Come #oly Spirit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

“FHas anyone told yow yow're looking pretty today?” the
gentleman said;

‘Goodness; yow sure arve spreading joy around!” I
comumenied:

Well, I just thought someone shouwld tell yow:”

I wanted to-continue thisy enchaniing conversaiion withv
this older, mysterious man (notice I didnt say tall; dark; and
handsome), but he was seated right behind me on the plane
and i would have been a little awkward to-just turn around
and say, ‘Hi! Lets talk!” I meary s all right for a two-year-
old to-stand up in her adplane seal and talk to-the person
seated behind them: Ity expected behavior; right? At least, i
& for my grandchddren: Bul somehow, &s not for someone of
my age or supposed makuridy. So-Ijust had to-stay strapped in
and restraned and will have to- write o written dialogue with

yow insgtead of a vocal one with - hime  Plus; my mama told me;
“Never talk to-strangers:”

So-here goes: What I'd like to-say to-the mysterious man
viawyow & “thanks:” Thank yow for giving me o unexpected
little joy gift that lightened my day, but more importantly,
reminded me of who-I am - avprecious child of God - a joy giver
- at least, thait s whai I showld be when I'm plugged in wih
my Maker; when I am so-tuned in wilh #Him thal His essence just
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seems to-permeaie the area: Donw't get me wrong: It has
nothing to-do-withe Lucy, but withy God!

Recenily at aleaders’ conference; I was given avliltle
sachet of violets with the scripture 2 Covinithians 2.14 altached:
For we are to-God the aroma of Christ among those who-are
being saved and those who-are perishing.” The mysterious
man gave me a WhiffF of that aromay; which I had forgotten all
about; for I'd been packing and pouting: I had organiged my
world; or ak least kind of organiged my world: I meoary I did
whait I could; considering I had lefi everything to-the last
minwdle: Do-yow know that kind of desperaie organigaliory
when yow leave everything to-the last minuite so-thai your list of
20 “to-do”” dems becomes a list of “dumped’” idlems instead of
‘Aone; ” because youw have runw oul of time? Welly thes was my
morning: I d dumped everything except packing and felt
proud that I d ak least accomplished thak feat. And then I was
bombarded with children’s phone requesty to-bring warm
clothes to-Washington! #How? And when? Didwtthey know I'd
already finished organiging and packing and I hadwt left
any room for Wirder woolens forv four?

I was exasperated! I pulled out the huamilialingly huge
auffel bag, the same one that I d embarvassingly taken once or
twice before: The same one that I d have to-pay the porter
double to-transport; in case he requived ahernca operation
fromcarvying il I irwaded closets; grabbing and pulling and
stuffing heavy clothes into-this bag, all the while huiffing and

©1990



puiiing and pouding: I meary (his was not a pretty picture!
This was not the mother; the one who'sy been moaning and
groaning because “the children are gone and I 'm not needed
arvymore:” I meary I was bugged and I continued my
buggedness all the way to-the airport and all the way up the
acrplane ramp and all the way to-my seat. I meary I amsure
that if my countenance was gowing by the time I ran into-this
mysterious mary & was not from my exposure to-God; as in
Moses’ case; buk rather from my agitated stale of rush and
rage!

“Fas anyone told yow yow're looking pretty thes
morning?” What a wonderful whif? “For we are to-God the
aroma of Chwist among those who-ave being saved and those
who-are perishing:” Lovd; thank You! Thank Youw for allowing
this man to-come adong and bump me back into-Your reality.
How often I forget! How ofiery i my world isn't going just as
planned - just as I planned; not You planned; Lord - the old
self-ceniered self suvfaces: And gosty of I get so-tived of it;, it
must veally be a burden to-Yow Lord God/

I picture myself as one of Your duwnber old sheep, going
along; getting off the path and Yow, my Shepherd; taking the
hook of Yowr stofF and calching me around the neck and
pulling me lovingly back: Théis act is requived so-ofiery I meary
Aaily, howrly, that it amages me thait I dow't have whiplash/

But I've discovered posscbly why I donw’t have this neck
ailmend. Ity notjust becawse of having a stiff necks which my
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Lord knows about; but &y because of “recovery and discovery.”
These two- words were given to-me while on this family trip. Our
main purpose was to-altend the dedication of the Calloway
Chapel at Episcopal #igh School in Alexandviag Virginia: This
beaultfitd new sanctuary was named for av 96 -year-old professor
who-had taughtt at the high school for over 70 years: #is
exemplory Chvistion life has influenced literadly three
generations of students:

And it was his commenty thait blessed me and reminded
me of why I don't have constant whiplash: He asked that the
chapel always be oper so-thak the studenty coudld always come
for ‘recovery and discovery.”

“Recovery and discovery.” Arewt those two-glorious
words? When I mvgoing absoluiely off the beaten track and the
Lord, Jesus gely His hooked stoafF around my neck and stops me
dead in my tracks and pully me back in and genily says; “This
waw, Lucy,” “This way, Lucy, ” I can “recover and discover.” But
& survely doesnw’t happen in the mad rush of things: It has to-be
v a place of solace; like this new dedicated chapel; a place
where my Lovd Godl canvget my undivided altention:

Oftenv my “recovery and discovery” are refocusing and
readigning with my Lovd i done aif the lake; but it can be
unexpected places as well - in the chapel of my car - ina closet
With the door shut - inan aiplane like today with a
my/sterious stranger.
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Lord; Yowve got my undivided atteniion! Right now! At
thes very momenid? I love Yow! (I wonder whai Il fix my friend
Carol for supper tonighi?) Ol Lord; forgive me - this
wandering mind: Sorvy. I'mready for Your crooked staff
again - around the neck; please: Its just how I like it: Pull me
wnvclose Lovd, not for RER time; not for rest and relaxaliony
but for RE&D time - “recovery and discovery time:”

For we are to-God the aroma of Christ among those who-
are being saved and those who-are perishing... ” 2 Corvinthians
2.14.

How do-we Reep that aroma of CAvist strong? By
constanily being in that “recovery and discovery” mode: Find
that place of solace where the Shepherd can pull yow ivy closer

To-#Him be the glory!

I anmv your sister in Chvist;
Lucy

P.S. FHow isthe potency of your pilgrini's perfume today? Might
& be becoming a little weak and the scent’s storting to-fade?
Instead of the pure essence of Christ s love being given offy have
yow become a little watered-down sheep? I know I have: The
perfume i faint and move cologne-like for me: I know my
distracted bugyness sure was weakening the solution: Maybe
&y adso-teme for you to-have a little RED - rest and discovery.
It sure was for me: Just a thoughi sent with love:
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