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 These days I normally begin sermons with a big litany of thank-yous to the 
pastor and the church for the invitation and for their financial support and 
participation in the life of the wider church, followed by a personal connection 
congregation-to-congregation (oh, the First Congregational Church of Cheshire sends 
their greetings, by the way, and whenever I figure out where I’m preaching next, I’ll 
bring greetings from you to them), and a reminder that you can still register your kids 
for camp this summer at Silver Lake. (You can still register your kids for camp this 
summer at Silver Lake.) Let’s dispense with the formalities today, shall we? 
 There’s been a lot of tension among us lately, and a lot of elephant-naming in 
recent weeks, and I think it’s best to just launch right in and say that we’re holding a 
really important vote today concerning the future of our church, and it’s a bit nerve-
wracking. I know that some of you are nervous about the fact that I was asked to 
preach today, nervous because of my role with the Conference and because of my 
recent work with the Coordinating Team, nervous because there is concern that I 
might try to convince you to vote one way or another. So let me say this: everybody 
gets one vote. I have no desire to use the privilege of the pulpit to tell you how to use 
yours, except to tell you that you must vote according to your conscience, after 
listening for the voice of the Holy Spirit today. I do not presume that I am speaking on 
behalf of the Spirit. I can only hope that my words are pleasing to her, and if they are 
not, I trust that will be made clear in today’s congregational meeting. 
 The Holy Spirit shows up for the church when we need Her. 
 So let’s talk about Pentecost. 
 I’m going to let you in on a little secret: I really don’t like it when people refer 
to Pentecost as “the birthday of the church.” It strikes me as kind of like saying that 
Columbus discovered America, or that Elvis invented rock n’ roll. There were already 
120 followers of Jesus living in Jerusalem before this day. They had all heard Jesus 
preach; some of them had already been authorized to preach and teach and build 
communities in his name. There were already covenantally connected communities of 
followers, with organized leaders. These leaders were all together, in their upper 
room, gathered in fear and mutual understanding, making plans for their community 
and figuring out how they were going to bounce back from the not-insignificant 
emotional rollercoaster of Jesus’ ministry and death and resurrection and ascension. 
They were probably well into the process of preparing themselves for more 
preaching, more teaching, more institutional care, more social and political 
challenges, more martyrdom, … the church had already been born and eaten solid 
food and taken its first steps and started talking and was well on its way to 
teenagerhood before the Holy Spirit showed up in that upper room.  

Pentecost is not the church’s birthday. 
It’s probably more like… Prom. A little buildup and uncertainty, maybe a false 

start or two before you realize the important thing is just being with your friends, 
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then the flashing lights of the photo session and grown-up feeling of eating dinner out 
without any adults to say you can’t just have two pieces of cake as your meal and then 
the subsequent sugar rush from said cake and then the adrenaline rush of the limo 
ride through town and the dance party with more people than you actually remember 
going to this school and perhaps a few other forgotten and mysterious shenanigans 
before you end up back on the front steps of your parents’ house promising them that 
you definitely haven’t been drinking. And you definitely know your life has pivoted on 
its axis a bit, but you can’t quite pinpoint how or why. 
 That’s Pentecost. Not a birth, or even a rebirth, but a coming of age story.  
 And the thing about a coming of age story is that there’s always a critical 
choice to be made. A choice that both challenges and reveals your character at the 
same time. A choice that determines the path you walk until you are faced with your 
next critical choice—because a next critical choice will always be around the corner. 
Do I go left or do I go right? Do I go to the sanctioned school prom where tickets are 
only sold to couples and those couples must consist of a boy and a girl, or do I go to 
the alternative prom across town where kids can show up in groups or alone or with 
a same-gender date and nobody makes a fuss? Do I run out into the streets praising 
God and sharing the good news of Jesus’ resurrection, or do I stay in the upper room 
and hide or do I run in the other direction? Three thousand people heard Peter’s 
speech that morning and asked to be baptized on the spot. But there were around 
60,000 people living in Jerusalem at the time… how many heard and saw the apostles’ 
praising God and chose not to join? 
 And the mythology behind the coming of age story is that you only get one. 
You only get one Prom, you only get one night of dancing, you only get one dress or 
one tux or one “you can’t tell me what to wear, man!” You only get one critical choice 
that shapes your character forever. 
 But we know, as Resurrection People, that that myth isn’t true. We get multiple 
choices, multiple chances. We are always learning and growing throughout our lives, 
and there will be many critical, character-building choices to make. We get to try 
again and again and again to follow faithfully and get it right, and figure out what it 
means to get it right. And figure out what it means to try. We know, as Holy Spirit 
People, that the Spirit’s presence is constantly with us and within us, “creating and 
renewing the church of Jesus Christ, binding in covenant faithful people of all ages, 
tongues, and races.” We aren’t alone in this character-building exercise. We aren’t 
alone in our uncertainty, in our excitement, in our hopefulness. We aren’t alone. 
 Today we have one of those character-challenging, character-revealing choices 
to make. A vote on whether or not to join together with another partnering 
congregation and become one church. I said I wasn’t going to tell you how to vote, and 
I mean that. I’m not sure how I’m going to vote. My mind and heart have changed 
several times in the course of this discernment process, and I suspect many of yours 
have too. But the word that has been ringing in my ears for months now is this: we 
are not the solution to one another’s problems. 

We are not the solution to one another’s problems. 
We are not going to fill in each others’ gaps in proficiency in any convenient 

way. We are not able to promise each other an easier life. Union is not a transaction 
or a mathematical equation, where bylaws plus endowment equals church. That’s not 
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how church works, and it’s not fair of us to expect that of each other. That’s not how 
the Holy Spirit works, and it’s not fair of us to expect that of Her! Two plus two is not 
going to equal four: two plus two will equal seventeen; or two plus two will equal 
purple; or two plus two will equal the Long Island Sound. Responding to the call of 
God rarely makes sense. And it rarely makes life easier. Sometimes, to be honest, it 
doesn’t even make life measurably better. 

The Holy Spirit cannot be measured. She can’t be quantified, or contained, or 
even gendered, though tradition calls Her a She. She also can’t be predicted. She is, in 
many ways, the most mysterious of the three persons of the Trinity. She is, in spite of 
Her indwelling in all of us, essentially unknowable. 

Bu I know this about Her: She will show up for us when we need Her. She will 
tell us who we are. 

Thanks be to God. Amen. 
 
 
 


