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It had been a strange week. Things had been muddled, confusing, a roller coaster  

of emotions, one day caught up in the crowds shouting hosanna, creating a makeshift red 

carpet from their own cloaks, the next, chaos in the temple as he pushed over tables and 

blocked people from leaving with their shopping. And story after story, sitting together in a 

quiet courtyard always aware of strangers hovering in the background, new followers they 

thought at the time, but in hindsight, perhaps spies? And always feeling wrong-footed, his 

words weighted with a dark promise, meaning muffled by the noise of crowds and hopes 

dampened. 

 

And the meal itself had been uncomfortable. It was Passover a feast, joyous, sometimes even 

tipping into raucous, a celebration. That’s what they had expected, the camaraderie of 
people who had spent the best part of three years together. But then he went out the back, 

borrowed a bowl and a towel and embarrassingly, knelt down and washed their feet. And 

the whispered side conversations, one man headed out into the night, another getting 

louder and louder, the way you do when you are trying to cover up the awkwardness. 

 

It was that discomfiting feeling when on the surface everything looks almost like we had 

expected 

but somehow things are just slightly off, and we sense that somehow something is going on 

behind what we can see, and we don’t know how to respond. 

 

But then he began to speak, words that were as confusing 

as they were comforting: about loving one another, and being the way, and leaving and 

coming back, and sending something, someone, to be with them. And continuing to love 

them, and be with them, and live in them. 

 

It was only afterwards that they realised what had been going on. 

 

The words that sounded like comfort were actually preparing them for the time when he 

would no longer be with them, when the success - the hope - of his mission would rely 

entirely on them. When they would be his hands, his feet, his heart, his voice. 

 

And the words, the words we read this morning in the gospel, were the words they hung 

on to 

not only in the hours after he died or the days after he rose again but it was clear that he 

wouldn’t be with them in the way that they had known him before, they hung on to those 

words, that promise, that somehow he would be with them. 

 

And so they got on with what they knew how to do, those habits that they had learned 

travelling around with Jesus. They ate meals together, they prayed, they discussed what they 

had learned. 
 

And they had a taste of his promise that first Pentecost, the feast of Shavuot, when people 

from across the land brought baskets full of the first taste of the harvest, wheat, barley, 

grapes, figs, pomegranate, olives, and dates, brought them to the temple and celebrated with 

prayer and feasting. In the middle of that celebration came the explosion of fire and wind 



and voices that we know as Pentecost, and they discovered that Jesus was with them, giving 

them words to speak, and in the days that followed, as they tried to work out what to do 

with the thousands of people who had heard the good news and been baptised and wanted 

to know how to follow Jesus, they found it really was  as if Jesus was living in them, helping 

them take the next step, and the next, and the next. 

 

And they taught the new believers what Jesus had taught them to do. To love God and to 

love one another. By telling the stories of Jesus. Sharing meals. Learning to be together. 

Meeting one another’s needs. Supporting one another. Praying. 

 

And the new believers discovered the same thing. That even though they hadn’t known 

Jesus in person, they knew him as they followed his commandments, as they brought this 

new faith with them into the lives they already lived. Because for all that they met and 

prayed and talked and ate together, mostly life went on as normal. They were fishermen and 

doctors, tax collectors and tentmakers, farmers and parents, teachers and soldiers. 
Christians living faithfully, in a way that was different from those around them, secure in the 

presence of Christ within them, and simply sharing why it was that they were different, 

sharing the gospel. Continuing Christ’s mission. 

 

And God still calls us to live like this: not just to be converted to following Jesus but to have 

our whole lives converted, so that our faith makes a difference in everything we do, as we 

learn and eat and pray and support one another and as we carry that changed life with us  

into our everyday lives. 

 

Today is Rogation Sunday, when we are invited to give thanks for creation and the natural 

world, 

to pray for those who work the land and produce our food, and to think about what it 

means as followers of Christ to live in a way that cares for God’s creation. 

 

On Wednesday night I went to an event in a village near where I live, where Abbi Lawson 

made lemon drizzle nettle cupcakes, talked about foraging for food, and occasionally 

dropped in a story from 2023, when she was on Bake Off. You might remember the Herdy 

cake. 

 

Abbi grows veg as part of a local collective of farmers and growers and helps to deliver the 

vegetables and fruit and eggs they grow to people in the east and south of Cumbria, 

including me. Standing talking afterwards, over those lemon drizzle nettle cupcakes - which 

were amazing - we talked about why she does what she does. And Abbi said that one of the 

core reasons is spirituality: Abbi does this as part of following Jesus, living out her faith. 

 

And Abbi is also a member of her local parish, and of deanery synod, using the gifts God has 

given her, with the strength of Christ living in her. 

 

We might not all grow veg, but Christ calls us all to follow his commands, carrying out his 

mission in our everyday lives and in and through the church. 
 

In the church, it might mean being a volunteer, welcoming people to this amazing place, or 

helping run activities and learning for children and families, visiting people who are 

housebound or in hospital, or tending the gardens.  

 



But some of us will find that God’s call leads us to explore a vocation to some sort of more 

formal ministry, to help build a new worshipping community or plant a new church, to lead 

ministry with children or young people, or to minister as a Reader or as a deacon or a 

priest. 

 

And sometimes we can have a niggling sense of God calling us to something, but we’re not 

quite sure what it is. If that’s you, talk with someone who is already doing what you’re 

thinking about, or talk with one of the clergy here: they’re really not scary! 

 

And whether you’re feeling that niggling or already involved in ministry or focussed right 

now on just keeping on living out your faith in your daily life, remember that God is with 

you: Christ lives in you, and invites you join him in his mission and share his love. 
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