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In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.  

Amen. 

Karen loves to do puzzles.  At the rest home where she lives she 

works on them most of the day in her room stopping only for meals 

and the odd walk.  Seven years ago when I met Karen she was 

completing a 1000 piece puzzle a week. Her rules were, she did not 

look at the box, the edge was always done last, and she had to do 

the puzzle upside down.  She was impressive.         

Karen’s puzzles are not completed so quickly today.  With her vision 

fading, last I visited, I could see her puzzle rules were not working so 

well.  Large sections were out of place, the earth was in the sky and 

the trees in the lake.  She would slide her palm over the puzzle 

surface and feel the bumps and gaps.  But even though she knew the 

puzzle was a mess, she could not give up on it.  What it needed was 

to be broken up and rebuilt but she couldn’t bring herself to do it; 

until, one day that decision was made for her.  She returned to her 

room after lunch to see the rest home cat on the floor tossing and 

pouncing on a puzzle piece.  You might imagine how upset she was 

to see her work broken-up and strewn across the floor, and in that 

moment she wondered even for a cat how someone could so 

casually and quickly wreck something that had taken her weeks to 

do.   

This pandemic has exposed the truth, as swiftly and completely as 

the breaking-up of a puzzle casually swatted to the floor.  This is a 

truth we are willing to give lip service to but none of us wants to 

know for sure, and the truth is nothing, nothing worldly at least, lasts 



forever.  Not the job security we thought we had, not the fragrance 

of lilies decorating the sanctuary Easter morning, and not our good 

health and wellness.  This pandemic has exposed the truth about the 

puzzles we have tinkered with and rearranged, even when we knew 

the only real hope was to break them up and start again; how fragile 

we and our various constructs are.     

At a societal level, these puzzles, or more accurately the monuments 

to in equity.  In equity between the haves and the have-nots, 

between white people and people of colour (with the death of 

another unarmed black man by a US police officer only days ago), in 

education, as we see who has the equipment and support to access 

online learning and who doesn’t.  In equities between social classes 

as we see who is truly essential - the supermarket workers, gas 

station attendants, rest home caregivers, teachers and nurses.  

People society generally looks down upon. These have been 

exposed.  Then there are the monuments of church life, our systems, 

traditions, routines, rosters, special jobs and comforts.  They have 

been messed with, toppled, and casually strewn across the floor, the 

truth of their fragile nature exposed.  We have been laid bare.   

This pandemic has exposed us.  It has exposed our carefully 

constructed structures.  Structures that have allowed us to take our 

days, jobs, hobbies, educations, holidays, families and worship for 

granted.  They were all unthinkably fragile, so fragile in fact that they 

were unfeelingly burst apart in a matter of weeks by a scrap of 

protein about one-tenth the width of the edge of a piece of tissue 

paper.  This pandemic has exposed undeniably the inequity between 

peoples.  It has exposed things we choose to do, parts of our lives, 

that turned out to be more fragile than what we thought and not as 

essential as we first believed.   

The pandemic has also exposed something else.  Something 

wonderful.  Our greatest capacity to be infected by the Holy Spirit.  

2000 years ago, on that first day of Pentecost, the Holy Three in One, 



sent the person of the Holy Spirt to descend upon, and fill to the 

brim, the apostles with the Spirits power casting out their fear, their 

confusion, disbelief, anxiousness, their grief and weariness (some of 

the things some of us too have felt of late).  The Spirit came, 

overpowered all this, and broke the quiet with voices speaking good 

things about God in different languages.  Some there saw this and 

said the apostles were drunk with ‘new wine’ but Peter slams the 

haters saying ‘Don’t you know what’s happening!  These things have 

happened for a reason.  Jesus was not sent into the world so that he 

could be crucified, and then everyone go back to their daily lives, no.  

Jesus was sent to shake up the oppressors and the political, social, 

and economic systems that the Roman occupation used to terrorise 

Palestine/Israel, and who through his death and resurrection offered 

forgiveness and oneness with God. Peter said ‘it is time to build the 

Church’, to take up the baton of Jesus’ mission. Those who heard 

Peter were baptised, and on that day 3000 people joined the Jesus-

movement.  The beginnings of the Church.  The one and the same we 

have been baptised into, ignited by the Spirit all those years ago, and 

who is forever fanning the flames. 

The Spirit is never confined, never in lockdown, never isolated.  Just 

as the Spirit entered into and stirred up the lives of the disciples and 

many others 2000 years ago, installing in them voice to proclaim the 

good news that ‘Jesus is Lord’, this same Spirit moves and spills all 

over the place today, here and now, overpowering the quiet, hidden, 

distracting things in our lives with the swirl of wind, tossing stuff 

outside and laying bare our structures, our monuments, exposing 

them and revealing akin new pathways, new possibilities, new space, 

time, and energy, enabling us to see and feel what God is doing in 

fresh ways.       

So, as we begin to pick up the pieces of what has been strewn across 

the floor and enter this dance between what to keep and what to 

toss, between new opportunities and old comforts, between what 



needs redemption and what has been blessed, hold each up to the 

light of Christ, one strewn puzzle piece at a time, and listen for the 

voice of Spirit, our advocate and guide.  The Spirit will never leave 

you.  The Spirit will help you, will help us, rebuild ourselves and our 

church anew, into something that reflects holy equality, authenticity, 

and community.  The world needs the Church, let’s be the gift we are 

forever meant to be. 

Amen. 

 


