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 This morning we begin a new chapter of sorts as we shift to the book of Acts. Acts, as you may know, is 

the sequel to the gospel of Luke, and is believed to have been written by the same person. Our text meets us at 

the beginning of Acts, verse one of chapter one. This section doesn’t get a lot of attention. It is often overlooked 

as simply the warm-up act for the Holy Spirit’s wind and light show on Pentecost, and it is far less dramatic 

than the Apostle Paul’s encounter on the Damascus Road. And yet, there is something here for us, especially in 

this season. [Read Acts 1:1-14] 

 One would think that the ascension would be a bit more exciting, a bit more dramatic. Unlike the Holy 

Spirit’s grand entrance in the next chapter, we are simply told that Jesus is lifted up mid-conversation and that a 

cloud hides him from sight. But first Jesus has a few instructions and the disciples have questions. He wants 

them to stay put in Jerusalem and wait for the Holy Spirit. They want to know if he is going to restore the 

kingdom of Israel. I feel a little bit like I am overhearing two different conversations. Jesus is telling them what 

they will soon be doing. They want to know if he is going to do the one thing they have been waiting for him to 

do. They are asking old questions while Jesus is casting new visions and calling them to wait.  

 I confess I would be doing exactly the same thing. I confess I am actually doing exactly the same thing, 

right now. “Are we there yet, Jesus?” It probably does not come as much of a surprise that I am not all that good 

at waiting. On occasion, a present will arrive in the mail from a friend a few days ahead of my birthday. My 

impulse is to rip into it right away. The first time I called her to thank her, she teasingly replied, “But it isn’t 

your birthday yet!” Ooops. But waiting is the word of the day, or decade maybe. We are being called to wait, to 

help flatten the curve, to keep everyone as safe as possible, and to lessen the strain on hospitals and medical 

staffs. Some of us are content to savor the quiet, but many of us are tired of waiting. Many of us have a deep, 

visceral longing to get back to normal. 

 I mentioned to one of you this past week that my weekly visit to the church is odd. I finally found a 

name for the sensation I feel when I see the worship bags hanging on their rack and the prayer shawls lovingly 

draped on theirs. I feel homesick, much as I did the first time I went away to camp. I miss all the familiar things 



I have come to associate with that place, the sights and sounds of a bustling Wednesday evening as well as 

those on a full Sunday morning and the steady hum of the days in between. As another pastor said this week 

about her church building, it even smells empty. And so I find myself impatiently tapping my foot as I long to 

greet you in the hallway carrying my ridiculously large coffee mug and in the narthex with my post-it covered 

bulletin. And yet, my calling, our calling in this season is to wait, not unlike the eleven in Jerusalem. 

 And a big part of their waiting—and ours—is time and space for prayer, reflection, and listening for 

what comes next, because I am convinced that what comes next is not a carbon copy of what came before. Yes, 

we will hug and sing and high-five again, but I believe the church will be—and maybe should be—changed by 

this season. And yet, I do not know what that means yet. No human being does. And that is ok. Because my 

job—no matter how hard I fight it—is not to figure it all out and get it all planned. My job, our job it seems is to 

wait and pray and ask questions and listen and pay attention and pray some more about what comes next, about 

what God wants to come next for the church and for the world. 

 We know what happens in the next chapter in Acts, and we know when it happens, but this morning I 

find great comfort in remembering that the eleven do not know the what or the when. They watch as Jesus is 

lifted from their sight, they get a bit stuck staring at the sky, but after the prompting of the two men in white, 

they go back to that room in Jerusalem to wait. 

Their waiting resonates with me, because we are waiting, too. But I do not wait well. I am not one who 

walks around in a constant state of Zen. I would rather do, and I feel like I am supposed to do, supposed to fix, 

supposed to figure it all out yesterday. I am fairly certain that I am in good company. But what if there is an 

invitation in this moment? Because this moment is different from the biblical one. God could send the Holy 

Spirit at any time, but I imagine the waiting is intentional on God’s part. Maybe they need to catch their breath 

after saying goodbye to Jesus again. Maybe they need to pause and worship and let the dust from the previous 

few weeks settle a bit. Maybe they just need to rest. Maybe it matters that there is some breathing room between 

Christ’s ascension and the Holy Spirit’s arrival. It is a lot to take in after all. So there seems to be something 

intentional in God’s timing in the text.  



I am not comfortable making the same claim about our present moment. I do not think God sent the 

Corona virus to teach us a lesson. In fact, I do not believe that God sent the virus at all. Knowing that the most 

vulnerable are suffering and dying at higher rates than those of us who are able to work from home, have a safe 

place to shelter and enough food to eat makes me fairly certain that God is not in the virus sending business. I 

do not imagine that God is wagging the divine finger and tapping the divine foot waiting for us to learn our 

lesson, virtually or otherwise. I do believe God is weeping with the suffering and the dying. I believe God is 

encouraging those who are working to help and to heal. And I do believe God is very much right in the midst of 

all of this. I believe God could be inviting the church to consider who we are called to be and where we are 

called to be both now and in the season to come. Like those gathered back in that upper room in Jerusalem, 

could we be learning what it means to be a community more attuned to God’s calling? Could we become a 

people who listen for what breaks God’s heart in the world and in our own backyard, a people who can no 

longer turn away from the ways the elderly, the poor, and others on the margins are left exposed and exploited 

when the safety nets do not and cannot hold? What else might God be calling us to hear or see together? 

In his looking at this text and wondering aloud about those gathered in that room, scholar Matt Skinner 

writes: 

I like to think that in this waiting they learn, or begin to learn, that they are to be a responsive 

community, a community that waits upon God to initiate….The waiting has an active quality to it…In 

their waiting they obey Jesus’ recent commands; but, even more, they also express a readiness for the 

wild stuff yet to come. The waiting period conditions them to be attentive to God, so that they might 

respond when the time is right.1 

How am I, how are we being conditioned to be attentive right now? How are we being readied for the wild stuff 

yet to come our way? Is the next chapter one we are simply supposed to dread, or could we be on the cusp of a 

journey of faith and faithfulness we hadn’t dreamed of before? We spent the season of Lent trying to imagine 

what God might be calling us to be and do in Jesus Christ. That imagination does not have to be set aside like 

last week’s lilies. Perhaps that imagination can open windows we hadn’t even noticed yet. 

                                                           
1 http://www.workingpreacher.org/preaching.aspx?commentary_id=884 as cited by the Rev. Shannon Kershner in her paper for the Well, 2015 

http://www.workingpreacher.org/preaching.aspx?commentary_id=884


 But what if the waiting is not simply in service of what comes next. What if the waiting is what’s next, 

at least for now? Jesus tells the disciples, “You will be my witnesses in Jerusalem, in all Judea and Samaria, and 

to the end of the earth.”2 Yes, he speaks of the Holy Spirit’s sending them to share the Good News close by and 

far away, but first he sends them back to Jerusalem to wait. He sends them to wait and trust and listen. And they 

do. What if their witnessing begins in their waiting? They are not tugged by the urgency of confronting Rome or 

insisting on their own time frames or plans. They are faithful in their waiting. They are pointing beyond 

themselves to the one who has called them to wait, the one who has proven worthy of their trust, the one who 

has promised to guide them every step of the way.  

 A friend invited me to join a group on Facebook called “The View from My Window.” The idea is 

stunningly simple. Each member is invited to submit a photo taken from inside his or her house or apartment or 

houseboat. Some are stunningly beautiful. Others are amazingly ordinary. But all of the photos have captured 

my imagination in a way I would not have predicted. There is a surprisingly strong connection between the 

person who shared the incredible view from Dubai and the person who shared the photo of his street in Nigeria 

and the postcard worthy shot of Lake Como and the familiar shot of a suburban driveway in Idaho Falls. And 

they and we are all looking out, pausing and seeing things from another’s point of view, and waiting together.  

 There are some who insist that we are called to gather in our sanctuaries in order to make grand, bold, 

and public displays of our faith and our faithfulness. They insist that by staying home our witness somehow 

suffers. What if the opposite is in fact true? What if our waiting is the very witness we are called to offer in this 

moment? The time will come to go out and share and tell what we know, but for now, I wonder if our greatest 

act of faithfulness, our deepest and most compelling witness is not in our loud shouting or brash insisting, but in 

our waiting, in our trusting, in our praying and listening for the God who meets us here. Our way out does not 

hinge on our doing everything our way. Our future rests in the faithful hands and heart of the God who walks 

alongside us, the God who asks us to wait and trust and listen and watch, the God who is at work even now 

helping us shape a future filled with grace, love, hope, and justice, not only for us but for all. 

 In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

                                                           
2 Acts 1:8, CEB 


