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Grace, mercy, and peace be unto you from God our Father and the Lord Jesus 
Christ. Amen. 
 

I descended a rocky path to reach it, loose stone underfoot, and ducked 
through a doorway into one room. No window let in more than a seam of 
daylight. The floor was cold, hard dirt, packed down by years of bare feet. A wire 
ran along the wall like something borrowed from an extension cord, and at the 
end of it hung a single socket and a bare bulb, the only light in the house. Flies 
moved through the room without hurry, entirely at home there. Four children 
slept on that dirt floor every night; their parents slept above them, on a platform 
built up off the ground. In the back stood a loom, where the father worked after 
hours to make extra income to support the family. A teenage daughter was 
learning to weave the white, embroidered cloth her people have made for 
generations. Outside, more children had gathered from the other houses to see 
us: barefoot, noses running, faces open, grinning as though something 
wonderful were about to happen. 
There was nothing in that room I would call security. And that Sunday, in a 
church not far down that same rocky road, the singing was loud enough to 
shake the tin roof, and the room was packed with children. 
 

THE ROOM WE BUILT FOR OURSELVES 

We do not live in that room. Our floors keep out the flies. Our wiring is inspected 
and boxed behind drywall. We have more light than we know what to do with, 
and more security than that family will ever hold in their hands: locks, 
insurance, savings, plans for the worst happening. We have spent generations 
building exactly what that family does not have. 
By our own accounting, that should have been enough. Give people safety, 
plenty, and free time, and surely they will fill the pews and bring their children. 
Instead we are the ones sending letters and making phone calls to get families 



through the door, while that dirt floor room sits down the road from a church 
too full to hold everyone who wants to sing. Paul knew a far worse 
circumstance than ours: real chains, a real cell, Roman soldiers standing guard 
day and night over a message they had every reason to want silenced. This is 
what he tells the Philippians about it. 
 

I want you to know, brothers, that what has happened to me has really served 
to advance the gospel, so that it has become known throughout the whole 
imperial guard and to all the rest that my imprisonment is for Christ. 
Philippians 1:12-13 
 

We have wanted the opposite arrangement to be true: comfort producing 
devotion, ease producing faith, plenty producing children in the pews. 
Scripture has never once promised us that arrangement. We have built a room 
with a far better floor, and far less fruit to show for it. 
 

MORE WIRES THAN WE CAN COUNT 

Press it further, though. This is not only a problem of empty pews, but of what 
we have quietly decided counts as gain. We have more wires than we can 
count: careers, comfort, our children's calendars, the retirement we are 
counting on. Not one is evil in itself, but we have let each one carry a portion of 
the current that belongs to Christ alone, and on the Sunday one of those wires 
calls the loudest, we let it win. We assumed abundance would produce 
devotion, and hardship would crush it long before it produced children singing 
loud enough to shake a tin roof. The Lord has told us plainly why that 
assumption keeps failing us. 
 

For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways, declares 
the LORD. For as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher 
than your ways and my thoughts than your thoughts. 
Isaiah 55:8-9 
 

We were wrong to assume plenty guarantees faith, and we are wrong still 
whenever we tell ourselves that a better program or a more convenient hour 



will finally fill the pews. God's thoughts are not our thoughts. We built our whole 
strategy on an assumption he never made. 
 

THE LIGHT NO GRAVE COULD HOLD 

Paul was not confident because his circumstances had turned in his favor. He 
wrote this whole letter from inside chains. His confidence lay somewhere else 
entirely. 
 

as it is my eager expectation and hope that I will not be at all ashamed, but that 
with full courage now as always Christ will be honored in my body, whether by 
life or by death. For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain. 
Philippians 1:20-21 
 

Christ himself was confined first, sealed behind a stone in a room darker and 
smaller than any hut on that rocky path, with no wire, no window, no light 
reaching him there. But that room could not hold what it had been given to hold. 
On the third day Christ rose, carrying life into a tomb that by every human 
account should have kept him forever. His resurrection did not wait for 
favorable conditions. He did not need a better floor, a working light, or an 
audience ready to receive him. He simply rose, because death had no claim 
strong enough to hold the Son of God. 
Because he has already lived, died, and been raised for you, your 
circumstances do not carry the final word over you either. Whether your 
Sunday looks like a packed room under one bare bulb or a comfortable room 
half full, Christ has already claimed you in your baptism. He is not waiting on 
your circumstances to improve before he calls you his own. The light he has 
given you is not wired to anything a wall, a schedule, or a bank account can cut. 

THREAD BY THREAD 

That daughter at her weaving was not making anything all at once. Thread by 
thread, in a room with one bulb and a dirt floor, she was being taught to weave 
something whole and lasting at a pace no one could rush. The Spirit is doing 
the same patient work in us, whatever room we sit in. Paul tells us what that 
weaving looks like from the outside. 
 



Only let your manner of life be worthy of the gospel of Christ, so that whether I 
come and see you or am absent, I may hear of you that you are standing firm in 
one spirit, with one mind striving side by side for the faith of the gospel. 
Philippians 1:27 
 

We stand firm together the way that church stood together under one bare 
bulb, singing loud enough that it did not matter what the walls were made of. 
Paul goes further still, into territory most of us would rather skip. 
 

For it has been granted to you that for the sake of Christ you should not only 
believe in him but also suffer for his sake, engaged in the same conflict that you 
saw I had and now hear that I still have. 
Philippians 1:29-30 
 

It has been granted to us, the same word used for grace itself, not only to 
believe, but also to carry whatever it costs to keep gathering, keep bringing our 
children, keep singing when the room is not yet full. I do not know what our own 
faith is plugged into on a Sunday when something else calls louder. But I know 
what it is meant to be plugged into, and I know he has already secured us to 
himself: not the room, not the wiring, not the floor, but Christ, present then in 
a Roman cell, present now in whatever room holds you this morning. Amen. 


