Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

I'mvinvav very precarious posilton and don't know how
long this will last: I'm stretched out on the floor with my
elbows propping me up, trying to-write to-yow: I mspending the
neght- out in the counitry ai the home of my youngest som and
his wife: I haven't seen these precious two-for av littie while; so-I
called and asked o I could spend the night- and get in a good
visit, which we have had:

As I sugpected; that prone position didnw't last for long: It
was ondy from thai vardage point in my bedroom thait I could
see the moon: Now, I'm oulside sitting on ther front porch:
Martha and,Jud are walching a movie and their two-black
lnbs are keeping me company. Tonight I sought the dark sky
for anveclipse of the moow iy expected: Can yow believe my
fortune?

Yes! It has bequry ever; ever so-slowly. Asl wakch and
wait;, I enyoy the soft sounds of the night. There’s an owl afew
tree frogs; crickely and avdistant dog's bark: The nearest house
&G afew mies away. There arve no-cars or trains or planes down
thes counidry aert road; no-ambulance or five truck or police
cary - ondy the sounds of nalure; the soft sounds of nature; the
wonderfilly refreshing soft sweet sounds of nature:

Whait would I like to-share with you from this day, besides
this neght's spectaccular sky? I guess I'd like to-revisit the Padm
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Sunday service at our chuwrch: It had such a feeling of Easter
already about & The church was packed: The music was
wonderful: The sermon was powerful: All aspecty replenished
my spirit;, bul whak touched me ak the deepest level were the
giggling children:

On Pabm Sunday, we try to-have o real live donkey from
the gzoo-oulide the churchy one like Jesus might have ridden
o His trawmphal entry inio Jerusalem: As yow can imagine
she was the center of alteriion and was suwvounded by
children. We have an introductory short service oulzide called
“The Blessing of the Palms” and then process into-the church for
the rest of the service: We choir members followed behind the
cross and the donkey. Our line was in iy usual perfect
formaiion: We are good al this for we process and recess
weekly. Palm Sunday, however; is the only time I remember
children going beside us giggling and spping and fill of
Glee: Somehow thedr joyful response brought the Palm Sunday s
reenactment to-life as never beforve: The oy, the excilement, the
will that must have electyified the acr - “Jesus iy coming:
Jesus iy coming.” “FHosanna, Blessed iy Fe who-comes in the
Name of the Lord:”

We choir members each carvied apalm spear. Each
parishioner had a palm cross pinned to-his or her clothes: Ol
ves; we were there back in time in our imaginations
celebraking the trivvmphal entry of our Lovd and Savior, Jesus
Christ into Jerusademy The donkey was left behind ak the door
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and we condinuwed our march into-chuwrch with the laughier of
the childrven sStill energiging the atmosphere:

As I said; adl was similar; very much the same as any
other Sunday, except whew it came for the reading of the
Gospel: Instead of the usual formai in which the minisiter
comes and standy in the midst of the congregaiion and reads;
agroup of parishioners came forward: I noticed they were
some of our most active members and leaders: Then they read
Moark 14.32-72 and Mark 15:1-47 as i it were a play, for each
had been assigned a poart.

It stonty off- powerfully positive as the real Palm Sunday
didy; and then the long; slow journey home begins: Midway
Pwough this scripture; therve i a droamalic turn of events: Yow
go-from the mouwniainiop of the palm-waving triumphal endry
of-Jesus to-the rock-bottom realily of Golgotha: Somehow,
having owr church leaders do-the readings made it morve
humbly heart-piercing:. Somehow, when the whole
congregalion silently stood up halfivay throughy we also-
became a port of the reenactment. We could have crucified:
We can crucdy, often we do-cruciy owr Lovd, Jesus! Lovd;
forgive: “Crucily Him: Crucily Himy ” we stood and said
logether in unisor:

Thank the dear Lord; there iy more to-the story and we
haves't gotten to-the good part; that will come at Easter. For
now, it s time to-draw closer to-the cross and remacn there for
alittle while: Ity not acomfortadle spot. Ity not supposed to-
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be: Ity not unbearadle; but life changing rearvanging: Ity
not about self-degradatiory but raiher; realigrnment to-Christ:
The week beforve Easter s truly a gift. It iy a desert time where
the focus iy piercingly bright. Prayerfidly, we arve becoming -
becoming - becoming more and more; by His grace; like FHim:
This nw't possible without our spending time ai the cross: OfF
cowrse; & iy adadly realddy, of dyving to-self in order thai owr
Resurvected Chvist might live more within us: Ity just that thes
week gives us a more consecraled view, a more concenirated
view.

Its time to-quid your letter. God’s peace to-youy precious
Pidgrim:  Grab-a chacir. The show i aboul to-begin: It isa
lough act to-follow, but we are called to-take up our own
individual cross and to-try and walk that walk to-Golgotha,
too: Ity heavy, ity hard; but somehow it can become easier
and easier i we gage on Chvist - now & the chance: #Holy Week
begins:

May I end by reading Mark 15.22-39.

And they brought #im to-the place Golgothay which is
translated Place of a Skull: And they tried to-give Hom wine
mixed wilh mprvhy bul He did not take it. And they crucified
Himvand divided up His garmendy among themselves; casting
loty for themy to-decide whait each shouwld take: And it was the
thard hour whenw they crucified Himu And the inscription of the
charge agacrnst Him read; “THE KING OF THE JEWS.” And they
crucified two-robbers With #Hiny one on his right, and one on
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his lefi. And the scripture was fulfilled which says; “‘And He was
numbered with travsgressors:” And those passing by were
hurling abuse al #Himy wagging thedr heads; and saying; “Fa!
Yow who-are going to-destroy the temple and rebudld it in three
days; save yourself and come down from the cross!” Inthe
same way the chief priests also; along with the scribes; were
mocking ftim among themselves and saying ‘e saved others;
He cannot save Himself- Let this Chwist; the King of Israel;, now
come down from the cross; so-that we may see and believe!”
And those who-were crucified with Him were casting the same
Ul ol Fimy: And whew the sixth howr had come; darkness
fell over the whole land until the neni hour. And atthe ninth
howr Jesus cried out withv aloud voice; “Flos; Elos; lama
sabachthanc?” which is transtated; “My God; My God; why hast
Thow forsaken Me?” And when some of the bystanders heard i,
they began crying “Behold; #e iy calling for Elgah.” And
someone ran and filled a sponge with sour wine; put it ona
reed; ond goave Him a drink; saying; “let us see whether Elgah
will come to-take FHim down.” And, Jesus ultered a loud cry,
and breathed His last. And the veil of the temple was torn in
two-from top to-bottom: And whewn the centuriory who-was
sanding right in front of Himy sow the way #e breaihed His
last; he said; “Truly this man was the Son of God!”

Precious Pilgriny may yow have av blessed Holy Week:

I amy your sister in Chvist,
Lucy
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