
Watching the Skies for An Answer, May 16, 2021, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Psalm 47; Acts 1.1-11; Luke 24.44-53 

"Men of Galilee, why do you stand looking up toward heaven? This Jesus, who has been taken up from 

you into heaven, will come in the same way as you saw him go into heaven." 

Prayer 

“How much longer? How much longer till we get there?” I think this is a phrase that all parents of 

speaking children have heard. It doesn’t seem to matter whether the trip is a long one, to the 

grandparents’ house, or a short one, to the grocery store, but the urgency is there. And it doesn’t seem 

to matter how many distractions there are in the car, train, airplane, bus. That insistent urgency is still 

there. “How much longer? Are we there yet?” Somehow the frustrated answer “we’ll get there when we 

get there!” doesn’t do much to help the situation.  

When Jesus was taken up into heaven before his disciples, they watched him as he went. While they 

were still watching, two men in white robes suddenly appeared. “Why are you looking toward heaven? 

You saw him go up, he’ll come back in the same way!” These men sound annoyed. “Why are you still 

watching? He’s gone!” The men in white robes—perhaps they were angels, perhaps they were Moses 

and Elijah just like at the transfiguration—they seemed to get it. They knew what this meant. Jesus’ 

disciples didn’t. They were standing in one place, watching Jesus ascend to heaven. They were watching 

to see where he would go, what it would look like. They wondered how long he would rise for. How 

much smaller he would get as he got further away.  

But they were also waiting for him to come back. They hoped that him leaving was not the end.  

Jesus did promise to come back. And, if he was going to come back in the same way he left then 

presumably one could see him coming back. Descending in a cloud.  

So where is he? Is he coming back yet? Is he coming back yet? How much longer? 

Throughout the millennia people have looked to the heavens for answers. For explanations. It’s still 

something many of us do when we are overwhelmed. It’s almost instinctual—if we’re feeling at a loss, 

we look to the skies, even if we’re indoors. In exasperation, we look up. It probably doesn’t come as a 

surprise that we never look down. What answers would we get from our feet? From the ground? We 

look toward the heavens as though the answers are there. As though the solutions are there. We look to 

the heavens in the hope that our solution is there. The answer we need. The way out of our current 

situation.  

And we’re still waiting for an answer. 

Is Jesus coming back yet? Is there an answer yet? Are the problems getting fixed yet? How much longer? 

In the car, even the most patient of parents will eventually give up. They’re not buying into this game. 

They are not going to answer each time how many more minutes it is. Or how many more hours. Or 

repeat again that “we’ll get there when we get there”. Eventually most parents just stop answering. 

“Maybe, if I stop answering they’ll just get tired of asking,” the parent hopes, as they shake their head 

and gaze to the heavens looking for reprieve. 



I’m sure it feels like that with God. Often. Because there are many reasons for us to turn to heaven and 

look for answers. To demand a response. But it seems as though God is giving us the silent treatment. 

That God is hoping that we will stop asking the question and just let it go.  

Whenever we turn on the news we hear about suffering. Bloodshed. Inequality. Injustice. We turn our 

eyes to the heavens and lament to God, as the Psalmist did of old, “How long, O Lord? Will you forget 

me forever? 

    How long will you hide your face from me? 

How long must I bear pain in my soul, 

    and have sorrow in my heart all day long? 

How long shall my enemy be exalted over me? 

Consider and answer me, O Lord my God!” 

But God is silent. 

The cries of the needy go unheeded. The suffering of the innocents continues. War and injustice trample 

the lives of so many people. Our loved ones struggle. And we look to the heavens and cry out for an 

answer. For a saviour. 

“How much longer? Is Jesus coming back yet?” 

Like the child in the back of the car, it is easy for us to get fixated on one thing. We want the car ride to 

be over. We just want to get there. We want to see Anti-Asian violence stopped. Now. How much longer 

is it going to take? Why are there still deaths, bombs, air-raid sirens in Israel and Palestine? How long, O 

Lord? When is the end coming? Like the child in the back of the car, we don’t recognize the importance 

of the journey. The path to get there. The process. But also, we forget that there are other cars on the 

road. Other issues. Other concerns. Each is taking its own path. Making its own way, sometimes 

independently, and sometimes in unison with others on their journeys.  

But we also miss one important point: the return of the king isn’t going to be a wonderful party. If Jesus 

is going to come back it’s going to be on his terms, and he will fix things…some things that we may not 

have wanted to fix. Things that were working quite well, for us. Jesus coming back is “game over”. It’s 

the end. It means there are no more chances. No opportunities to clean up the mess we’ve made. Time 

is up. The prophet Joel describes the day of the Lord as “a day of darkness and gloom, a day of clouds 

and thick darkness!” Hardly the relief we long for when we look to heaven. 

We might then ask in fear, “How much longer?” as though we don’t really want to know the answer. 

But God is silent about that. As Jesus told his disciples who were wondering if Jesus was going to bring 

about the socio-political reality they were envisioning, “It is not for you to know the times or periods 

that the Father has set by his own authority.” We don’t get to know the day or the hour.  

But as for that other question, about when Jesus is coming back, and when there will be an end to the 

misery we see, when God will bring about justice and fairness and an end to the needless suffering we 

witness; about that question God is not silent, though we may experience it that way. 

Before he left them, bodily, to return to heaven, Jesus gave his disciples instructions. Their job was to be 

his witnesses through all the earth. They were to spread what they had learned from him: repentance 



and forgiveness of sins in his name. But before that, they were to wait. Jesus would send the Advocate, 

the Helper. They would be clothed with power, baptized with the Holy Spirit. They wouldn’t be left 

alone, but they would be given power, agency, ability to carry out Jesus’ works through all the world.  

And so, as we look to the heavens in those moments of uncertainty, in those times of fear, and as we 

struggle with self-doubt or anxiety and search the clouds desperately for a sign that Jesus is making his 

return, may we remember that we are continuing Jesus’ work. The Holy Spirit that Jesus sent to his 

disciples continues to work through us as we make our way through this world. As we fight to enact 

changes in government and seek to dismantle structures of inequality and injustice. As we try…and even 

when we fail. God is with us. The Holy Spirit is upon us. We have our marching orders. We have been 

equipped with everything we need. The torch has been passed on to us, now. Jesus’ work continues, 

through us. 

Yes, Jesus is coming back, one day. But let’s not waste any precious time looking for him to come and fix 

our problems for us. Let us live our lives and when we look to the heavens, may we look to God for 

inspiration, strength, and encouragement. Alleluia! 

 

 


