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 It’s no shocking fact that my generation mostly gets their news from the Internet. I keep up with a lot of 

news on something called Buzzfeed. Buzzfeed is an Internet news media company launched in 2006 and has 

any type of news you can think of, from the latest in the Middle East, to the adoption story of a cat with only 

one leg. One story that caught my attention was that of Glenn, a 6-year-old from Florida who has autism and 

epilepsy. His mom Ashlee told Buzzfeed she intended to throw him a birthday party, inviting the sixteen 

children from Glenn’s class. Not one showed up.  

 

 Ashlee took to Facebook, saying “I know this might be something silly to rant about, but my heart is 

breaking for my son. We invited his whole class over for his 6th birthday party today. Not one kid came.” 

Within an hour, fifteen kids from the area just showed up with their parents. By the end of the day, the party 

was hosting seventy neighborhood children, and none of them had previously known Glenn. Police officers and 

firefighters also started pulling into Glenn’s driveway, with presents in their trunks. They showed Glenn all 

their equipment up close and personal, and Glenn told Buzzfeed it made him “feel like a superstar.” 

 

 Today is the festival of Pentecost. Let’s start with the obvious, that word, “Pentecost.” Pentecost literally 

means “fifty days,” signifying the day that Jews from around Palestine and around the world gathered to 

celebrate the Harvest. So that’s why all these Jews from around the world were gathered in Jerusalem at that 

time. But this particular year, Pentecost came seven weeks after a very unusual Passover. For it was right 

around Passover that year that some truly amazing events took place. There was this fellow Jesus of Nazareth 

who had gotten the crowds all worked up. The Jewish and Roman leaders called for His crucifixion, and Pilate 

gave it to them. Since then, his disciples kept things on the “down low.” All 120 of them had been hanging 

around in Jerusalem, and now, on Pentecost, “they were all together in one place.”  

 

 I hear people describe Pentecost as the birthday of the church…which, honestly, has never really stuck 

with me. I think of birthday parties as humble and quiet get-togethers at someone’s home. But there’s nothing 

humble or quiet about this story. Little did the disciples know that chaos, beautiful chaos was about to ensue. 

The chaos was coming from a God who was about to crash the party and eat all their cake. God was going to 

bring in everyone the disciples were trying to avoid. Then things got crazy. The wind roared and voices 

consumed the room and languages were spoken and fire was blazing. 

 

 It seems as if there’s little room for that kind of stuff in liturgy in 21
st
 century churches. First century 

Palestine bares little resemblance to 2015 America. There was no vacation bible school or dozens of 

committees, or organs or teller duty. There were seemingly a lack of ushers handing each Parthian a worship 

bulletin. The Judeans weren’t selling Girl Scout cookies after service or hosting youth luncheons. I know what 

you’re thinking: “What have we become, then?” We must remember who we are as people. Who we are as 

Christians. In that case, there is little to no difference.  

 

 Fear and isolation still runs rampant in the church. That cute thing we do where we sprout hate or 

distrust toward those of different denominations just because they’re different? It’s called sectarianism. The 

people speaking in tongues? Clearly the Pentecostals. That long list of all the different nationalizes present in 

the first reading sounds a whole lot like a typical UCC member bragging about the multiculturaism of their 

congregation. The ones who are questioning the morality of those who were apparently drunk might have been 

the first Evangelicals to roam the Earth. Then there’s the really sweet but ignorant guys who goes “No way they 

can be drunk, its only 9 A.M.!” That, ladies and gentlemen, is what you call a Methodist.  



 It’s sad to report that nothing much has changed. We still speak these multitude of languages when we 

remember that our personal understandings and experiences do not speak for all who hear.   People are still 

people. They are capable of being overly emotional, judgmental, naïve, and compulsive labelers. From the very 

beginning, we were confused and embarrassed about our deepest flaws. We cover it up with our smugness and 

our need to be right.  In other words, we are the very people to whom God needed to send the Spirit. Here’s the 

other side to the story---God hasn’t changed either, and he never will. Just like on that first Pentecost, God 

crashes birthday parties and invites people we constantly try to avoid. Where we say “no thank you”, or “that 

makes me feel uncomfortable”, God says “Yes please!” and “Just step out of your comfort zone for goodness 

sake!”  

  A few months ago, a friend of mine passed away. She was one of the strongest, most compassionate, 

most resilient people I knew. She was an atheist, but still enjoyed conversations on religion, particularly 

Christianity. I was on the phone with her late one night when we were talking about the idea of the Holy Spirit. 

“If the Holy Spirit is this awesome and powerful force that changed so many souls, why is it represented by a 

wimpy little dove?” Well, she has a point. The Holy Spirit reassuring peace and hope is a powerful thing. I 

don’t want my soul and my life to be changed by a dove flying over a beach in the sunset that looks like he 

belongs on a Hallmark card.  

 

Peace comes in the ways we least expect it. When we talk about the Holy Spirit, it’s a mechanism to lean on the 

metaphors of the Spirit being a comforter. But the Holy Spirit is anything but a metaphor. Although the Spirit is 

called a comforter by some, the Spirit cannot tuck you into bed with a homemade cookie and read you a night-

night story. What the Spirit does is bring the people the comfort that is the truth. Anyone who’s ever had some 

type of experience of the truth can testify that it’s not exactly what you would equate with coziness.  

 

 Remember friends, God always invites the people who would least expect to our birthday parties. God 

invites these people to mess everything up. God doesn’t send those people in on a dove. God sends them in on a 

crazed bird with sharp talons and a predatory beak to come and snatch the normalness of our lives and replace it 

with beautiful chaos. To break apart our hearts of stone and give us hearts of compassion. Hearts on fire for God 

and God’s people. Hearts ready to serve a church where people don’t feel like they need to leave part of who 

they are at the door. A church where God is always coming to us, instead of us making our way to God. A 

church that preaches the truth instead of comfort.  

 

 One of my favorite quotes is by author Victor Hugo: “Music expresses that which cannot be put into 

words and that which cannot remain silent”. The Spirit does the same thing in our lives when we can’t even 

gather words, and all we can do is “sigh” (Romans 8:26) Through the Spirit, God brings peace and hope daily. I 

mean, even the apostle Paul mentions the word hope five times in just two verses. God brings hope to the single 

parent struggling to pay their bills. To the shut in placed in a hospice after years of declining health. To the 

twenty something experiencing traumatic event after another and just can’t be bothered with the idea of church 

anymore. It’s then that God is at God’s best. When I give up on trying to control the world, that God steps 

forward, ready all along, and carries me into a new moment, into a new day. 

  

 The Spirit speaks to those who have found themselves between a rock and a hard place. Those 

unsatisfied, deeply thirsting for a life with profound meaning. Those who feel so tossed around in life they don’t 

know which way is up. The Spirit speaks to those who are simply burnt out. Those who have grown tired of this 

world’s hollow promises and false advertising. That’s the thing about the Pentecost Spirit of truth. The truth 

might crush us. And that’s OK. The truth does crush us, but the instant it crushes us, the possibility of 

something new and something beautiful emerges. That thing can also be something radical and mysterious and 

dangerous. That thing is called the Body of Christ. Usually despite us, sometimes against us, but always for us. 

Because it is only the Spirit who can turn us from a “they” into a “we”.  Amen 


