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There is an image of a fig that has taken up permanent residence on my left shoulder blade in 

black ink (sorry Dad). Under it lies the signature of a woman who was the matriarchal backbone 

of our family and our religious community. Growing up in my family meant Sundays meant 

chocolate chip pancakes at Grandma’s before spending the morning at church. Being the Slovak 

that I am, I was baptized and grew up attending that… other Lutheran church in Trumbull. Like 

any kid I was mostly there for the snack and the brownie points from the White, bitter, bearded 

man in the sky. 

 

One Sunday I stuffed two pancakes in my coat before we left for church. Halfway through 

Sunday School, I made some lame excuse about stomach pain and excused myself. Sometime 

later, I heard the doorknob turning, and Grandma locked eyes with a bewildered third grader 

with half a pancake hanging out of her mouth. Gram plopped down to my level and wrapped an 

arm around me. I silently offered her the second pancake, she smiled and graciously accepted. 

When the world was too loud with it’s expectations and suffering and hatred, Grandma offered 

a seat with underlying Promise under the fig tree. She gave me language purpose to persist and 

resist as much as I love.  

 

That physical closet that my grandmother found me in would come back to haunt me in a more 

figurative fashion for upwards of seven years. Because I found myself I am a firm believer in 

the idea of a paradox, that the same fig leaves that Adam and Eve used to conceal their shame 

attracted to women the same way I was attracted to men, my very being didn’t make sense and 

wasn’t worthy of the same rights as my heterosexual peers. If a day passes in which someone 

doesn’t tell me “you are of the Devil!” it is a rare day indeed. But in the LGBTQ community 

tell me that I am not only confused about my sexuality but a “sell out” for claiming Christianity 

as my faith.  

could be leaves of the fig tree that Jesus blesses and gives abundant life to those who partake in 

in it. I also believe that everyone has a figurative closet, something unhealthy they are holding 

onto like an active grenade. One of the many Scripture passages which helped me in my coming 

out process is just a few chapters beyond the narrative we read today, the narrative of the 

Jerusalem Counsel. It reminds me that we are a lot more like those disciples from the outskirts 

of Galilee than we would like to believe. 

 

Peter says of the Gentiles:  “God who reads everyone’s hearts, has borne witness to this by 

giving to them (the Gentile Christians) the Breath of God which is the Holy Spirit; this same 

Spirit which God granted to us. God made no distinction, but granted them purity of heart by 

the filling of the Breath of God…Just as we believe that we are saved though the Grace of God, 

so too are they.” 

 

While Pentecost is a day that holds great significance for me, it remains one of the more 

misunderstood Christian traditions. It is unlikely that a single miraculous moment is what 



launched the church as a movement. And while Luke writes in the Book of Acts that the church 

got a jump start in a dramatic and spectacular way, John, in his gospel, imagines a much calmer 

and more intimate infusion of spirit into the followers of Christ. John imagines the resurrected 

Christ showing up to a handful of followers and breathing on them, saying, “Receive the holy 

Spirit.” Luke imagines a crowded, noisy room where people are so unruly they are thought to be 

drunk. But neither Luke’s version nor John’s was the first experience of spirit and neither story 

literally marks the first day of the organized church. 

 

I heard a priest say that Pentecost was the debut of the Holy Spirit. No. I heard a preacher claim 

(it may or may not have been me two years ago) that Pentecost is the Church’s birthday. No. 

The point of Pentecost isn’t indoor wind, floating flames, or miraculous linguistics. These are 

clearly metaphors and not literal occurrences. The Breath of God wasn’t experienced for the 

first time on Pentecost. The younger of our two creation myths has the spirit hovering over the 

chaotic, primordial waters of creation. The energy of Life is eternal and was certainly 

experienced before this one day. 

 

Explanation is not experience. We have powerful experiences of Spirit that demand that we use 

big language in order to communicate the impact of the experience. Just  because the story isn’t 

factual, doesn’t mean it isn’t important. The truth is that when we feel trapped, an internal 

impulse causes us to seek a way out of or through the difficulty, and once we experience 

healing or freedom, we want to celebrate. Our change of experience may feel like a miracle, and 

to communicate the feeling we use the language of miracles, and if the story is retold 

continuously, the story may grow in the retelling.  

The metaphors, idioms, and euphemisms we choose to tell people about our profound spiritual 

insights and breakthroughs might distract from what really occurred if people took them too 

literally.  Being in a pickle has nothing to do with cucumbers and vinegar, raining cats and dogs 

has nothing to do with animals, being between a rock and hard place has nothing to with 

geography or geology, and batty may have nothing to do with actual bats. 

 

Church, when we gather to speak our own unique language, carry our own agendas, we miss 

out on properly spreading the great abundance that is our liturgical feast. We have to be willing 

to invite the discomfort-inducing Spirit. The disciples were in danger, but not from outsiders.  

In some ways, Pentecost is like an awkward college party. God’s crashing it and inviting all the 

people we’re trying to avoid. God is still saying yes to all our polite ‘no thank you’s.’ 

Community is always more compelling than chaos and purpose more compelling than fear. 

Always always always. So there we all are even from the beginning.  Flawed, smug, confused, 

embarrassed and embarrassing…in other words the very people to whom God sends the Spirit. 

 

Prophets of the time literally ran from their callings. One tried hiding in a wine vat. Jonah tried 

hiding from God. Moses asked God to send his brother, Aaron, in his place. Even Jesus asked 

of God to be released from his call. Prophets were commissioned by God to go and do things 

which seemed incredulous. Isaiah wondered the streets of Jerusalem naked in the snow. One 

prophet was told by God to marry a known sex worker. One prophet sat in the streets of 

Jerusalem baking cakes made from animal dung. Prophets where thought to not to be in their 



right minds. Given Peter’s past, and his tendency to put a stop to things and his need to watch 

out for himself, given his history of getting in God’s way, for some reason on this day, we see 

that the Spirit changed him. Maybe he knew that if he was called to build the Church, he could 

no longer force God to conform to his vision; instead he would have to be unsettled himself, in 

order to embrace God’s plan. Instead of asking God to make it easier for him, to make it work 

for him, Peter let go…he realized there’s there’s no way around it. 

 

I have encountered an intense period of discernment. People always say to me “wow, Katie 

you’re so lucky you know what you want to do!” Uhhhh… 

 

The other day Liz Bales commented on one of my Facebook posts where I was shamelessly 

plugging my sermon. “So, are you looking to be a teacher or a minister?” And here’s my 

answer, in my usual drawn out fashion. I’ve graduated with my bachelors within a major that I 

absolutely adore. Seriously, sociology rocks. It's the study of the way in which human beings 

are shaped by things that they don't see, and becoming aware of these things is a huge but 

necessary sacrifice. Seem familiar? 

 

Now that I’m in an accelerated program for my Masters’ in Teaching, I ‘ve found my desires 

may no longer be in alignment with the path I had initially imagined for myself. As much as I 

love everything about working with kids, I find myself no longer wanting to leave my passion 

for service, ministry and activism on the back burner. I’m a little too INFJ for my own good, so 

I spent long periods of time in silence and solitude. Pentecost demands that we listen with a 

willing heart, and that we open ourselves to ongoing radical transformation. I have been called 

to radically share my little piece of  

Love incarnate.  

 

The prompting of the Divine did not soften. It pursued me, until I was tired of running, tired of 

hiding, tired of being afraid and I finally stopped, turned around, and told God “I wish you’d 

ask someone a little smarter, someone a little less sarcastic, someone who is a better speaker, 

someone who is by nature isn’t shy and wants to fade into the wood work, but I’ll do it. Your 

will be done.”  Your will be done, indeed. I am so grateful to serve a Triune God who is 

knocking me off my feet and pulling me from my comfort zone in the best ways. In other news, 

I would be eternally grateful for any sort of donation to the “Katie wants to go to Boston for 

Divinity School Fund.” 

 

To be fully human and alive is to know the tension of our dustiness, our mortality, to be called 

to a profoundly healthy humility where we acknowledge that we can know very little of the 

magnificence and mystery of the divine Source of all. Once we have journeyed through the 

desert and stripped away the vestiges of our hubris, we can dance into the new life awaiting us. 

We are reminded that practicing resurrection is not for ourselves alone, but on behalf of a wider 

community. Not only for those with whom we attend church services, but beyond to the ones 

who sit at the furthest margins of our awareness. Pentecost is a story of the courage that comes 

from breaking established boundaries. The things we feel sure that God does not care about may 

be precisely the source of healing for a broken world. Life isn't about knowing and certainty, 



but about mystery. The older I get, the less sure I am about anything and the richer my life 

becomes as I make space for unknowing, expansiveness, and possibilities far beyond my 

capacity for imagining.  

 

Our Lord knew the joy of fellowship, the pain of betrayal, the terror of death, and the 

hopefulness of God’s promises. There is no mountain we can climb, no valley we can trek, 

where Christ has not been. And for that, today and every day, I am grateful.  Amen. 


