Sermon preached 12 June 2011 @ Bethesda UMC/Baltimore

Pentecost

“Losing our grip”


We’ve all got stories of supernatural occurences somewhere in our family, or town, or personal, history.


Whether we call them fables or facts, they carry weight.   Even if we don’t plan for the end of the world, we talk about the latest prediction of it.


In fact, that’s probably our biggest hang-up with the Bible.   We put all our trust in its being true:   “Sola scriptora,” “Scripture  solely, or only,” we say in our creeds and catechisms;   yet all its references seem inferior to our modern, scientific capabilities.


We, in other words, think we’re much more in control than Bible people were --- so what they talk about must be miracles;   but what good are miracles to us?


Two thousand years of church use of the story of Pentecost have given us all sorts of useful interpretations of the wind, the fire, the languages, the references to earlier Bible moments.   Anything we say has probably been said before, and been useful seen from another angle.


What stands out for me, this time around, is the sheer surprise of the whole thing.


God the Father, I can accept:   Things are too marvelous and complicated to have happened accidentally.   There’s too much positive value in giving a Higher Power credit for this whole magnificent show.


The same goes for the Son:  Too much of my life has been saved and beautified by other people, for me to think God comes any other way than through people.   Jesus is the best definition of God I’ve found.


But the Holy Spirit?   That’s out of sight --- especially in the way it points the finger at me and says, “You can do it.   Your witness matters.   You move mountains.   I want you!”


That is what we call the birthday of the church:   The recognition God and Jesus were US, in some weird and wonderful way;   that we couldn’t get by waiting on Somebody or Something else to breathe our breaths and die our deaths.   What we did, what we were;  what we ARE, is so responsible, so powerful, so useful and beautiful in the whole scheme of things, that nothing else really matters.


Put another way, I’m never alone.  If there’s a world, I’m part of it, bound up in matter and spirit with everybody and everything here, and yesterday, and tomorrow, like sticky candy, inseparable, and influential.


So, every time I try to back off from this unity, this integrated harmony I’m part of, I not only miss out, but so do others, so do the animals and rivers and all the rest of the unity we call Creation, or “the environment.”

I can fall.   I can fake it;  but sooner or later, I’ll have to step up to the plate again and start trying to accept myself and those around me.


The cards are stacked.


“Beloved” is the only word that makes sense;   and when you and I see that at the same time, the room rocks, the wind blows, things nobody could explain about me, and you, and all those strangers around us, get clear.


We’re only fighting because we’re afraid. 

          Being different from each other isn’t separating;  it’s fascinating.   

Like little kids, we watch each other --- so interested…


And that’s how a new world gets built;   that’s how the old world gets straightened out.  
 “To each is given the manifestation of the Spirit for the common good.”

It’s enough to make me lose my grip.


It’s the way we come into our own, come home, breathe REAL life, eternal life--- life that absorbs death and makes it all one song.


“Bless the Lord, O my soul.   Praise the Lord!”

Arthur Dan Gleckler, pastor
