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It was one of those in-between evenings. Not quite day, not 

yet night. The light softened the edges of things so that you 

could not quite tell what was ending and what was 

beginning.  

We were sitting at a kitchen table. Not a grand table with 

carved legs and history pressed into its wood. Just a table. 

Bread crumbs. A cup with a crack in it. Someone’s elbow 

resting where it always rests.  

The ordinary holiness of people who have eaten together 

long enough to know each other’s silences. And there was a 

feeling in the room that no one wanted to name. Because if 

you name it, it becomes real. And if it becomes real, then 

you have to live with it. 

Jesus was talking, but not like before. Not in parables that 

left us arguing on the road. Not in bold proclamations that 

stirred the crowds. This was quieter. Closer.  

It felt like someone trying to say goodbye without using 

the word goodbye. “If you love me, you will keep my 

commandments.” It lands strangely, does it not?  

It sounds, at first hearing, like a condition. Like a test. Like 

something that could be measured or failed. If you love 

me, prove it. But that is not how it felt in the room. It did 
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not feel like a demand. It felt like a remembering, as 

though Jesus was saying, You already know what love 

looks like. You have seen it. You have lived it. Do not forget 

it when things fall apart. 

And things were about to fall apart. We like to imagine 

that the disciples were steady, faithful, unwavering. But 

that night they were confused and afraid, trying to track a 

future that made no sense. The one who had been their 

centre was speaking as though he was about to disappear.  

We know this feeling, not in theory but in our bodies. It 

comes when something or someone that held your life 

together begins to loosen its grip. A diagnosis. A 

conversation that changes everything. A relationship that 

does not turn out the way you thought it would. A church 

council that no longer speaks the same language of trust. A 

future that once felt clear now feels like fog. 

In that space, we reach for something solid. Rules. 

Certainty. Control. Tell me what to do, Jesus. Tell me how 

to get this right. Tell me how to hold on.  

And Jesus says something almost unbearably gentle. “I 

will ask the Father, and he will give you another Advocate, 

to be with you forever.”  

Another. Which means they had already known one. Jesus 

himself had been that presence among them, the one who 

stood with them, spoke for them, held them when they 
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were unraveling. And now he says that presence will not 

end. It will change. 

The word is Advocate. In Greek, Paraclete. It does not 

translate cleanly. It means comforter, counsellor, helper, 

the one who comes alongside. The one who does not take 

over your life, but refuses to leave you alone in it.  

And this is where we struggle. Because we do not just want 

presence. We want solutions. We do not just want 

companionship. We want clarity.  

We want the Spirit to fix things, resolve things, make the 

path obvious and straight. But Jesus does not promise 

that. He promises presence. 

“And this is the Spirit of truth, whom the world cannot 

receive, because it neither sees him nor knows him.”  

Truth here is not a list of correct ideas or a doctrinal 

checklist. It is something more intimate.  

Truth is what holds when everything else falls apart. Truth 

is what remains when illusions are stripped away. Truth is 

what you discover when you are honest enough to say, I do 

not know who I am anymore.  

The Spirit does not hand you that truth like a textbook. 

The Spirit sits with you in the unknowing, whispers in the 

dark, nudges with a gentle insistence. Stay here. Listen. 

You are not abandoned. 
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Jesus says, “You know him, because he abides with you, 

and he will be in you.” Not above you. Not beyond you. In 

you.  

This is both beautiful and annoyingly inconvenient. It 

means the sacred is not somewhere else. Not locked in a 

building. Not confined to a moment of worship. Not 

dependent on having everything together.  

The sacred is within, moving and breathing, sometimes 

hidden beneath anxiety or anger or exhaustion, but still 

there, still speaking, still alive. 

“I will not leave you orphaned.” There it is, the fear 

beneath all the other fears. Not just that things will 

change, but that we will be left alone in the change. That 

we will become untethered, unheld, unseen. Jesus names 

it directly. I will not leave you orphaned.  

This suggests the disciples already felt that possibility, that 

ache. And maybe you know it too, that quiet suspicion that 

at the end of the day you are on your own, that you have to 

figure this out by yourself, that even God might be distant, 

polite, watching from afar.  

But Jesus refuses that story. “I am coming to you.” 

Not someday, not only at the end of time, but in the 

unfolding of your life. In the conversation that surprises 

you. In the courage you did not know you had.  
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In the moment you choose not to harden your heart. In the 

breath you take when everything in you wants to shut 

down.  

“I am coming to you.” “In a little while the world will no 

longer see me, but you will see me; because I live, you also 

will live.”  

This is not about eyesight. It is about recognition, about 

learning to see presence where others see absence, to 

notice life where others assume there is none, to trust that 

something is moving even when it cannot be measured. 

This way of seeing takes practice. It takes patience. It takes 

a willingness to sit in ambiguity without rushing to close it. 

It takes what the great Irish theologian and poet Pádraig Ó 

Tuama might call a “friendship with the unknown.”  

And perhaps that is where love and commandments meet. 

“If you love me, you will keep my commandments.” Not as 

a test, but as a way of staying awake.  

The commandments of Jesus are not abstract. They are 

embodied. Feed. Forgive. Welcome. Tell the truth. Refuse 

violence. Stay. Notice. Love. Not perfectly or heroically, 

but honestly and faithfully. 

When we do this, something shifts. “On that day you will 

know that I am in my Father, and you in me, and I in you.”  
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It is a collapsing of distance, a refusal of separation, a 

declaration that the life of God is intertwined with your 

own. You in me. I in you.  

And suddenly, the question is no longer, How do I hold 

onto God? Instead it becomes, What if God is already 

holding onto me? What if the Spirit is already present in 

the very places I have dismissed as empty? What if love is 

already at work in me, even when I feel lost? 

Then Jesus says, “They who have my commandments and 

keep them are those who love me, and I will love them and 

reveal myself to them.”  

Reveal, not prove or argue. Reveal.  

The knowing of God is not something we achieve. It is 

something we receive, often slowly and quietly, often in 

ways we almost miss. A conversation. A moment of clarity. 

A surprising sense of peace. A refusal to give up on 

someone. A glimpse of beauty in a day that felt heavy.  

These may seem small, but this is how the Spirit works. 

Not always in spectacle, but in presence. Not always in 

certainty, but in companionship. Not always in answers, 

but in a steady abiding. 

So the invitation of this text is not to strive harder or prove 

our love or get everything right. The invitation is to notice. 

To notice where the Advocate is already at work.  
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To notice where truth is gently surfacing. To notice where 

we are being invited to love, even in small ways. And to 

trust, even when it feels fragile, that we are not alone. That 

we are not orphaned. That the life of God is closer than our 

own breath. 

And that, somehow, in ways we do not yet fully 

understand, because Christ lives, we too will live. Not 

perfectly. Not without struggle. But truly. Deeply. 

Together. 

Amen. 
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