LUKE 24:44-end
I wonder why the Ascension is important? Matthew and John don’t mention it all at all. The short version of the end of Mark ignores it and the long version disposes of it with crisp matter of factness: Jesus was taken up into heaven  and sat down at the right hand of God, something that concerned me as a child, since I could not imagine why anyone would sit on God’s hand, wouldn’t it have been uncomfortable and inconvenient?

I wonder whether Jesus remembered heaven when he was on earth and what it was like. I wonder what the disciples felt, having now been on a roller coaster of emotion for several days, from the depths of despair, to hope, to joy and how it felt when the human being they had known was taken away again.

I wonder what it looked like when Jesus went. Was it like someone receding through the wrong end of a telescope or did Jesus go up into the air, or was there a chariot, like with Elijah, or more like Enoch, who was, and was not.
Luke, the storyteller, the bridgebuilder between Jews and Gentiles, thought it was important.

The best guess that we have is that Luke, the beloved physician referred to in the Acts of the Apostles, was responsible both for the Gospel that bears his name and the writing of Acts. He was, it seems a gentile and accompanied Paul of some of his journeys in the Mediterranean, sharing his hardships. He spoke and wrote Greek and was necessarily a convert to Christianity, although we do not know in what circumstances.
Luke is quite keen on angels. It is in his account that the Archangel Gabriel visits Mary and angels  “men in dazzling clothes” asked the women who had gone to the tomb, “why do you look for the living among the dead?”. So in Acts, the angels appear again, rounding off the narrative, bringing the new wine in fresh wineskins, “men of Galilee, why do you stand looking upward into heaven?” One cannot help but think that angels on the whole do not find humans to be very clever. Certainly, angels have had several millennia of arriving to bring news to surprised, not to say terrified humans in sufficiently enigmatic form that , while better informed after the message has been given, they are not often much enlightened.
So, in considering the message that these two passages have for us and reading the commentaries and praying over them, I started thinking, well, I started thinking about porcupines. Specifically a porcupine called Delilah, but generically the question of how you move porcupines.

In the past this has had some personal application, since I was once awoken by what seemed to be two savage beasts fighting to the death under the wooden hut in which I was sleeping, to discover it was only two porcupines doing what comes naturally.

The art of moving porcupines is similar to that of moving pigs. You have to persuade them that they are going where they want, not where you want. You cannot force them and of course you cannot get too close to them, because then they back into your legs at speed, impaling you with quills. The answer to moving porcupines is to brush them. Take a large broom and chivvy them along, ready to leap high and wide if the porcupine suddenly gurks at you and tries to back.   

This is why a zookeeper at Jersey zoo was once found late at night on a road in his pygamas brushing a porcupine called Delilah back to the zoo after she had been seized by wanderlust one fine night. It is recorded that that a number of passers-by never touched alcohol again. It is a lesson for all of us, that whatever a situation looks like, there is often more going on than at first appears, even if, as in the resurrection and Ascension of our Lord, the matter is not capable of rational explanation. 

This is where faith comes in. Faith is what happens when rational explanation fails. If you see a porcupine being brushed along the road, believe that it’s there. Why it’s there will become clear in due course. It’s like the angels, bringing news, which is what the word angel, angellos, means in Greek, a messenger. God works through all things, but often, by persuading humans, who are not very clever, that they are doing what they want, rather than what God wants.  
You would think that porcupines would be grateful for the loving care that they receive, that they are looked after so they do not go where they should not, are fed, watered and all of their needs provided, but no. Humans, like porcupines are full of sharp quills, given to backing unexpectedly and likely to go off in any direction. The only way to move them is to brush them at arms length, to chivvy them gently along, to not get too close, so that they cannot hurt themselves and to wait. You have to be patient to move porcupines.

The disciples are still stuck in the old way of doing things. They are still convinced that Jesus is going to come back and be a proper Messiah, ride into battle, get rid of the Romans, form a kingdom on earth. And look! For heavens sake! Jesus has showed in his own body that nothing is impossible! He has been raised from the dead! This must be it!

And Jesus says, wait. Stay in the city. On your own. I’m not going to be with you anymore, someone else is coming, differently. It’s better this way.

 The wonder is that the disciples did not say in a shriek like an escaping gas explosion, wait? What do you mean, wait? I’ve been waiting! Look what I’ve been through! I can’t wait anymore! Sometimes, human life feels as though it’s an endless succession of waits for things to happen, when this has happened, things will be all right, I’m waiting for that to come round and then I will… Next year, soon, later…Always in a hurry and on to the next thing. Perhaps you are not like that. I seem to have spent a lot of my time saying to God, I really can’t wait anymore.

It doesn’t make any difference of course. When God means to make a point , God says it many times in different ways. “to everything there is a season” and “which of you by worrying, can add an iota to their life? 
So, the ascension is important. It’s the bridge between the old and the new, the new wine, given to be drunk by all. But we have to receive it. We have to be ready and we have to wait. We have to be where we are.

 God says, stay here in the city. Wait for the spirit. Try not to be a porcupine. 
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