
 

1 May 16/21 Easter 7 Acts 1:15-17, 21-26 

 Let’s start at the very beginning.  It’s a very fine place to start.  When you count 

you begin with 1-2-3; when you sing you begin with Do-Re-Mi.  Do-Re-Mi…  Well, we 

all know the story.  A mansion set in an Austrian hillside.  A widower with more children 

than he can handle, and more rules than the kids can handle.  A household under strict 

control.  But in comes the governess.  A free-flowing spirit who blows in like a breath of 

fresh air; like wind into the lungs of children who have never been allowed to sing.  And 

suddenly they are spilling into the streets; shouting; laughing, as she leads them and 

teaches them.  And suddenly they begin to sing.  Do-Re-Mi.  1-2-3.  A song, spirit, 

breath, air.  Doors and windows and hearts and lives beginning.  Beginning to open.  

Let’s start at the very beginning, because, after-all it is a very fine place to start.   

Well for the last 6 weeks we have been following the beginnings of the early 

church in Acts; struggling to live in a resurrected world, but where Jesus is not bodily 

present; even while the gift of the Holy Spirit has already been poured out.  Like a 

breath of fresh air, like wind into the lungs of God’s children and church, the Spirit is on 

the move in places and people, like children, pouring into neighbourhoods and streets.  

There have been healings; baptisms on the road; baptisms of Spirit; boundaries have 

been crossed; the church stretching and growing; the Spirit spilling and pouring into a 

diverse and changing world.  What a wild ride! and we are only half way through Acts!   

But I guess the people who got together to plan our lectionary and the order of 

our weekly readings—well, either they didn’t get the message, or they don’t follow the 

same sense of logic we do; or maybe they never watched that age-old classic, “The 
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Sound of Music;” where Julie Andrews sings Do-Re-Mi, 1-2-3… Because after all that 

action and movement and spirit and fresh air; suddenly we are back at the very 

beginning.  The very first chapter of Acts.  The disciples in a familiar upper room.  

Waiting for something to blow in; for the promise of breath and wind and spirit.  And 

meanwhile, there’s an empty chair at the family dinner table.  So, I guess we’re about 

to start at the very beginning; it’s a very fine place to start… Let us pray. 

Well, you don’t know me, but I was there right from the very beginning; a 

follower, a disciple.  Not one of the 12.  But a follower none-the-less.  Someone who 

was with Jesus right from the start.  The day he came up out of the Jordan and a voice 

rumbled, “This is my son.”  The day Jesus called Peter and James, Andrew and 

John—bold, brawny fishermen who dropped their nets to follow.  When he called the 

Sons of Zebedee, and Matthew the tax collector, and yes, even Judas the keeper of 

the treasury.  I was there when he healed the blind man, and the 10 lepers, and when 

he fed the crowd on the hillside with only a few loaves and a couple of fish.  My hands 

were among the hands that distributed the miracle that day, that gave out broken bread 

and fresh fish to the hungry.  I was there too, when we went to Jerusalem to share that 

last supper in this upper room, when Judas dipped his hand in the dish with Jesus and 

then left early, while Jesus washed our feet.  And I was there, in the garden too.  When 

Peter, bold and brawny, cut off a soldier’s ear; when Jesus was arrested and tried.  I 

watched from a distance as he was crucified, died and was buried.  And let’s not forget 

some of the most faithful witnesses of all—the women who stayed at the cross right to 

the end; the first to believe in resurrection and an empty tomb; who brought the news 
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to this this upper room.  And I was here too; when news came of the stone rolled away, 

of Jesus risen from the dead and walking right through these walls to eat another meal 

with us—a meal of broken bread and shared fish, and to drink the cup of wine.   

So was I there right from the beginning; a witness to everything Jesus had said 

and done?  I was.  Not as one of the 12, but a witness just the same.  And then we 

watched as Jesus ascended in heaven leaving us with a promise that we were not 

abandoned; that Another would come; God’s Holy Spirit of truth to come alongside us.  

And so here we are.  An empty chair at the disciple table where Judas once sat.  Jesus 

gone, and a promise—but so far no Spirit, and I feel like there is no breath; no song.   

But Peter, bold, brawny, has enough breath for us all.  Now he is addressing 

those of us yet gathered.  A small crowd of about 120 people looking for hope, some 

way to move forward in all the confusion and doubt.  Peter opens our scripture to say 

Judas’ betrayal was foretold through the Psalms; through our tradition of worship and 

scriptures and song.  That even though Judas’ betrayal led to the arrest, crucifixion and 

death of Jesus; he was still one of the twelve—one, oddly enough, Jesus called to be 

witness; hand-picked from the beginning.  How could Jesus have been so fooled?  But 

then again, if Jesus expected perfect disciples, I guess none of them, none of us would 

have been called—not the bold and brawny, not the numbers and finance people, not 

the over-zealous sons of Zebedee, not Thomas the doubter—not any of us.  So that 

Jesus would choose us, call us, lead us?  Maybe perfection is not God’s goal or 

expectation, but more a travelling together through this life—whatever it brings.   
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Anyway, Peter declares that we need to find a replacement.  That from the very 

start there were twelve disciples—and whether it’s because 11 is not a nice round 

number, or because Jesus always sent us in twos and now who wants to be that third 

man out; or whether we are just seeking some kind of normal in everything that is 

not—Peter says there needs to be twelve.  That another needs to be chosen; someone 

who has been with them from the beginning—from baptism to grave to resurrection to 

now—someone who has been witness of everything Jesus has said and done.  

Someone like me.  Well, not only me.  They named Joseph called Barsabbas too.  But 

no one else.  And none of the women.  And secretly I am thinking, why mess with 

success—if Jesus couldn’t get it right; then how can we?   

And it all seems a little strange; that the first act of business that the bold and 

brawny Peter would call us to is something that seems so small, quite insignificant, 

ordinary, and maybe even a bit political.  I don’t know about the rest, but I wanted 

assurance, something to grab onto that would prove that God’s promises were sure.  

Something grander, some kind of show of power would have put the past and our not 

so certain future into clearer focus.  I don’t know what that would have been, maybe 

fire from heaven or something.  But as it is together as a community, we searched the 

scriptures, we prayed together and sought God’s will.  We prayed, “Show us your will, 

O God, in this uncertain time, when we have no answers.  And then with something 

akin to “eenie-meenie-miney-moe,” we cast lots—like the soldiers cast lots for Jesus’ 

robe; and the lot fell on me.   
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That’s it?  Read a little scripture, say a quick prayer, then roll the dice and see 

what happens?  This is how we are operating now?  Certainly not what I had expected.  

And for sure, it was not about me—not about right or wrong choices—almost anyone 

could have sat at the table that day.  As I think about it now, it wasn’t about what we 

did, and not about an organized structure to move forward.  It was trust.  About moving 

forward trusting in God’s promises, even and especially when we don’t know what 

“forward” even looks like.i   What brought us together still, in all the turmoil, confusion, 

the uncertainty—it was trust in the promises Jesus made.  That the Spirit would come.  

That God would be with us just as God has always been.  To teach and lead and travel 

with us.  To show us what life—real life looks like—life that spills out of the tomb like 

children into the streets.  That Jesus would be and was still with us—with us for life! 

So did we get it right?  Let’s just say that God is always stretching and growing 

our expectations and well-laid plans.  Peter said what qualified me was that I was a 

witness from the very beginning.  As it turns out, you will never hear from me again.  

But God raises other witnesses. And before long we would see God’s Spirit blowing 

wide open the doors and windows of our churches and temples and traditions.  

Blowing in like a breath of fresh air; like wind rushing into the lungs of people and 

nations who had never before been allowed to sing.  People spilling into the streets, 

shouting and laughing and full of God’s life.  People who had not known Jesus, but 

who know Jesus now.  People who had not tasted of the broken bread; who would 

taste and eat the Bread of Life.  People who had not seen Jesus touch the eyes of a 

blind man or command the lame to walk—but who would know what it is to see and to 
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walk and to leap.  People who were not the first disciples and yet would follow; people 

who God would name children; as called and chosen as witnesses to God’s love and 

grace in Jesus.  Children who would witness to the resurrection of Jesus; that now we 

are a resurrected people living in a resurrected world.   

Children just like you, in many ways just like us way back in the beginning.  In the 

middle of turmoil, and confusion and uncertainty.  Waiting for something to blow in; for 

the promise of breath and wind and spirit; for some way to move forward, when you 

don’t even know what moving forward looks like.  What brings you together still is the 

promise of God, and spoken by Jesus.  That you are not abandoned.  That the Spirit 

will come.  And God will be with you just as God has always been.  In your gathering, 

where the most ordinary of things like zoom committee meetings, and structure, and 

Bible Study and prayer and coffee breaks; can become upper rooms where you wait in 

trust; where you wait on God; and where the Spirit waits to fall.ii  in the smallest, most 

insignificant and uncertain act God promises to be present.  But don’t be surprised 

when it leads to something more.  Because as it is with all upper rooms, God’s Spirit is 

already blowing in—like wind.  Like doors and windows blowing wide open.  Like air 

into your lungs, like children beginning to breathe, like a song beginning to rise.  Spirit, 

breath, wind, life.  Doors and windows and hearts and lives beginning.  Beginning to 

open.  Beginning to spill into streets and neighbourhoods where now you are called 

and chosen as witness to all the things Jesus is doing and has been doing from the 

beginning.  All the things Jesus is doing for life, for our world, for beginning and 

beginning again.   And, after-all it is a very fine place to start.  Amen. 
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