; the material used:
Ow! I couddnt remember arnyones name from yesterday and
coudd only vaguely picture avfew of them:: I remembered ondy
scanit bity and pieces of their life stories: I was sure thedr
images and personal informaiion world in a week’s time be
totally faded from my memory. Ow! Where were my priovities?

I then resotved thai when the check came in the madl, I
would closely evaluaie the need for replacing the lost
gormenty: Did I really need thewy or could I get by with what
I had? And those things thaid had to-be replaced; might they
be bought on sale? The lefiover money could go-to-charily. As
I sat and pondered these “lost things; ” they seemed to-be letting
up, lightening; and leaving me: I was even ironically
becoming thankiil over the loss and the lessons & had afforded

mex
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Thenw once again the woodland image of the field of
Resurvection lilies floated back into-my mind with ity
accompanying words - “Consider the lilies of the field:”

My ride arvived and I got into-the varn “Where's your

Tty lost.”

“Ohy not”

I said;, Tty adlright. I liketraveling lighter.”

Precious Pigrimy as I finish this letter the acrline had
phoned and they found my bag: They had accidenially picked
& up and flown i to-Monidgomery. The next day the bag and I
were once again reunited; but on review ity conlenity had lost
some of thewr Hitly and grip on me:

Precious Pgrimy whal baggage arve yow carrying? Does
& need to-be lightened or left behind? Are things possessing
your adteniion move than people?

‘Consider the lilies of the field:”
I amy your lighiter traveling sister in Chvist;
Lucy
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	“Consider the lilies of the field.”  Matthew 6:28b

