
 

 

My Sermon from last Sunday May 24, 2020 ‘Ascension Sunday’  ~  “Waiting For God . . .” 

 

I speak to you in the name of the ascended Christ.  Amen. 

 

If you were to name some of the great festivals in the Christian Church, which ones would you name? 

 

Probably Christmas, then Easter, then Pentecost.  What about “Ascension”?  The season of Easter is 

50 days long and it is marked by a significant festival 10 days before the end of Eastertide.  That is 

Ascension.  It always takes place on a Thursday, 10 days before the end of the Easter season on the 

Day of Pentecost.   

 

Just 3 days ago, on May 21, 2020, we 

celebrated the Ascension of Christ.  And 

yes, that is another great festival in the 

church.  The Ascension of Christ took place 

40 days after the resurrection, when Jesus 

ascended into heaven to be with God, and 

to rule with glory and with power.   

 

There is good news in the Ascension.  

The Gospel of Luke records that Jesus 

“withdrew from them and was carried up into heaven.”  (Luke 24:51).  Ascension shows that heaven 

is a real place! 

 

In our Christian calendar, we remember Christ’s Ascension each and every year.  It marks the time 

when the followers of Jesus stopped seeing, speaking with and eating with the risen Christ.  Those 

days ended forever.  No more shore lunches on the beach on the Sea of Galilee.  No more 

conversations with Thomas in the upper room in Jerusalem.  No more dialogues and breaking of 

bread with the couple from Emmaus.  Those days were over. 

 

In the Apostles’ Creed, we say this significant event very quickly and without any separation: 

 

“The third day he rose again from the dead.”   

 

And then without a pause or any mention of the 40 days of post-resurrection appearances, the next 

line in the Apostles Creed is: 

 

“He ascended into heaven.” 

 

To do what? 

 



 

“And is seated at the right hand of God the Father Almighty.” 

 

What happened is very significant for Christians.  Jesus is Lord.  And Jesus is one with God.   

 

Just before his Ascension into heaven, Jesus told his followers to wait and to stay together in the 

upper room in Jerusalem until the power of the Holy Spirit comes to them.  We know that this will 

happen in just 10 days times but the disciples had no idea when they would be, in the words of Jesus, 

“clothed with power from on high.”  (Luke 24: 49) 

 

The risen Christ tells them to wait for signs of his presence.  It is difficult to wait, even when we 

know the outcome  ~  the end of exams, the beginning of a trip (in the good old days before 

COVID-19).  It is so much harder to wait when we don’t know when something will happen.  When 

will COVID-19 end?  When will we have a vaccine?  When can we start travelling again? 

 

Waiting for God, waiting for signs of the presence of God is not always easy.  The risen Christ would 

never be seen again in the flesh.  Those days were over and that must have been very difficult for the 

followers of Jesus.  Was he lost to them forever?  Would they ever find him again? 

 

Here is what the English theologian and priest of the 1800’s, John Henry Newman, said in a sermon 

about the Ascension and about what it meant: 

 

“We have lost Christ and we have found him.  We see him not.  Yet we discern him.” 

 

Jouni has told me the story of saying good-bye to his grandparents in Finland.  It was June 1953.  

Jouni was 5 years old and he was getting ready to travel to Canada, along with his parents, two 

sisters and one brother.  He said good-bye to his grandparents and even as a five year old, he knew 

that it was a momentous farewell and that he would probably never see them again in the flesh.  

Travel was very expensive in the 50’s.  Little Jouni never did see them again.  But he had signs of 

their presence in a new way.  They sent letters and cards, and one wonderful year, they sent an 

audio tape of their voices.  That tape was so precious to the Kraft family that they still have it today.  

They would listen to it over and over again.  When the family could afford to travel back to Finland 

nearly 25 years later, the grandparents had all died.  But the family visited their graves and the places 

where they lived and worked and worshipped. 

 

Waiting for news from home was not easy for the family but they had their deep Christian faith which 

carried them through the tough times.  

 

There is a story of a man who was 

caught in a dangerous flood in his 

community.  Everyone had left their 

homes except this man.  He went up 

to his roof and started to pray and 

to wait for God . . .  “Please Lord, I 

am waiting for you to come and 

rescue me.”  As the waters got 

higher, the man prayed harder.  

Then, a small dinghy came by and 

the man in this little boat offered to 

rescue the man. “Come get into my 

boat.  I can save you.”  The man on the roof said, “No thank you.  I am waiting for God.”  So the 

man in the dinghy left.  About 15 minutes later, a power boat came by and the driver on the boat 



said, “Please come to me.  The water is almost at your roof.  You will drown and I have life jackets.”  

The man on the roof said, “No thank you.  I am waiting for God to come and save me.”  The boat 

driver shrugged her shoulders and pleaded with him to come into her boat.  Eventually she gave up 

and left.  Then half an hour later, a helicopter flew over the house and let down a rope ladder and 

called out to the man.  “We are here to save you.  Grab the rope and climb up the ladder.”  Once 

again, the man said, “I am waiting for God.”  And he kept praying as the helicopter flew away.  You 

can guess what happened.  The waters got higher and higher and the 

 

man drowned.  When he arrived in heaven, he was met by God and he cried out to God, “I prayed 

so hard.  I waited so long. Why didn’t you rescue me?”  God replied, “But I tried 3 times.  First, I 

sent a little dinghy and you wouldn’t take that.  Then, I sent a powerboat and you wouldn’t take 

that.  Finally, I sent a helicopter and you still said no.” 

 

Sometimes when we are waiting for God, we are expecting something supernatural to happen.  

Something larger than life.  But often God appears to us in daily grace notes of life, small moments 

that we need to be alert to, to discern, and to pay attention to. 

 

When we wait for God, we are 

obedient to God.  We are 

practicing spiritual disciplines that 

will teach us patience.  We learn 

to see the world in a whole new 

way.  I am deeply moved by your 

light and by your patience in how 

we have been ‘doing church’ over 

(can you believe it?) the past two 

and a half months. 

 

God never appeared to the 

earliest followers in the same way 

again as when Jesus spent 3 years 

with them and then 40 days of 

post-resurrection appearances, but they would soon receive power from on high and begin to be 

Christ’s hands, eyes, ears, minds, mouths here on earth.  They were Christ’s witnesses then, just as 

you and I are called to be Christ’s witnesses today. 

 

We don’t know what the future will hold for us but we do know that the promises of God are 

trustworthy and true.  

 

And in the meantime, in the waiting, (in the words of the psalmist from Psalm 47), we “sing praises 

to God, for God is the King of all the earth.” 

 

Amen. 

 

Archdeacon Deborah+  

 


