
Tomorrow is Ascension Day. Did you know it used to be called Holy Thursday? 
(see William Blake poem at end). This used to be a very important festival in the 
Christian Year. There used to be processions held and great celebrations. 
Parents could even take their children out of school on that day to attend 
church (and still can I believe!). 
Not any more though. Ascension Day has been relegated to the Championship, 
or League One or the Conference! Is it perhaps because it is always on a 
Thursday when people work now? Or is it because Pentecost (or as we used to 
call it Whit Sunday) has been deemed to be much more important? 
But Ascension Day marks the end of the Easter period, being 40 days after 
Easter Day. The event is recorded in Mark, Luke and Acts, which all say the same 
thing - "he was taken up to heaven". Acts adds the appearance of 2 men in 
white who say "why do you stand here looking at the sky? The same Jesus, who 
has been taken from you into heaven, will come back in the same way you have 
seen him go into heaven? 
Perhaps that's another reason why Ascension Day has fallen out of favour. We 
can't really get our heads round a giant escalator going up into the clouds or 
Jesus taking off like a Harrier Jump Jet. Perhaps our cynical society is to blame. 
The disciples must have felt abandoned. They had been with Jesus for 3 years, 
been through the agony of his death and the joy of his resurrection. And now 
he has disappeared leaving them to carry on His work. 
Perhaps we have all felt abandoned at some point in our lives - perhaps during 
the present crisis. But the disciples' response was amazing. Rather than being 
heartbroken and downcast, they prayed and glorified God. They were waiting 
for the gift of the Holy Spirit at Pentecost. Jesus had said that He would come 
again, and he has in the form of the spirit of God which dwells in each and every 
one of us. "I am in the Father; you are in me and I am in you " said Jesus. Jesus 
has sent his Holy Spirit to guide us and give us strength in times of trouble. And 
so we wait for Pentecost and remind ourselves of the gift of the Holy Spirit. 
So, try to keep a good Ascension Day. Don't let it be relegated to the Essex 
Senior League! 
I leave you with William Blake's poem about Ascension Day - Holy Thursday - an 
indictment of the Poor Law system as well as a celebration perhaps. 
 
 



 
Twas on a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean 
The children walking two and two in red and blue and green 
Grey headed beadles walked before with wands as white as snow 
Till unto the high dome of St Pauls they like Thames water flow 
 
O what a multitude they seemed these flowers of London town 
Seated in companies they sit with radiance all their own 
The hum of multitudes was there but multitudes of lambs 
Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands 
 
Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song 
Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among 
Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor 
The cherish pity least you drive an angel from your door. 
 
Jeff 
 
 
My primary school always celebrated Ascension Day. After registration, the 
whole school (about 40 pupils) walked to the church for a service of holy 
communion (Book of Common Prayer) with sermon. Several mothers and 
retired people also attended. We always behaved with studied decorum 
because we knew that at the end of the service the Vicar (Revd Pope) would say 
that as we were such well-behaved children, as the Chairman of the School 
Governors, it was his delight to announce that the rest of the day was a holiday.  
Ascension Day has always had a special place in my heart. 
Vera 


