We hope that these four weeks have given you a little help on your journey and encouraged you to ‘pray without ceasing’.  So, to finish this series here is a summary of a story by David M. Griebner called God’s Gold. I read it in Weavings, an American journal in June 1994.
God’s Gold


There was once a young man, whose great aunt died. He had not seen her for a long time and so he was surprised to learn that she had left him something in her will.  The lawyer gave him a key and a note telling him that he could have anything from a room in her flat.


When he opened the door to this room, he saw that there was only a table with a jug and another note. The note said that in the jug was the gold of God. He could empty the jug once a day and it would always be full the next. But he must be careful, for there was only one container that could hold the gold for long enough for it to be of any use to him.


With very mixed feelings he took the jug and note home.  There he got a glass and tipped the jug forward and a stream of something gold poured out and filled the glass, but then it was gone. He re-read the note. He must wait till the next day before he could try again.  The note was right, the jug was full again.  Over the next few weeks he tried a variety of containers made of different materials, but always the same thing happened, the gold disappeared.

One day, he spilt a little on his hand, but that was gone just as quickly, leaving just a slightly warm feeling that soon faded.  But it made him think. He read the note again, and thought about what it said all night.  Then he knew what he would do and he wondered why he had not thought of it before.


The next morning, he took the jug, raised it to his lips and drank.  Years later when he died, his friends commented how his life had changed after his old aunt had died. Others said how he had helped them.  His niece was curious as to why he had left her a key and a note in his will.
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James, one of the sons of Zebedee, is thought to have evangelised Spain, and his tomb was discovered at Santiago de Compostela.  By the twelfth century, men and women of all social classes and many nationalities left their homes and set out, mostly on foot, to follow one of the pilgrimage routes across France and then northern Spain to the shrine at Santiago.  

Sometimes people convicted of certain crimes were sentenced to walk the pilgrim route, which depending on where they started could be one or two thousand miles and thus take several months.  To prove that they had completed the journey, having arrived at Santiago, they went on to the coast and picked up a scallop shell.  Still today, the scallop shell is a sign of pilgrimage, and you might remember a picture of a scallop shell on the old blue Methodist Class ticket.

In 2003, I walked 120 miles of one of these routes from Puy in central France, as far as Conques. We met many other pilgrims and some of them were carrying a scallop shell.  Metal scallop shells were embedded in the road through one small town.

At Conques, I went to a Pilgrim’s service in the abbey church.  Those of us who considered our journey to be continuing were given food for the journey: a bread roll and a copy of the gospel of John, which I still have, together with a little ‘spiritual guide for the pilgrim on the Route St. Jacques’.  My French is not great, but I did find this little gem – for consideration on arrival:
 ‘But is this the end of the road?  What now?

 If I was playing at being a pilgrim, the game stops here.

 If I really want to be a pilgrim, is it not for life, a life transformed?’

That particular journey had ended for me when I arrived at Conques.  But that was only a staging post on my journey towards God.
Augustine wrote, ‘O God you have made us for yourself and our hearts are restless till they rest in you.’

Maybe that restlessness in our hearts is what helps to keep us going in this lifelong journey of following Christ. It keeps us going in our life of prayer. It makes us discontent with life without God.

Meditation
· Set aside half an hour when you can be alone and undisturbed, turn your mobile phone off and answer phone on!
· Sit in your chair, comfortable yet upright, quiet and expectant 
· Place your hands open on your lap, holding your shell.
· Take several minutes to quieten yourself, becoming aware of your breathing or listening to the sounds around. 

· Ask for the help of the Spirit in your praying.
· Look at the shell, its shape and patterns and colours. 

· Feel it’s surface, how rough or smooth it is, feel the edges.
· Ponder the life of your shell -  the creature that lived in it in the sea – the pounding of the waves – being warmed by the sun… 

· Consider its journey – being picked up – washed – dried – brought to church - picked up by you ….
· Let your shell speak to you of your life and journey …

· Think of the colours and patterns in you …   the rough and smooth aspects of your personality … your sharp edges …  the way life has shaped you …

· Consider your journey towards God – how did it start?  

· When did you decide to follow Christ? 

· When has your commitment to the Way of Jesus faltered?

· What keeps you going?

· Talk with Jesus, tell him how you feel about this journey that lasts a lifetime …     ask him for the help you need …

· When your conversation has come to an end, rest in his love
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