
 
  
  
 “Awe came upon everyone, because many wonders and signs were being done by 
the apostles.”  
 
 Kim and I have been able to take a lot of walks in our neighborhood since this 
pandemic began. We see things that in previous times might not have even registered, but 
the slowing down we’ve been forced into these days seems to have slowed down our 
racing minds and opened our eyes a bit more to the here-and-now beauty that’s always 
there.  
 
 On a recent walk, Kim spotted yellow peonies in Jim and Sue Mahurin’s yard. Kim 
said, “Wow!” and knelt at eye-level to take a photo. We lingered a little longer, in awe of 
yellow peonies in full bloom on a bright spring day.  
 
 Awe. That’s where I’d like to start; with that wide-eyed amazement that came 
upon those earliest apostles, and all who fell within their orbit. It was an awe that bound 
them not only to Christ, but also to one another. They shared together, these disciples, a 
journey, filled with joy and sorrow, danger and peace, presence and absence. They had 
ascended the highest mountain with Jesus, and they had stood in the lowest valley, as 
Jesus lay in the tomb. They were the ones who raced to the tomb on Easter morning, and 
now they were the ones who experienced the risen Christ. Every time they got together, 
there was in the midst of them a palpable awe.  
 
 It would be easy right now, not being able to gather as the Body of Christ in the 
sanctuary on a Sunday morning, unable to embrace and talk together in community in 
Wilson Hall, without the ability to be with each other physically in Sunday school classes 
or Growth Groups or choir rehearsal, it would be easy to lose our sense of community, 
our connection with Christ and one another, and the awe that lies at the root of it all, the 
worship of God. 
 
  And yet that is not happening among us. You are calling one another to just check 
in, attending Zoom gatherings and meetings, leaving goodie bags on front porches, 

The Basics 
A Sermon Preached by Christopher A. Joiner 
First Presbyterian Church, Franklin, Tennessee 
May 3, 2020 
Fourth Sunday of Easter – Year A 

Acts 2:42-47 

 



sending cards of encouragement and hope, continuing in the amazing generosity that 
reflects God’s abundance, and staying home as an act of neighbor-love. In many ways, 
we’ve been thrust into a setting that has echoes of those earliest disciples, who, with 
nothing but the witness of Christ’s resurrection and the power of the Spirit, lived for the 
gospel in a time of deep uncertainty.  
 
 They realized what we too have come to know – that to live by the Spirit’s power 
is more than enough for their days or any day.  
 
 “Day by day, as they spent much time together in the temple, they broke bread at 
home and ate their food with glad and generous hearts.” It is a picture of a community 
bound together by something much stronger than brick and mortar, something that could 
empower them whether they were together in the temple or breaking bread at home. 
 
 Even though we are spending most of our time as a church breaking bread at home, 
we are no less the church. From home, we are attending to the apostles’ teaching and 
fellowship, the breaking of bread and the prayers. Teaching and learning, sharing our joys 
and sorrows in fellowship, breaking bread and knowing Christ is there, praying with and 
for one another – no virus can stop the church from this work, no walls can contain it, the 
scattered church is still steeped in these ancient practices, and in so doing we find that the 
tie that binds us can never be broken. And, knowing this, how can we not be in awe? 
 
 A friend of mine who served as pastor of a small church in rural Tennessee told 
about stepping behind the Lord’s Table, ready to preside over Communion. A little girl 
named Kate managed to get away from her mother and started walking down the center 
aisle. About halfway up, something in her demeanor changed, her eyes got wide as she 
looked at the table with bread and wine, and then above at a little wooden cross on the 
wall behind. My friend stepped away from the table and went down the steps to where 
Kate had stopped. He knelt down and looked in the name direction she was looking, 
because, he said, “I wanted to see it, everything – the table, the cross, the bread and wine 
– the way she was seeing it, through her eyes of awe.” 
 
 I want to invite us to attend to our awe this week, to walk through your days eager 
to see and feel the Spirit at work in the world making all things new. It can be as simple 
as yellow peonies on a neighborhood walk, the healing words of a trusted friend, the 
wonder of a child, a bright sunset, a prayer prayed just for you, food on your doorstep, 
words of scripture, a psalm, a hymn, a dance party on the living room floor. Gifts abound. 
The invitation to be in awe is always before us, in abundance.  
 
 Let us all see through the eyes of awe, to the glory of God, today and every day.   


