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Before the advent of air-troop transport, we farewelled our soldiers departing by sea singing 

“The Maori Farewell: Now is the hour, when we must say Goodbye; soon you’ll be sailing far 

across the sea…”We have all had to say Goodbye, a child leaving playmates behind in a move, 

a daughter moving interstate to study, an airport farewell after an all-too brief encounter, 

and, alas, the departure and separation brought about by death. Today, the Holy Scripture 

tells us that our Christianity was founded upon the loss of a body, for the disciple team, a 

heart-rending sorrow, as they did not want genius Jesus to go from their sight. 

In Luke’s Good News, Jesus had come back alive to his faint of heart-hearties, on the evening 

of Easter Day. He had come to try to Araldyte their broken community, a group shattered by 

Judas’ treacherous betrayal, ruptured by Peter’s spineless denial, and the whole team’s 

cowardly desertion. He came with a simple message of forgiveness “Peace be with you.” His 

word of mercy will infuse and underlay their whole future mission, as they strove forth to 

witness to the power of his resurrection. Taking his cue, they will proclaim in his name, 

repentance and forgiveness of sins to all nations. 

After quarantining the group for a forty-day intensive reviver, Jesus wrested with the indolent 

minds of his still far from perfect team. Gradually, the cowardly custards converted to 

courage, the dogged unbelievers became folk of unshakeable faith, the selfish me-firsts gave 

way to selfless service, and their jealous spatting for power and place in the group was 

swallowed up in outreaching love.  

Now, risen Jesus was confident enough to trust their proficiency, and trudged his team 

towards Bethany, the home of Mary, Martha and Lazarus, his happiest spot on earth, then 

veered away to Gethsemane, on the Mount of Olives, to the very spot where he had sweated 

blood on an earlier sad night. But, not now. His ascent to the mount was joyful because he 

had conquered death and put all sinful things under his feet. He had made the final payment 

in atonement for sin’s cost.  

Now, by taking his very humanity into the presence of God, he would exalt our once despised 

humanity. His ascension was his guarantee of his interceding on our behalf with sympathetic 

Father God. He would be at God’s right hand for us, eternally.  

On the mount, while Jesus blessed “Goodbye” to his followers, an enveloping cloud wrapped 

him in its thrall and he was gathered up into heaven. The blessing he gave, was with the very 

hands that bore the wounds of one who was murdered on a Roman Cross, with his weak 

disciples complicit in his execution, the scars as tokens of his dying love: “See, he lifts his hands 

above, see, he shows the prints of love.” Yet the blessing was a dramatic sign of mercy.  

Two messengers in white robes, who remind us of the two angels at his resurrected tomb, 

immediately redirected the team from any idleness; their dawdling would never harvest the 

fruits of Jesus’ resurrection. They cried “For heaven’s sake, what are you doing? There’s no 

good gazing up, gawping towards an empty sky, when there’s God’s work to be done down 

here?” The pair comforted the group, standing transfixed: “Jesus has been taken up. He will 

come again in the same way as you saw him rise,” that is, next Sunday, Pentecost. 



We, too, may desire to sit to reflect with a  hazy glow when the church was last filled with 

people, when, instead, we should be letting him show us how to transform the present world, 

the world to which he is still fully committed. Remember, our Church is the only club in the 

world, whose sole purpose is to work for the benefit of those who are not its members: “Go, 

make disciples!” we are told. 

As Jesus rose, his pious disciples worshipped him, not as the all-knowing, all-powerful, and, 

now, unchanging One, but as one with their human likeness, one, who knew loneliness, 

betrayal, rejection, thirst and death. One, who was never aloof and detached from human 

experience, nor far distant from and unfamiliar with our daily struggles. One, who, as God-

man, was vulnerable and approachable, who knows our trials at first hand, and can comfort 

us by identifying with our pain. One who assures us that our present affliction will not have 

the last word, because he has transcended even death itself, and, now, nothing can separate 

us from his loving gaze. 

Sometimes, we wrongly despise our human nature. When we mess up, we say “You can’t 

expect behaviour like an angel. I’m only human, after all.” Our human nature is what Jesus 

chose to assume at his incarnation. And, when he ascended, he took that nature, our nature, 

ennobled, on high. We sing the old hymn: “He has raised our human nature, on the clouds to 

God’s right hand. There, we sit in heavenly places, there with him, in glory stand. Man with 

God is on the throne.” 

Behind the ascension elevation is the biblical story of prophets Elijah and Elisha: “As the pair 

were walking, suddenly a chariot of fire, drawn by horses of fire, drove between the two men, 

separating them, and Elijah was carried by a whirlwind into heaven. Elisha put on Elijah’s 

mantle, which had fallen when he was taken up, and was filled with his spirit. A group of 

prophets saw what had happened and exclaimed ‘Elijah’s spirit rests upon Elisha!’ “[2 Kings 

2.11-15]. Does the Holy Spirit of Jesus rest upon us?  

We are as the disciples were, a little colony of heaven here below, learning to live in the 

sadness and loneliness of grief from broken dreams, shattered hopes and tears of 

disappointments, while constantly recognizing God’s abiding presence in the shadows, 

keeping watch above God’s own. And, our work is incomplete. Jesus’ command is given still 

“Go into the whole world and proclaim the good news to all creation.”  

Soon, we will extinguish the Christ-is-Risen candle, because, just as those disciples following 

his resurrection, caught his light, so it will also burn in our hearts as an impetus for us to live 

justly, lovingly and peaceably with all others. Are we ready for take-off on the track he has 

blazed? He went up for us. Now, the sky’s the limit.  


