
In God’s Waiting Room       May 24, 2020                    Acts 1: 6-11 

Most of us do not enjoy sitting in a waiting room.  Be it a doctor’s office or hospital waiting 

room… getting an oil change or car repair… waiting for an interview or an important meeting 

with the boss.   Waiting rooms can be stressful… filled with uncertainty… anxiety… too much 

time to let our minds wander… often playing through what we imagine will happen next… the 

worst case scenario. 

 

I’ve been thinking a lot about waiting.  The waiting we do when our hopes and dreams are 

deferred… again.  The waiting that happens when all your plans are suddenly postponed or 

cancelled.  The waiting that comes when the future is uncertain and everything you do is 

tentative, provisional… adapting the adaptation.  The waiting room we’re presently in because of 

the pandemic – wondering when certain restrictions will be lifted, when we can gather with our 

families again, when can we worship together as church.   

We are waiting for the waiting to be over. 

The rag-tag band call the disciples had followed Jesus… observing him as he spoke profound 

words and did astonishing things.  Catching a hint of his greatness, they began to believe the 

waiting would surely end in glory… except that the glory came in the form of a cross… outside 

of Jerusalem’s walls. Now what kind of glory is that?  And as Jesus talked about the suffering he 

would endure, he prayed they would be one.  Yet in the end, instead of being one, they one-by-

one abandoned him.  They never really understood. 

 

Three days pass… and the cross of shame and defeat becomes a symbol of victory.  Jesus rises 

from death, appears to them even as they wait in near despair.  It begins to look again as though 

their waiting will end in Holy magnificence, but after a short post-Resurrection time together 

Jesus does a strange thing.  When they ask him about restoring the kingdom, Jesus tells them that 

it isn’t for them to know… that it will happen in God’s time.  Then before they know it… before 

their very eyes, Jesus is lifted up out of their sight.  Poof, he is gone…  AGAIN! 

 

And his followers find themselves in that powerless position… the doubting and questioning 

reality… the wondering and worrying place of waiting.  Jesus promises the Holy Spirit will 

come, but does not say where.  He promises they will be his witnesses, but does not say when.  

Jesus says they will carry his message to the ends of the earth as they know it… to Judea and 

Samaria, but he never says how.  And then he takes leave… in dramatic fashion, to return to 

God… and his dearest earthly friends are left stunned… silenced… and the waiting begins. 

 

What can you do?  What should you do?  What do you do in the waiting time between his 

leaving and the coming of the Spirit?  Luke, the gospel-writer, tells us the disciples return to 

Jerusalem (as instructed by Jesus) and act in two ways; they devote themselves to prayer and 

they do it with one accord… together with one mind. We are never told what characterizes their 

prayer… yet the prayer unifies them… as they restore wholeness to the group of 12; choosing 

Matthias to replace Judas.  We know their gathering includes women and children… members of 

Jesus’ family… numbering 120.  We know the faithful wait… as we wait between two realities 

of what was and what will be. 

 

How are you feeling?  Trapped or paralyzed?  Hopeful or hopeless?  The disciples surely felt 



stuck somewhere between the overwhelming reality of Resurrection joy and Ascension angst… 

stuck between Spirit promise… the invitation to bear witness and the limbo… the inertia of 

unknown they found themselves in.  I’m certain there was gratitude for the extra, unexpected 

time they were able to spend with Jesus… and also great sadness that this time was all too brief. 

I’m positive they were excited about what lay ahead, and also fearful they might not succeed… 

they might disappoint… might not fulfill the mandate and mission Jesus left for them.  

 

How often do we wait for something extraordinary or significant: a birth, a birthday, graduation, 

wedding, retirement… We mark the date on our calendar.  We mark the time.  We wait for the 

“big day”!  And whether it comes in the mail or by phone… by text or private message… a letter 

from a loved one, acceptance into post-secondary education, news of a new job, results of a 

medical test, a refund or recalculation of taxes owing by CRA, we wait with a mixture of 

excitement and dread… and wondering: will the news be good?  Will the news ever come?  Will 

this change my life?  Will this change me? 

 

In my experience, I’m always amazed how people’s lives interconnect in waiting rooms, 

especially the hospital waiting rooms near intensive care or palliative care units.  As folks wait 

for news… to hear the outcomes of surgeries… to find out if and when they will be able to 

visit… next steps towards a good death, it is beautiful how a sort of community develops.  

Perfect strangers lean into each other… pray for one another… cheer each other on and perform 

random acts of kindness that are touching and thoughtful beyond words.  Stories are shared… 

hopes and fears named…   The intimacy of compassion is powerful and a true blessing.  And 

then one by one, as each personal crisis resolves, we go our separate ways, never to see each 

other again.  Yet in the waiting God is present… love is present… and the mission of Jesus to 

bear witness to his love is lived… embodied… received and given.       

 

Throughout the scriptures God’s people do a LOT of waiting.  So many times after God calls 

someone to serve… after a huge miracle or revelation occurs… after a mission is described and 

details given… Abraham, Jacob, Moses, Elijah… Elizabeth and Mary… Paul… and so many of 

our ancient kin wait.  And yet during these seasons of waiting… lasting sometimes days, 

sometimes years… God is still working to redeem the world.  God is still working in us, through 

us, ahead of us and alongside us and all who are in the waiting room.  

 

And while we don’t like the current waiting room we are in… and would really love for someone 

to usher us out the nearest exit with Good News in hand, the reality is we do not know how 

long… we do not know when… we do not know how this virus might affect us or our families… 

our neighbours or our community in the long run.  We do not know.  And this is scary. 

 

What we do know is God is with us in our waiting.  God is working in ways we cannot see or 

know or even imagine to bring all creation into balance and harmony. God is in the promised 

Spirit and the sacred spaces shared as we wait.  God is the greening around us and in us.  God is 

the breath of life… and the balm of peace in our dying.  God is manifested in our creativity and 

collaboration… in our new forms of community… in our caring and sharing.  God is showing us 

love, modeling grace, teaching us patience and what’s truly important… in our waiting. 

 

Praise be, in all things and at all times, we are NOT alone… in this waiting room and the next.     


