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In some older writings, this time between Ascension and Pentecost is called Expectation Week. If we 

review what’s been happening, we see that the disciples were taken out to the edge of the city of 

Jerusalem, where Our Lord ascended into heaven, having first told them that he was going to send them 

out into the world, to preach the Gospel, to make disciples, to teach, to baptise. But, in what is perhaps 

a lesson for all of us from time to time, the first thing they have to do is go back where they came from, 
and spend the following days in intensive prayer. The Advocate, the Paraclete, the Comforter is going 

to be sent to them, and so though they are doubtless experiencing an uneasy mixture of a desire to go 

and get on with what they’ve been told to do, and a sense of apprehension, uncertainty, perhaps even 

fear about what that might actually involve, yet they have to spend time in prayer, time waiting on God, 

time waiting for something to happen, the nature of which has not yet been revealed to them. How often 
do we see that in the scriptures, and how often do we need to learn that again and again for ourselves: 

to wait before acting, to think before speaking, and to pray while waiting and thinking? 

But when the Lord ascended from earth to heaven, the world began another period of waiting, not just 
an expectation week, until he comes again, as we profess in the Creed. To borrow some lines from the 

theologian Romano Guardini: ‘from then on, everything that happens on earth is one single act of 

waiting, and faith means, living in that waiting. For those who don’t believe, history, events, come to 

pass as though they have their own meaning in and of themselves. The everyday, the out-of-the-

ordinary, great and little, terrible and beautiful – everything that history is made of happens as though 
that were all there was, and there was nothing else besides. In truth, the Ascension, the going-away of 

the Lord was like the beginning of a mighty musical chord, which now thrills in the air and waits for its 

final resolution. Only in the Lord’s return will all things be fulfilled.’ 

This is deep stuff, but not I think impenetrable. And if you want another way to look at it, consider this: 

the apostles go out into the world as what St Luke calls ‘witnesses of these things.’ To bear witness, in 

Greek, is martyrein, and so a martyr is simply someone who has borne witness as far is it’s humanly 

possible to do, that is, to the giving of his or her own life. With the exception of St John, that bearing 

witness was, for the apostles, to go exactly that far. And so if all of this is true, then we surely can’t hold 
ourselves back from committing to it completely. If it isn’t true, then there isn’t any point in any of it. 

I’m not saying that the fact that people are willing to bear witness that far is by itself an argument that 

the Christian faith is true, because there are lots of things for which people are willing to die – or more 

often, to cause the deaths of others. Indeed, it would still be true if no one apart from Jesus Himself had 
died for it. But if we, too, are witnesses to these things, then we ought to know how deeply our 

commitment to be witnesses actually runs. 

Sometimes, we need the big picture. And sometimes, like Cardinal Newman, we can say ‘one step 
enough for me.’ And sometimes we don’t know what we need. But what the Ascension, and Pentecost, 

and this betwixt and between Expectation Week teach us, is that big picture and single step alike only 

make sense when seen in the light of the Resurrection. ‘The Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in 

my name, he will teach you all things, and bring to your remembrance all that I have said to you. Peace 

I leave with you; my peace I give to you; not as the world gives do I give to you. Let not your hearts be 
troubled, neither let them be afraid.’ Only in faith, and hope, and charity, does anything we can ever 

say, or ever do, make any sense at all. 


