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I had a very angry parishioner at my front door the other day. I was in my office and 
heard this commotion outside the front door. Here, lying on its side on the sidewalk 
was the birdhouse that had been on a pedestal near the front door. The Jenny Wren 
stood her ground as I open the door. There was no doubt about it. She was not happy. 
So I set the birdhouse back on its perch and anchored it so it wouldn’t fall again. 
 
I suspect that a lot of other parishioners feel about the same way. Life is falling in 
all around us and it is exasperating. The difference between us and the Wren, 
however, is what we hear in the gospel today. And behold, I am with you always, 
until the end of the age. 
 
I hear a lot of stories from parishioners these days about how they miss getting their 
hair done. Frankly, I don’t know what to do with my hair either. I think I will let my 
eyebrows grow and use them as a comb-over my bald head. 
 
In spite of the difficulties that are all around us the atmosphere is charged with hope 
and spirit filled life. Pentecost is next Sunday. This is Memorial Day weekend. It is 
also a time of misbegotten graduation ceremonies, all very less than what they should 
be. 
 
Disappointment and apprehension are no strangers to human experience. That is why 
is so important that we stay the course. There is a huge contrast between a sports 
event with an empty stadium and one that is filled with exuberance and fierce 
tension. We find that same experience when we are alone without God or when we 
are imbued with the fire of the Holy Spirit. 
 
The ascension of our Lord leaves us in no man’s land. Fear and trepidation, doubt 
and discouragement typifies what the apostles felt when they were locked in the 
upper room. Jesus ascended into heaven and left them somewhat baffled as to what 
to do next. Isn’t that the way as we scramble to make some sense of the crisis that 
we are in? 
 
Let us turn to the second reading today and, boy, does St. Paul nail it when he says, 
“may the eyes of your heart be enlightened.” We get bummed out about negative 
things that are going on but far more germane is,” that you may know what is the 
hope that belongs to his call, what are the riches of glory in his inheritance among 
the holy ones, and what is the surpassing greatness of his power for us who believe, 



in accord with the exercise of his great might, which he worked in Christ, raising 
him from the dead and seating him at his right hand in the heavens, far above every 
principality, authority, power, and dominion, and every name that is named not only 
in this age but also in the one to come.” Boy, is that a mouthful. It says it all. 
 
We are an Easter people, created, redeemed and beloved by God. There is no putting 
us down. Whether it is old age or sickness or poverty or listlessness of life, there is 
nothing that compares to the hope and joy that comes from God. 
 
All this, to some, seems fanciful and naïve. But just as sure as that little Wren was 
determined to have her house put back together again, so do we invoke the almighty 
power of God as we prepare for Pentecost and the infusion of the life of God within 
our soul. 
 
 


