
The Mystery Which Is Christ in You 
 

Over the years through study of Scripture, reflection on the experiences of others, and 

now from my own experiences I am beginning to learn what happens when we call on 

God to come to us, to enter us body and soul, to fill us, to heal us in all our broken places 

– how streams of living water flow from within us, how we are washed over and over 

again in the loving presence of God, and how we can now feel deep soul joy, free at last, 

one with God, God’s love pouring into us and joy and vitality pouring out of us. And 

Scripture says this over and over and over in all sorts of different texts and in all sorts of 

different ways. We can, for instance, be filled to the measure of all the fullness of God 

(Ephesians 3:14-21) so that when we quit being so obsessively individual, we end up 

penetrating the whole world.  Slowly, bit by bit, then more and more. We end up 

expanding into all that is and being filled to the measure of all the fullness of God.  

 

Now having some sense of this, we are ready to hear what Paul says in his letter to the 

Colossians, in 1:24-29. Now I’m going to keep it very simple. Colossians is an amazing 

letter, and a whole lot is going on in  it. For one thing Paul is challenging the very 

foundation of the Roman Empire. So he speaks of Christ, not Caesar, being the image of 

the invisible God; he would go on to say that it is in Christ, not Caesar, that all things 

hold together (1:15-20), that in Christ all the fullness of the Deity lives in bodily form 

(2:9). But then he says the most amazing thing. He reveals a “mystery,” he says, by 

which he means a “secret” – in our text, verse 26, a “mystery that has been kept hidden 

for ages and generations, but is now disclosed.” He says the truth that unlocks life in our 

universe, the secret, the key to understanding the mystery now revealed, is “Christ in you, 

the hope of glory” (in verse 27).   

 

What life is all about, he says, is Christ in you, the hope of glory, this mystery, this secret, 

this way, this often never-considered way, Christ’s life relived in people, just ordinary 

people like you and me. It doesn’t come down, Paul says, to fine-sounding arguments. In 

fact, Paul says, do not be deceived by those. It doesn’t come down to complicated 

systems of doctrine or a complicated code of conduct. It comes down to Christ in you,      

this person, this story, relived in you and me. And wasn’t this what Jesus was saying all 

the time?  “If you follow me … .” 

 

So it’s me empty, my ego crucified, and his life pours into me. And it’s not complicated 

arguments on right to life, sexual preference, war and peace, forms of baptism, 

understandings of communion, the inspiration of Scripture, kinds of music, and on and 

on. You know, there are truths in here that matter; it’s just this isn’t the way. It’s not all 

these things that divide and demoralize people, that distract people from higher and 

deeper truths. It’s not all this noise that keep us from hearing the still small voice of God 

in our souls.   

 

It’s me, struggling though I am, when someone is caught dead in sin, publicly shamed 

and exposed, others in a feeding frenzy devouring them, taking that person’s side, 

challenging his or her accusers, listening, counseling but not condemning. It’s me, 

struggling but not so worried about where I will sleep tonight, or the kind of house I live 



in, or the car I drive, or how I will excel or even how I will come across to others. It’s 

me, struggling but reaching out to the most difficult person in my life, forgiving them, 

loving them, recognizing our common humanity – that we dream so many of the same 

dreams, that we hurt in so many of the same ways, that we struggle with so many of the 

same things. It’s reaching out even to those who may wish to hurt me, because I know 

that they do this not because they are malicious but because they are in some sense 

crippled and blind.   

 

It’s me, struggling but seeking to understand people who are not like me at all: a 

Palestinian woman at a well in a refugee camp, a teenager from the other side of town, a 

high-powered stock trader who makes fabulous wealth in ways I can’t make sense of, a 

political candidate or a talk-show host who at first scares me. It’s me, struggling but 

opening my life up to a teenage girl in a crisis pregnancy, not judging her, not preaching 

at her, just being there until she knows that I will be there to the end. It’s me putting my 

life on the line for others, living for others, so that I am truly open to those God puts in 

front of me. It’s me willing to invest as much of my life force and my time and my 

resources in making peace as others do in making war, whether others understand this or 

not, and still loving those who do not understand.   

 

It’s me? No, it’s Christ in me. On my own I can’t do any of these things. So it’s Christ in 

me, the hope of glory. This, this is the secret to unlocking the mystery of life. Paul in the 

Colossian letter is saying that the secret to life, to freedom, to joy, even euphoria, to love, 

is Christ in you, this story, this person, this mind, this life, this heart taken inside each of 

us. It’s Christ in you, the hope of glory, Paul says. The hope of glory! 

 

Imagine a person, a single person, who learns to love even his enemies, who applauds 

faith wherever he finds it, who shelters the homeless, who absorbs the anger of others and 

in so doing turns evil back on itself, who loses his own obsession with self, who 

overcomes his ego, who lives simply so that he can give generously, who trusts God in all 

circumstances, who puts his life on the line for others, Christ in that person, the hope of 

glory. Now imagine a second such person, and a third, then others, then hundreds, then 

thousands. Imagine a world coming together. Imagine the saving of the world. 

 

May Christ dwell in your heart through faith. May you be rooted and established in love. 

May you have power to grasp how wide and long and high and deep is the love of Christ 

so that you may be filled to the measure of all the fullness of God. Or in the words of a 

timeless prayer attributed to St. Patrick of Ireland, it’s  

 

CHRIST be with me, 

  Christ within me, 

Christ behind me, 

   Christ before me, 

Christ beside me, 

   Christ to win me, 

Christ to comfort 

   And restore me, 



Christ beneath me, 

  Christ above me, 

Christ in quiet, 

   Christ in danger, 

Christ in hearts of 

   All that love me, 

Christ in mouth of 

   Friend and stranger. 

 

It’s Christ in you, the hope of glory. 

 – Dale Pauls 

 

 

 

 

 

 


