
Easter 7 C 2022 

 

Acts 16:16-34 

Psalm 97 

Revelation 22:12-14, 16-17, 20-21 

John 17:20-26 

 

Nineteen children dead, 

And two of their teachers.  

 

I could read all their names; 

That’s one of the things we do 

At moments like this, 

When another incomprehensible, 

Appalling, and yes, preventable killing breaks into all our lives.  

 

That’s what we do,  

When we have no expectation 

That another catastrophic moment 

Will finally bring us to examine and realign our national values, 

To ask ourselves why  

What some describe as a God-given freedom 

To own and use deadly weapons 

Is a so-called right we hold more dear  

than the infinite preciousness of God’s children. 

Because of the choice we keep making 

As a nation, 

Our children are not safe in school, 

Or on streets, 

Or, sometimes, at home.  

 

We have no expectation of change, 

And so we do what we can. 

We read their names.  

 

We do it, yes, to honor the dead, 

But we do it, also, 

Because we feel hapless, helpless,  

Hopeless.  

And reading the names of the dead, 

And gazing, heartbroken,  

At their pictures, 

Is one thing we can do 

When it seems there is nothing we can do.  

 

We read their names, 
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As we listen, and perhaps repeat, 

Empty phrases about thoughts and prayers.  

What else can we do? 

 

To tell you the truth, 

I don’t know. 

But I do know this, 

My not knowing 

Is not the end of the story.  

 

I feel helpless, 

I have no expectation of change, 

And yet I know,  

In my times of thought and prayer, 

That I, that we, 

Are called to something better than this. 

 

Something better, 

Something stronger, 

Something more effective.  

Something that bears witness to the truth: 

Love is stronger than death. 

The Jesus who died for us 

Is alive and lives forever. 

The boundless source of love we call God, 

That creates everything that is, 

Flows freely and forever. 

And the Spirit of truth, 

Advocate and comforter, 

Is coming soon.  

 

We are called to live in the power of the resurrection, 

Which calls us forth into a living hope 

Day by day by day.  

 

We are called, 

In the words of one of our eucharistic prayers, 

To take courage from the ascension  

Of the risen Christ into heaven.  

 

Courage from the ascension? 

Yes – 

Courage from that mysterious event  

We celebrated this past week, 

And in the wonder of which 

We live for a short while, 
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Until Pentecost  

Breathes us into power.  

Or so we hope. 

 

But for now, 

We are invited to take courage from the ascension.  

 

I know what this was supposed to mean, 

In an earlier time when we still believed that heaven was “up” 

And that we would be gathered “up” 

To meet the risen Christ where he has gone. 

 

But now we know that there is no “up” there, 

And so the ascension must mean something else.  

 

How does this little season of Acensiontide, 

When Jesus has gone back  

To the source of love from which he came 

And the promised Holy Spirit is not yet here, 

How do we take courage now? 

 

Courage to beat down hopelessness, 

Courage to rouse ourselves and each other from helplessness. 

Courage to speak truth 

Into a world of lies, 

With no expectation of vindication here and now, 

In this hard time, 

When every event brings more heartache.  

 

It is certainly true that there have been other times 

That were just as bad. 

But this is our bad time. 

We move through a sludge 

Of hostility, fear, and helplessness, 

And there is no one offering hope or change.  

 

Have we been left comfortless? 

Is there any promise now that will come true for us? 

 

Can we trust Jesus, 

Who says 

That when he goes away, 

He will send another to be our guide and friend? 

Can we trust Jesus, 

Who tells us that in his love 

We will all be one? 
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This is the in-between time, 

When Jesus is gone into heaven 

And the Holy Spirit is not yet here, 

And still, we are invited to trust.  

 

It feels like an in-between time, at best.  

 

In this era when children are killed at school, 

And the world’s grain is locked behind a blockade, 

And the pandemic rounds anther corner and starts up again,  

How do we trust the Holy Spirit? 

The Holy Spirit who, in truth. 

Is already not yet and always here?  

 

The Holy Spirit has always been here, 

Breathing over the waters of chaos 

At the moment of creation, 

Speaking through the prophets, 

Inviting Mary into redemptive partnership,  

Resting upon her child, God’s Holy One 

And filling him up with love, 

And now, soon, 

Returning to bring us comfort 

And light a new fire within us.  

 

Soon.  

And none too soon.  

 

This is a moment for waiting. 

And while we are waiting 

For the unknown, familiar, 

Mysterious and friendly presence 

Of the one who is already here,  

Perhaps we could wonder: 

 

How will the Holy Spirit inspire us this time? 

How will the Holy Spirit invite us, 

Nudge us, toss us 

Into this terrible, helpless, almost hopeless time, 

So that we can bear witness to the way of love? 

 

How will the Holy Spirit help us 

To address the killing  

Of little children at school 

In a way that moves beyond lament to effective action? 
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How will the Holy Spirit help us 

To address the killing of beloved children of God, 

Who only went to the grocery store in Buffalo, 

And never came home? 

 

How will the Holy Spirit help us  

To ask, in some way that makes a difference at last, 

Why we cannot find simple, safe, and dignified housing  

For everyone? 

 

How will the Holy Spirit help us 

To let go our own fear and prejudice, 

And hurt and rage, 

So that we can hear and understand,  

And respond with some measure of empathy 

To the alienation and anger 

That drive our fellow citizens  

To choices and actions  

We simply cannot understand 

And will never condone?  

 

How will the Holy Spirit inspire us 

To seek creative ways  

To turn back from our destruction  

Of this fragile earth, our island home?  

 

How will the Holy Spirit keep hope alive within us? 

 

Hope, like love, 

Is an act of faith. 

Feeling has little to do with it.  

 

When the Holy Spirit comes, 

Will she show us  

How to act in hope? 

 

Until the promise comes,  

Can we hold on? 

Can we wait with integrity and patience 

That does not slip into discouragement and then complacence?  

 

Because we will not sit still for long.  

The Holy Spirit, 

Who is coming, 

Is already here. 
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Today it is already time 

To look for the new thing, 

To trust that the water of life 

Will quench our thirst, 

To believe that the tree of life 

Is a blessing to which everyone, 

Everyone has a right.  

 

The promise of the tree of life 

Is no shallow talk of thoughts and prayers.  

 

The roots of the tree of life  

Go all the way down, 

To the water of life  

That is the sacred source of all things.  

 

Maybe, at the ascension, 

The risen lord did not go up, 

But back, 

To the waters that never fail. 

 

And that is where we can take courage.  

 

The water is welling up 

Under the feet of the bereaved, 

Who sent their children off to school  

And never saw them alive again.  

 

The water is welling up under the feet  

Of the legislators who do nothing, 

Under the feet of the gun enthusiasts who gather in convention, 

And under our feet. 

 

The water of life, 

And the tree of life, 

Are for us all. 

We are one; 

Our roots go down to the same source. 

 

The Holy Spirit is coming to all of us. 

Soon. Already. Any moment.  

And when she comes, 

We may not know it, 

But everything will become possible again. 

As it is right now. 
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