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STAY UNTIL…


The blue lights flash through the rear window of the car.

He pulls over.


He tells the officer that he’s sorry but that he’s lost and has been driving back and forth for 45 minutes looking for a road that he can’t find.


The officer looks at him and says, “How is driving so fast going to help you not be lost?”


We drive too fast.

So we kill each other.


I keep wondering what’s the hurry?


Are we lost?  Hoping to find something that is always out of reach?


This isn’t about cars.


Its about how we drive our lives.


Whether its on the road, in the parking lot, in the hallways, in the office, at the dinner table, or in our beds, we kill each other, not so much on purpose as it is because we want to be somewhere else and we are in a hurry to get there, somewhere, anywhere but here and now, and we get in one another’s way and…I’m not going to stop or slow down and… the conclusion is always a collision of lives.

Interesting how the last thing Jesus told the disciples was to wait.

“Stay here in the city until you have been clothed with power from on high.”  


He then led them out of the city and Ascended.


Wait.


The Ascension.  The ascended Christ.  That is who we worship, more than the crucified Christ, more than the risen Lord, we worship the ascended Christ.  Ascended to the throne, to rule, the victor who has won the world back, the ultimate coup, death darkness and the demonic have lost their prey, and Jesus is King, and Jesus reigns.


The chains are broken and we are now free.

The serpent has been trodden under foot, the head of the serpent has been crushed.


But, we still kill each other in so many ways.


We are still chained to a killing machine.


Jesus ascends so that he may send the Holy Spirit, to infiltrate, infect, impregnate our lives with holiness.


That means we are all chalices of the blood of Christ, we are all plates carrying sacred bread.  That means the reverence with which we treat the Eucharist is the reverence to due to one another and our selves.


We all bow down at the altar rail of one another’s lives and celebrate the great thanksgiving to God.


This is a strange and hard thing to live with, two worlds, one of deadly escalating impatience and the other of awe and trembling.


That is where we live.  Torn between.

Sometimes it leaves us with whip lash, wounds from wrestling with God, like Jacob, limping.  

Faith is a comfort, but it is also a thorn in the flesh, an affliction as we live in both darkness and glory.


A few days ago smoke from Georgia blew through town.

The distant fires sending us a reminder of how unsettled this life still is.


That night we sat outside on the front steps, the last light of the day fading behind the trees, the final hints of burning lowlands lingering under the branches.


And the first fire flies came out, the first ones I’ve seen this year.


Flickering lights, signaling to one another.


There weren’t very many, just a few.


I caught one in my hands, and watched it crawl around for a moment.


I stood up and held my hand up high, as that first light teetered on the tip of my flinger, lifted its wings and took a leaping bound, ascending into the night, rising up to the throne.


Wait here, until you have been clothed with power from on high.


Wait.  
