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Since our time of solitude in April, I’ve been noticing 

glimpses of the sacred present in our midst. Though I 

strive to pay attention at all times, I have found these 

months especially luminous and, like the Apostle Paul, 

am often filled with gratitude and joy. Recently I began 

writing down some of these moments so I can 

remember and share them. Here’s one: 

 

Like so many who lost their jobs in the pandemic,  
she chose to volunteer her time to help  
those who are “less fortunate”–– 
a term that is obviously relative  
and one mostly used about others  
rather than ourselves.  
She heard we had a soup kitchen  
so she came to make soup in our kitchen.  
 
The recipe always begins  
with a wander through the SecondBite remnants,  
picking out bits and bops  
leftover from the day’s leftovers of the leftovers.  
Soon the kitchen fills with the smell  
of buttery vegetables softening in the big pot,  
the floor is dotted with celery leaves and onion skins.  
I once made the mistake of cleaning midstream,  
attempting to sweep helpfully  
around her dancing feet.  
“No, no… I do, I do,”  
she insisted in her broken English.  
Though she is multi-lingual,  
English is not one of her fortes,  
much to the amusement of us all  
as we attempt to make sense of one another.  
 
Between dashes to the garden to collect herbs,  
her young daughter explores  
the wilderness scene in the hall.  
She agreed to collect the gold pebbles,  
a help to me transition to a new setting.  
But enticed by the glitter  
and distracted by her playful imagination,  
she begins adding pebbles instead  
like Easter eggs, hiding them  
among the rocks, candles, and fabric.  
After an amazingly short time, the two zip off.  
The soup simmers on the stove  
awaiting the evening meal  
and pebbles glisten  
in nests of gold-red succulent leaves,  
shimmering as the sun fades.  

As this story reveals, I hope, this time of upheaval has 

presented us with many opportunities for love. Life 

before the pandemic was not necessarily “wrong” or 

“bad,” as if there could be such a thing when God is in 

all times and places. But this season of change has 

brought renewed focus and fresh engagement. I, and 

I pray we, are being transfigured. 

 

In his book The Wisdom Pattern: Order, Disorder and 

Reorder, Richard Rohr identifies four movements of 

transformation which he calls man (he uses this 

exclusive term for alliteration purposes only), 

movement, machine and monument. I think these 

phases can be helpful in considering our current 

experience. In short, someone like Jesus (man) 

presents us with a compelling and hopeful vision of 

how things might be. Those who embrace this 

message find one another and a movement begins. 

 

The early church, like the one 

founded by Paul in Philippi, 

understood itself to be 

koinonia which we translate 

as community. Koinonia is 

not just a social gathering or 

group of like-minded people. 

Far from it, in fact. Rather, it 

is a sharing of heart, mind, 

and will in, with, and for 

Christ’s purpose. 

 

Eventually, the need for organisation and stability 

leads to what Rohr calls the machine, that is, systems 

that facilitate and support the movement. The words 

bishop (overseer in Greek) and deacons (servants) in 

today’s reading suggest the community in Philippi was 

already organising itself. Also, Paul’s gratitude for their 

“sharing in the gospel” most likely alludes to financial 

contributions the church sent to Paul to fund his 

missionary journeys. In this we see further evidence of 

the community understanding itself as part of 

something larger than itself, a budding institution that 

shared a common aim.  
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In the final stage, the movement inspired by the “man” 

becomes wedded to the machine––they are 

practically inseparable––and church as institution 

(machine) settles into what Rohr calls a monument. 

This stage is defined by him as a “closed system 

operating inside of its own, often self-serving logic.” It 

can be difficult to see what have become our 

monuments. But we quickly become aware of what 

they might be when they are threatened or 

destabilised. 

 

Periods of 

disruption and 

chaos, like the one 

we are currently 

moving through, 

commonly instigate 

a period of 

dismantling and reordering. With many of our systems 

stretched and challenged, we are given the chance to 

reconsider and give new shape to things, especially 

with an eye on a return to the original aims and ideals.  

 

As we seek a positive and hopeful shape for the future 

as a church in particular, I wonder if Paul’s prayer from 

today’s reading might bring wisdom and guidance: 

And this is my prayer, that your love may overflow 

more and more with knowledge and full insight to help 

you determine what is best… 

 

We hear in this prayer that when it comes to being 

authentic koinonia, love precedes knowledge and 

insight. So, it seems that as we continue to feel our 

way forward, day by day, it is love that will open in us 

the ways that are “best.”  

 

But love within koinonia is not blind, wishy-washy or 

soft. The heart of Paul’s prayer is that our love will 

overflow with knowledge and insight. Unpacking these 

words from their Greek origin and culture, Paul hopes 

our love will be shaped by first-hand experiences of 

God’s grace and be able to cut through the hazy cloud 

of competing expectations and demands. Love in 

koinonia arises from, is formed in and is sustained by 

Christ alone.   

As Jesus demonstrated, true love is substantial and 

firm in its resolve. It stands fully among those who are 

dispossessed, marginalised and poor. It longs to see 

healing and wholeness that enables all to live into their 

God-given potential. It seeks the Kingdom of God first 

and above all else, confident that everything else will 

fall into place around this singular focus.  

 

We will hear more about the self-emptying nature of 

love within koinonia in coming weeks. But, for now, 

may we notice God’s grace coming to us every day and 

may these glimpses increase our faith and trust. May 

love help us discern at all times, but especially in this 

transfiguring time, the best ways that grow the fruit of 

righteousness in and through us. 

 

Christ be our light 
 
Longing for light, we wait in darkness. 

Longing for truth, we turn to you. 

Make us your own, your holy people, 

Light for the world to see. 

 

Christ, be our light! Shine in our hearts. 

Shine through the darkness. 

Christ, be our light! Shine in your Church 

Gathered today. 

 

Longing for peace, our world is troubled. 

Longing for hope, many despair. 

Your word alone has power to save us 

Make us your living voice. 

 

Longing for food, many are hungry. 

Longing for water, many still thirst. 

Make us your bread, broken for others, 

Shared until all are fed. 

 

Longing for shelter people are homeless. 

Longing for warmth, many are cold. 

Make us your building, sheltering others, 

Walls made of living stone. 

 

Many the gifts, many the people, 

Many the hearts that yearn to belong. 

Let us be servants to one another, 

Making your kingdom come. 
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