Come Holy Spivit
Use me o Your glory
Preccous Pilgrimy

Yowr letter for today is move of an exercise raiher than a
letter: My husband and I went ona daylong retrveaid at Chvist
Church inAspery Colovado: We are winlering in this beautiful
mouniainous village celebrating my husband’s retirement.
When we read in this chawrch's bulletin i3 offer of o day long
guided retrveat, we decided to-go-and I m so-glad we did and
do-recommend such an activity to-youw; Pigrim: It is good to-
pull away, and slow doww and “feed the soul” as our presenter
stated. Our Lorvd Jesus did and so-should we: Yow can do-it
alone or inwa group. Formalor informally -- organiged or
not. Some of the very best retreaty can be two-hours spent
slting ina comfortable chacr and prayerfilly reading and
relaxing - resting in av scene from the Bible: The foly Spirit
can lead yow into-a sweet time of communiory making that
passage come alive; more meaningfiul; more personal with
Nsighis Thak seem designed just for you:

On thes particular retreat; the minister had chosenw Mark
14.:3-9 o which to-focuus:

And while he (our Lord) was at Bethany, in the home of
Scmon the Leper; as he sal al the table; a woman came Wilh an
alabaster flask of ocriment; of pure nard; very costty. And she
broke the flask and poured it over his head:
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Bul there were some who-said to-themselves indignanily,
Why was the ocniment hus wasted? For this ointment might
have been sold for more than three huandred denaric and
gven to-the poor.” And they reproached her.

Bul Jesus said; “Let her alone: Why do-yow trouble her?
She has done a beauldltful thing to-me: For yow always will have
the poor with yowy and whenevey youw will; yow can do-good to-
themu Bul yow will not always have me: She has done what she
covldd, She has anointed my body beforehand fov burying:

And truly I say to-youy wherever the gospel is preached in the
whote worild,; whai she has done will be told cno memory of her. ™

During the next six hours these words were re-read
newmerous times intermingled with times of quiet reflection: As
Participands; we were asked to-list words ov phrases that this
scene broughtt to-mind: Another exercise was proyerfudlly
reading over the scripture while prayerfidly molding a pitcher
out of modeling clay. Goodness; Pilgrinmy yow've never seen
such different shaped picchers; just like the group gathered:

Afler medditaiing on the words, “she did whai she could;”
we wrote down on avpiece of paper whail gifts we waniled to-give
to-our Lord:

The exercise that I @ like to-shave with youwy Pilgriny
instead of your usual letter s the one in which we were giver
20 minwites to- write as i we were there al the dinner ii3elf inv
Bethany. We could be any character, any odject or thing - as
long as we were inthe scene: By God's grace we hoped that
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such an activity would allow the experience to-become move
alive; moveveal: It becomes an eyewitness accound. We are the
wikness: It &g our history. It iy our realily, as i showld be for
each one of us iy Chwist’s owry Pilgrim:

So-hevegoes: Let-your imagination go-- I didand I think
that's OK sometimes: This i not sacrilegious; it was writtemn
prayerfully - but with Joy. Who-am I in this scene; Precious

Pidgrem? I am perfime:
T am perfiume - the most expensive perfiume thai yow corn
bwy. My original name was “‘Nard’” - today yow'd know me

better by the word JJoy.” I like that name best: The
transformaiion took place long ago: The formula has always
been the same; but my new naming -- my baptism - if-yowd like
- when I received my Chvistian name - took place when I was
laken to-a divner party. Boy, was I glad to-get out?! I'd been
stuffed inavjar and placed on a high shelf most of my life:

Yow see; this dear lady bought me right afier I was made:
I called her dear even though people didn't - in fact; most of
the communily called her by all sorty of derogaiory names -
ones which would have made heyr blushy cry and feel ashamed.
She would hide her feelings with anvangry ov disdainfiul or
discnierested face: Al budl knew her. I lived withvher. T
could observe her from my high vaniage point. She truly was a
goody decent; loving person - shejust hid her true self as if she

were stuck inajar; too:
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What is that story about a ‘genie inajor?” Thalsy how
my lady found herself and so-did I. I was meanit to-bring
pleasure and eryoyment to-the senses: One whiffof me would
bring to-mind - meadows of flowers and genile breeges -
sparkling firveflies and racnbows and dances between lovers -
out cnstead; I was stuck - stuck in this blasted jar.

My good lady had spent years saving up her money to-buy
me and once she'd made the purchase; she didn't know whai to-
do-with me: Ay a madter offact, she adidnwit know whai to-do-
with herself- Butl guess whait? Maacle of miracles! She ran
nlo-thes moany named, jesus - e saw through her facade: He
loved her for who-she really was - even knew her better than she
did herself And He loved her totally. (Psst;, He loves youw too;
Pilgrim.) She perceived theis love with just o lance of 7tis eyes
and atouch of His hand: I knew something extraordinary
had happened when she came rushing through the door;
grabbed me off the top shelf and started running, ranning!
Why, thes lady who-was usually so-heavy-hearted and walked
around as i the world were on her shoulder was actually
Lightt-footed; almost taking flaght!

As.yow can imagine; Pigrimy I was delighted to-get off
thai dusty old shelf: Finally, I might be put to-proper use! My
lady ran down the street and burst through the door of one of
the most respected residences of the town: I almost popped my
lop! Previously, she worldnw't have been caught dead even
walking down thes respectable part of town: Bul bany through
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the door she went: She drvopped to-her feet al her new friend’s
feet. She hit me hord against the floorv and broke my seal and
poured me out onto-this Man's head: Yea - Yes! AT last! I was
used the way I was meant to-be used - I'mv made (o-be used/
The room smelled gloviowsly, I must humbly admit. My name
al that moment was changed from Newd to-Joy - and goodness
- my lady’s was changed too- - her facade broke: As my scent
spread throughout the roomy I heard the Man Jesus sy, “She
aid whai she could:” Was He talking about me or my lady or
youw Pidgrim? AWLT know, it was a good send-off - she did what
she could, Peace:”™
As I said; Pldgrimy my name s, Joy. What is yours? I bet &
4 o beauttfilly fragrantone: Be a Godly scent for His glory.
And if-youw have v chance; may I recommend crawlbing info-a
Bible scene and resting in i. Such an activity will help keep
youyr aroma of Chvist strong: For as yow know in2 Corinthians
2:14, & sy “Buk thanks be to-Gody who-ine Christ always leads
us i trimph and through us spreads the fragrance of the
knowledge of im everywhere:” Go-spread some; Pilgrim: God
bless:

Lucy
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