A Slice of the Kingdom

Six days with Brake the Cycle of Poverty gave me a brief look at the Kingdom.  It is a travel into the shady darkness only to emerge into the glaring sun.  It is rainy and damp and then sunny and dry.  It is the experience of mass with Fr. John Pesci and repeating his instruction that the Glory of God is the Human Person Fully Alive (St. Iraneus).  It is plans that do not go the way we planned but result in something even better.  It is the meeting of the Priscilla’s and the Pat’s and all those trying to make life just a little better for others and the way they glow when they tell us about their work.  It is the urging to go meet the clients and learn their stories even when you’re not so comfortable doing that.  It is my encounter with Fred who was so happy to have a modest mobile home, a kitchen in which to process his collected, discarded metals and his good relationships with the local police who “protect” him when he is stopped from trying to make a living.  He stated, “I am so lucky” as I made it out of poverty at age 48. It is the gentleman at House of Bread handing out his wedding invitations to his friends. …the hope and community expressed there.   It is being picked up from our crash on route 4, ice ready and comfort beginning.  It is the support you’re given to get back on your bike even when you hurt all over.  It is the hospitality of people feeding and sheltering us all along the way – not because they have to but because they want to.  It is the young people we met who are so eager to plan for their adult lives and already are seeking God in their plans.  It is the labyrinth at Holy Family and the experience of emptying ourselves and then allowing God to enter that space.  It is all who gave up 6 days of their life to drive support vans, wash our clothes and minister to us in so many ways.  It is the experience of riding in the back, struggling and laughing at the same time.  It is all the surprises along the way…waterfalls, birds, Bishop Peter at House of Bread, former colleagues who end up at our talks.  It feels like the threads of my life pulling together.  It was the press conference at the capitol so mighty with the backdrop of the building and so powerless with the lack of attendance.  Fine people spoke and gave such important messages but there were few to hear it.  Poverty is not a popular topic as who wants to think or talk about the” have nots”. It is also about relationship within a group of eclectic individuals who are able to come together into a single line for justice for the poor.  Each has his or her own set of gifts that contribute to the whole and no one person has it all. It is clear that we need to be in community to do the work of God.  And so it is that I was given a glimpse of the Kingdom of God.  I feel privileged, humbled and inspired to move beyond myself into whatever space God wants.   Much appreciation to those who touched me this week and hopefully to those I might have touched.    Claire

