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Easter 6—Year C 

Acts 16:9-15 

Psalm 67 

Revelation 21:10, 22-22:5 

John 14:23-29 

 

As you think about your life and the lives of those you love, what do you long for? What do hope 

for? Throw out a word. (pause) As you think about the nation, same thing, what do you long for? 

What do you hope for? Span out, how about the world? 

 

Throughout all of our scriptures this morning runs this thread—people are longing for something, 

needing something, hoping for something. 

 

In Acts, the whole passage begins with Paul having a vision of a man of Macedonia pleading 

with him and saying, “Come over to Macedonia and help us.” Paul didn’t receive a letter about 

this, or an email, or a text; this wasn’t an instant message on his Facebook; this wasn’t a physical 

communication of any kind. This came to Paul in a vision. This was an energetic message; this 

was a message sent up by someone, somewhere in Macedonia; this was the cry of that man’s 

heart. That man longed for something, needed something, and put a prayer up in the universe 

for someone to hear and come and lend aid and speak good news that could help them. The 

deepest cries of our hearts that pierce the night that we think no one hears, well, today’s 

scripture tells us, “Not so.” You just never know where the cry of your heart will land in 

another’s half a world away. 

 

And for Paul, who received this vision, he had a deep longing, too. You see, just before this 

passage, we’re told that he and his companions are wondering around the regions of Phrygia 

and Galatia because the Holy Spirit kept them from speaking the word in the province of 

Asia. They tried to enter Bithynia, but the Spirit wouldn’t let them. Okay, not going to try to 

figure out why the Spirit wouldn’t let them go north to preach the word—we can puzzle that out 

another day—but the point today is they were stymied.  

 

When you’ve got good news to proclaim, when you’ve got something to offer, and you can’t, 

that’s hard. Paul had a longing to speak the word that had been given him, and this vision 

that came to him gave him a way forward. 

 

So, off Paul and his companions go to Macedonia, to the city of Philippi to be exact, and they 

stay there for several days. Remember, Philippi will end up being Paul’s favorite child—that 

community that he clearly loves the most and for whom he has great affection. On the sabbath 

day, they head just outside the city gate, down near the river, and there they engage with the 

women who have gathered there. That’s interesting—it’s a man in the vision that gets Paul to 

come to Macedonia, but it’s the women that Paul seeks out on this day. There is this certain 

woman, Lydia, she’s a worshiper of God, from Thyatira, and she deals in purple cloth. 

Thyatira was known for the purple cloth. Purple cloth was sold to royalty, rich folk—think 

boutique shop, the kind of place that is so expensive that they don’t even post the prices on the 

tags which always makes me break into a nervous sweat. She would have been a person of means 

herself, maybe not quite of the social status of those who bought her goods, but she sure knew 
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how to rub elbows in that world. And she was listening, intently. There was a longing in her. 

There was a gnawing in her soul, a something more that she sensed was out there. She was 

successful by her culture’s standards—good work with a stable income, well respected—but 

there was something missing. The Lord opened her heart to listen eagerly to what was said 

by Paul, and his words landed right where they needed to. The love and grace of Jesus, the 

power of the relationships woven among those who followed his way, the fabric of this 

beloved community—it was compelling and landed right in the pit of that longing that was in 

her soul. After she and her household had been baptized, she urged Paul and his companions 

to come and stay at her home, and she prevailed. She, too, was now part of this fabric, more 

priceless than all the purple cloth in the world. 

 

As we turn toward Revelation, underneath all of that totally bizarre imagery, there is longing. 

There’s a longing for light amidst the darkness; a thirst for the river of life amidst all that 

feels so chaotic and dead; there is a hunger for healing, most especially healing of the nations. 

It’s a powerful reminder that, while God and Jesus and the Spirit are infinitely concerned with 

the individual, they also understand that salvation is never just an individual matter; but it’s 

always communal, as well. God treasures and calls a people, as well as a person. And in this 

passage from Revelation, we are promised that this river of life will flow straight from the 

heart of the Divine, and that the tree of life is nurtured by those same waters and the fruit of 

that tree will blossom and those tender green leaves will heal the nations, and light, oh the light 

will be never-ending—no more night or need for sun or lamp—the Lord God will be their 

light. Our deepest longings met with overflowing abundance. 

 

And then we come to our gospel passage and a whole litany of longings there. The longing to 

have the capacity to keep Jesus’ word, to carefully attend to and hold fast to it, knowing that 

that is so hard to do amidst the distractions of daily life, large and small. And the reminder that 

love is the bond that keeps us connected to that deep desire to attend to Jesus’ way.  

 

The longing for something that can anchor us from deep within when the storm kicks up and 

the waves are knocking us around. The need to know that God is with us, even when we can’t 

feel it or believe it, and sure struggle to trust it. And the answer that comes meets that longing 

and goes deeper. God isn’t just coming to visit, but God, Jesus, their love—they’re making 

their home with us. That anchor, that sure guidance, it already lives within us in the space 

where God has already chosen to dwell, where God abides always. 

 

Then, there are the times when we are simply lost, maybe like that man in Macedonia that cried 

out in the night. In those times, we need an Advocate. When we don’t have words for the deepest, 

hardest prayers in our heart, we need someone who can intercede for us, who can plead our case. 

When all the memories of the resurrections that have followed our crucifixions fly out of our 

mind, we need someone to call forth those memories from our soul. When the great Teacher is 

not in our midst, and we just don’t know what to do, which way to turn, how to proceed, we 

need a guide. As Jesus is preparing to leave his companions, he promises them that God will 

send them the Advocate, the Holy Spirit who will teach them everything and will cause them 

to remember all that he has said to them. The problem isn’t that we don’t know the Jesus way; 

the problem is that we forget it. Under stress, we forget what we already know. The Advocate, 

the Holy Spirit, comes to help us remember that deep knowing that we are God’s beloved and 
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that we can’t lose the God who has decided to take up permanent residence in our very being. 

 

And then, Jesus pans out to the wider stage and zooms into our deepest anxiety, all at the same 

time. Jesus says, “Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you. I do not give to you as the 

world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled, and do not let them be afraid.” The first 

definition of this peace in Greek is, listen to this, “a state of national tranquility; exemption from 

the rage and havoc of war.” Then it goes onto more common definitions of “harmony, concord, 

security, safety, prosperity, felicity (that intense joy), because peace and harmony make and keep 

things safe and prosperous.” Oh my goodness, don’t you have a longing for our nation to be 

tranquil, to take a break from the drumbeat of war, especially with regards to our words, to 

take a break from all the rage? Boy, I have that longing. The world can’t give us this, but 

Jesus can, and does.  

 

 

 

And his peace works all the way down into the depths of our individual angst, right into our 

troubled hearts—in the Greek, our “agitated, disquieted, restless, full of dread, anxious, 

distressed, perplexed hearts;” our hearts that are “full of inward commotion, that have lost that 

sense of calm and equanimity;” those hearts for whom “fear has made them timid.” Is your 

heart ever in that state? I know mine is. And when we’re in that troubled, fearful space, we long 

for our hearts to know the peace that passes all understanding. Jesus promises that peace; it 

already lives within us; we just need the Holy Spirit to help us remember. 

 

So many longings—individual, communal, national, cosmic—so many longings, so many things 

we hope for, and at every turn today, we are shown a way, given a word, made a promise. None 

of these are magic, none of this will miraculously fix the chaos and darkness or the valley of the 

shadow of death through which we have to travel, but the “fix” we are promised is so much 

deeper—it’s the promise that whatever befalls us, whatever road we have to walk, there will be 

a cry heard, a word of good news to which we can hold fast, water of life to drink, trees full 

of life and healing to shade us, an Advocate to plead our heart’s cause, the indwelling of God, 

the peace that the world cannot give us—all of this is ours, Jesus has promised us that. 

 

So, name your deepest longings, and trust, with all your being, that God will meet you there. 

In fact, Jesus already has, and the Spirit will help us to remember that when we are tempted to 

forget. Amen. 
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