
St. Bartholomew’s Episcopal Church sermon for the seventh 
Sunday of Easter 2020: “Sandwich time” 

So I am what we call these days the classic sandwich generation. 
I’m young enough to have children still at home and still wanting 
and needing much attention and guidance, and I am old enough 
to have aging parents with ever-increasing care needs.  And in 
the midst of it all, I’m also in those prime middle years of my 
working life. 

If I’m totally honest, while this is a very rewarding place to be, it 
also has its challenges.  It feels like a set of opportunities and 
demands exceeding what I’m able to meet is constantly coming 
my way.  It definitely feels like I have more questions than 
answers, and as I cross that threshold at which it’s statistically 
likely that more life has passed than is yet to come, life feels like a 
fast-moving freight train that no amount of effort on my part can 
slow. 

And yet, right in the midst of what often seems like a whirlwind 
season, I’m keenly aware that these are my glory days. 
Yesterday feels long gone, tomorrow could bring anything and 
may never come, and if my desire is to show great love and do 
great things, today is my day.  I am more cognizant of that now 
than ever before. 

So that’s sandwich time.  I bring up this image because this 
weekend is, in the church calendar, our annual sandwich time. 
It’s that awkward Sunday where we’re invited to sit in the space of 
already-done-but-not-yet-started.  Last Thursday we celebrated 
Jesus’ ascension into heaven, a clear acknowledgement that he 



is no longer with us in bodily form, but our celebration of 
Pentecost, the promised gift of the Holy Spirit, must wait another 
week. 

 

  

It’s a little like sitting on top of the wreckage after a storm, hopeful 
and confident that the day of rebuilding will come, but not yet sure 
of when it will arrive and exactly what form it will take.  It’s a time 
of active waiting. 

Sandwich time can be a hard place to be, and what we do with it 
is critically important.  Psychologists and mystics alike agree that 
the middle years of life, those years when youth is past but old 
age has not yet arrived, are like a crossroads where the choices 
we make can lead us to an end full of contentment and fulfillment 
or one marked my anxiety and despair. 

In the spiritual realm, the same can be said of those times that 
mirror this particular Sunday when Jesus has departed from us 
but the Holy Spirit is still on her way.  The choices we make at 
such a moment matter tremendously. 

I believe that we are standing at just such a moment, not only in 
the church calendar but in the life of the world.  As I began to 
explore last week, the events of the past several months have 
disrupted patterns and institutions of life that, until very recently, 
seemed far too big and too stable to fail.  All of a sudden very 
many things we imagined we could take for granted are no longer 
available to us. 



One of the most obvious is our practice of church.  A faith 
community whose axis is a weekly in-person gathering that 
includes a physical Sacrament is currently out of our reach, and 
while we are beginning to receive assurances that this will slowly 
and incrementally again become available to us in the future, I 
don’t think any of us imagines that it will be exactly the same as it 
was before. 

This is a sandwich moment.  Jesus has departed, the Holy Spirit 
is still on her way, and we have choices to make about what to do 
in this moment. 

The choice I suggest we make at this moment, a choice I believe 
will lead us to a place of fulfillment and new life, is to see this as a 
moment of metamorphosis.  I’m going to spend the rest of this 
sermon exploring how we read Scripture and tradition and what 
changes God might be inviting out of us going forward. 

Our pattern of life as a church, and really even as a society, is far 
more deeply rooted in the Scriptures than many of us realize. 
Have you ever stopped and thought about why nearly all the 
world observes some version of a revolving seven-day pattern of 
work, play, and rest?  It comes straight out of the first chapter of 
the book of Genesis!  In six days God made the created universe 
and all that is in it, and on the seventh day God rested.  Even 
people with no ties at all to any religious tradition tend to observe 
this pattern to at least some extent. 

And within the church we take it a step further.  Saturday, the 
seventh day of the week, is meant to be the Sabbath, a day on 
which we rest from our usual patterns of work and prepare 



ourselves spiritually for Sunday, the first day of the week on which 
we gather in community to celebrate and enact our Lord’s glorious 
Resurrection. 

It’s pretty obvious why pretty much all of the world’s cultures, 
civilizations, and religions observe some version of this pattern. 
We humans are living creatures, and like all other creatures we 
need to feed ourselves, exert ourselves, and rest and recreate 
ourselves in rhythmic fashion in order to survive and thrive.  In 
inspiring a creation story that gives us a framework for such a 
rhythm, God knows what God is doing. 

But what then do we do when this rhythm is severely disrupted by 
factors entirely beyond our control?  That’s when we take a step 
back and ponder the Spirit of the Law that lies behind the Letter of 
the Law. 

In the Gospels Jesus himself is constantly doing just that.  “The 
Sabbath was made for humankind and not humankind for the 
Sabbath,” he teaches. 

Sure, it’s wonderful to have the revolving seven-day pattern of 
work, rest, play, and worship, and it’s even more wonderful to be 
surrounded by a big and lively community that shares that rhythm 
with us.  But I’m afraid we’ve perhaps overstated the scriptural 
case for this.  We’ve read the letter of the law and taken it for 
granted that God literally demands that we work Monday through 
Friday, rest and play on Saturday, then gather for worship on 
Sunday.  We’ve lamented as we’ve watched the society around 
us slowly ebb away from that pattern, and now we’re thoroughly 



disoriented as a virus has abruptly stripped away what remained 
of it. 

What if in the midst of these unsettling times God is reminding us 
that what matters is what the rhythm of work, play, rest, and 
worship is meant to accomplish in us, not the specifics of the 
rhythm itself?  The Sabbath was made for humankind, not 
humankind for the Sabbath. 

Even as restrictions and worries subside in the months and years 
to come, I don’t see us as church ever quite returning to the way 
things used to be.  And perhaps we’re not meant to return. 
Perhaps our beloved and traditional rhythm of life and worship 
was no longer fully satisfying the purpose for which it was made, 
and the time has come for us to innovate and find new ways to 
live into the Spirit of the Law that God has woven into creation. 

Now I’m not trying to say that absolutely anything goes or that we 
should just abandon everything we’ve inherited.  Far from it.  I am, 
however, suggesting that we strongly re-examine what we have, 
until now, dismissed as an impossible or unreasonable way in 
which to live as spiritual beings in Communion with God and one 
another. 

Perhaps a rhythm of life in which the days and times on which we 
rest and worship are fluid, but still regular in some way, really is 
an equally faithful way to live into the critical importance of 
Sabbath.  Perhaps a faith community more centered around small 
home as well as sanctuary church gatherings that occur on 
varying days of the week really can be as spiritually fulfilling, or 
even more so, than the pattern we knew before.  Perhaps worship 



that uses the media of modern technology really can be true 
Communion for us. 

There are those who would say that innovations such as these 
are unbiblical, but are they?  Jesus spent his entire earthly 
ministry proclaiming and demonstrating that what matters is not 
what the Law is, but what it does.  The mission of the Church is 
quite simple.  It is not to gather every Sunday.  It is not to sing the 
right songs and quote the right Bible verses.  It is to reconcile all 
people to God and to one another.  If what we do, no matter how 
traditional or innovative it may be, accomplishes this lofty goal, 
then we should do it with every bit of energy and enthusiasm we 
have.  If not, we should leave it by the wayside, and the sooner 
the better. 

We are in sandwich time my dear friends.  The past lies behind 
us, and we cannot fully reclaim it even if we want to.  In front of us 
lies an uncertain future, and we stand at the crossroads.  Let us 
choose the road that leads to the mission of the church, the one 
that reconciles us all to God and to one another. 

 


