
Day 17 
 
 
After Jesus and his disciples arrived in Capernaum, the collectors of the two-drachma 
temple tax came to Peter and asked, “Doesn’t your teacher pay the temple tax?” 

- Matthew 17.24 
 
Today's chapter starts with the supernatural transfiguration of Jesus and ends with the 
painfully natural paying of taxes, a strikingly similar tension we find ourselves in at the 
moment.  
 
I was privileged to spend time in our new auditorium on Sunday, watching as wave 
after wave of people moved through the building, stopping to worship together in our 
amazing new venue, and then one after another, go forward to give one final offering. 
Then, as the day drew to a close, I was once again privileged to be part of a handful of 
people who counted the final offering and watched in awe as we crossed the finish 
line, ending our building project in reverent awe at what God had done before our very 
eyes. 
 
I was there when two young parents brought their four-year-old with her piggy bank, 
because she also wanted to be a part of what God was doing, and I was there when a 
box was opened with pure gold Kruger Rands, and the room fell silent. Rory was right. 
This wasn’t a financial journey, it was a spiritual journey, and the presence of God was 
tangible in that room. So when I read how Jesus had transfigured on the mountain as 
his disciples stood in awe, in a small way I could imagine what it was like, because 
Sunday had been so breathtakingly supernatural. 
 
But then came Monday. Taxes needed to be paid and taxis needed to be dodged. 
Exams needed to be written and emails needed to be responded to. Jesus came down 
the mountain and had taxes to pay too! 
 
What challenged me about this moment was that Jesus took the supernatural into the 
natural. The catching of the fish with a coin in its mouth wasn’t so that he could make 
the front page of the Jerusalem Journal, but so that he could pay taxes. Jesus takes 
Sunday into his Monday. Will I? Having sacrificed so much for so long, there is the 
temptation to keep the supernatural to myself, my family, my community, my Sunday. 
But I believe God is leaning in on my Sunday experiences and inviting me to let them 
leak into Monday. 
 
We have a gardener who has been trying to get home to Malawi for a few years, and 
with lockdown, his lift has now been canceled and it may take another year before he 
gets to see his family again. Or I can help pay for a plane ticket and let Sunday leak 
into Monday. It's so unspectacular in its earthiness, but we so quickly bottle up our 
loving the Lord our God, that we fail to love our neighbour as ourselves. Monday 
doesn't get to experience Sunday. 
 
The disciples didn’t seem to get this either. They were firmly rooted on the mountain, 
waiting for another transfiguration, which is why chapter 18 starts with infighting over 
who among them was the greatest. Jesus’ answer? Five simple parables on how we 
are to take our Sundays into Mondays. 


