
We join the apostles and Jesus today on Mount Olivet. Jesus has lived, died, risen, and 
returned. What will come next for the apostles? For Jesus? What will the rest of the 
story be? This is where we pick up the narrative in Acts 1.  

Scholars consider the Gospel of Luke and the Acts of the Apostles to be written by the 
same author, as basically the first and second volume of Luke’s story. As such, Acts 1 
operates as the transition between the gospel (Jesus’s story) and the rest of the story 
(what will turn out to be the church’s story.) 

What do we see in this transitional moment? Jesus’ followers, men and women, had 
gathered with him there on Mount Olivet. The people we call the apostles desperately 
wanted to know from Jesus: What’s going on? What’s the plan? What’s going to happen 
next? What’s the rest of the story? They turned to Jesus as their leader, as the one who 
was to show them what to do next, to tell them where the story would go from there.  

But, they aren’t going to get those things---the answers they want, the direction they 
need, the rest of the story--at least not right now. 

Jesus had returned to them after his death--a miracle, something that was beyond all of 
their expectations--, but he was about to disappear, leaving them leaderless yet again.  

They were yearning for answers to their questions, for a sense of the plan. They asked, 
so eagerly: “Is this the time?”, but all they got was the unsatisfactory answer: “It’s not for 
you to know.” 

And in the next moment, we’re told this: “When he had said this, as they were 
watching, he was lifted up, and a cloud took him out of their sight.” 

Not only do they not get the answers they were looking for, but Jesus disappeared, 
leaving them alone again. And the apostles are left staring rather blankly at the clouds 
into which Jesus disappeared.  

Just then two angels showed up and asked them why they were doing such an obviously 
useless thing, staring at the sky: “Why do you stand looking up toward heaven?”   

The angels went on to say, kind of annoyingly, frankly: “This Jesus, who has been taken 
up from you into heaven, will come in the same way as you saw him go into heaven.” 

Which, by the way, if Jesus is coming back the same way he left, doesn’t that make 
standing there, looking up, waiting for Jesus to return, a rather reasonable thing to do? 



But clearly the angels don’t find it so. So, the apostles take the hint. They go back to 
Jerusalem to the Upper Room, and they wait and they pray.  

Now, we know what happened next: We know what happened in the next chapter, Acts 
2. We know what will happen next week in the liturgical calendar. We will celebrate 
Pentecost. The Spirit of God will come. The apostles will be gathered and transformed 
into the Church. They will be given a mission and be sent out to preach.  

Perhaps then they remembered that, in fact, Jesus had told them all of this back on 
Mount Olivet, when he said: “you will receive power when the Holy Spirit has come 
upon you; and you will be my witnesses in Jerusalem, in all Judea and Samaria, and 
to the ends of the earth.” 

This statement (“you will receive power...you will be my witnesses”) feels to me like the 
sort of thing that one could never understand in real time. I imagine that when Jesus 
spoke these words to the apostles on Mount Olivet that it went in one ear and out the 
other. I imagine that these are the sort of words that can only be understood later, 
looking back, and seeing, finally, God’s Spirit at work all along. I imagine that the 
exchange between Jesus and the apostles on Mount Olivet left them feeling empty-
handed for a time, only to realize later that they had been given what they needed. 

But before that time of power and witness, what comes first is a time of waiting in the 
Upper Room.  

 
I feel very much like I can relate to the disciples in this passage right now. 
Metaphorically, I find myself standing, kind of goofily, looking at the sky, hoping to 
understand, but with no answers and with nothing to see there. 

Life has come to a standstill, and I have few expectations and almost no plans for what 
will come next. I find myself in an unprecedented time of waiting, just waiting. I 
desperately want and seek any fragment of news or information that can be given to me, 
but there’s really nothing to know. Nothing to do.  

When will my husband, Dan, go back to work on campus at SU? Will there even be any 
students at SU in the fall? Will my daughter Anna be able to start kindergarten in person 
in September? What does virtual kindergarten even mean? When will my daughters be 
able to see their grandparents again? Will I see all of you before my internship ends in 
June? What’s next for me in the ordination process, now that everything has changed? 
When will we be able to go to church again?  



I know I’m not alone in this feeling of suspended reality. Of having so many more 
questions than answers. Of being told to wait. Teachers, professionals, employees, 
parents, grandparents, health care workers, church leaders, children, all of us, 
wondering: What’s going on? What’s the plan? What’s going to happen next? What’s the 
rest of the story?  

And it seems at least, for now, that we’re aren’t going to get those answers. Instead, like 
the disciples in the Upper Room, we wait, and we pray.   

 
The school Anna is attending in the fall had a really helpful zoom conversation this week 
with an Upstate Medical University professor of child psychiatry about parenting during 
a pandemic. Among other things, he was asked: How do we help our kids transition back 
to school when the time comes? His advice was: Don’t think about that yet. Don’t think 
about that yet. It’s so far in the future, and we have so little information right now. As 
far as it is possible, we shouldn’t be thinking about the transition back yet. We need to 
wait until we know more. Just wait. Just wait.  

I suspect that he’s right, but this is also very hard. 
 

Before we turn the page to Acts 2, before we move on in the liturgical calendar to 
Pentecost, we are invited (and maybe it’s better to say: that we are required) to wait, 
here, in the Upper Room, without the mission, without the spirit. Just waiting.  

So, we wait and pray, with the Apostles, with Peter and Mary, with Thomas and 
Susannah. And with all the others. Without answers, without a plan, without the rest of 
the story. We pray to be sustained during this time of waiting. And we pray together as a 
community of waiting. We pray that a plan, a mission, a purpose will come.  

One of the comforts we have in this time of waiting and praying is that we have each 
other to wait with, as well as the comfort of knowing that, in time, God will act. And I 
believe that we can hope during this time that we will look back and that we will see that 
God’s Spirit was at work here with us, as it was in Acts 1 and in Acts 2 and in every time 
and place. But for now we just wait, without the answers, without a plan, without the 
rest of the story. We wait and we pray. 


