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1Acts 2.1–13, 43–47 NRSV
When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all togeth-
er in one place. And suddenly from heaven there came a 
sound like the rush of a violent wind, and it filled the entire house 
where they were sitting. Divided tongues, as of fire, appeared among 
them, and a tongue rested on each of them. All of them were filled 
with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other languages, as the 
Spirit gave them ability.

Now there were devout Jews from every nation under heaven liv-
ing in Jerusalem. And at this sound the crowd gathered and was 
bewildered, because each one heard them speaking in the native lan-
guage of each. Amazed and astonished, they asked, “Are not all these 
who are speaking Galileans? And how is it that we hear, each of 
us, in our own native language? Parthians, Medes, Elamites, and 
residents of Mesopotamia, Judea and Cappadocia, Pontus and Asia, 
Phrygia and Pamphylia, Egypt and the parts of Libya belonging to 
Cyrene, and visitors from Rome, both Jews and proselytes, Cretans 
and Arabs—in our own languages we hear them speaking about 
God’s deeds of power.” All were amazed and perplexed, saying to 
one another, “What does this mean?” But others sneered and said, 
“They are filled with new wine.”

Awe came upon everyone, because many wonders and signs were 
being done by the apostles. All who believed were together and had 
all things in common; they would sell their possessions and goods 
and distribute the proceeds to all, as any had need. Day by day, as 
they spent much time together in the temple, they broke bread at 
home and ate their food with glad and sincere hearts, praising God 
and having the goodwill of all the people. And day by day the Lord 
added to their number those who were being saved.
There’s something about belonging to something, that’s big-
ger than ourselves. The year was 2003. Our youngest daugh-
ter had just graduated from high school and was continuing 
her academic and basketball career at Juniata College. We 
were empty-nesters for the first time in 25 years. We had just 
been through the busiest years of our lives, following our four 



2 girls in all of their activities. And now…we were on 
our own. A free Friday night with no carpooling, no 
practices, no sleepovers. What were we to do?

Like many folks in the community we had been following the 
success of our hometown football team, the Manheim Central 
Barons. They were 14 and 0, headed for the state champi-
onship game in Hershey , where they had been denied the 
championship in eight previous heart-breakers. Hopes were 
high that this would be the year and it sounded like a great 
date night for these empty-nesters. But the best of all…it had 
begun snowing…like crazy. According to a local sportswriter, 
“the game was played in the midst of a storm that blanketed 
Hersheypark Stadium under several inches of snow, obscur-
ing the lines on the field and chilling the bones of the players 
and fans alike.” It was snowing so hard that when we stood 
up to cheer, our seats quickly covered with snow, making sit-
ting back down a cold and wet experience.
It was a furious battle as both teams ignored the elements. 
The momentum pinballed back and forth, fraying the nerves 
of fans on both sides of the packed complex. It finally ended 
in a double overtime…let’s get a glimpse of the excitement….
The entire stadium had become a community of sorts. While 
the victory was sweet, it was not really about winning and los-
ing. It was about excellence in execution, hard work, sports-
manship and true grit. And after it was all over, including 
the double-overtime, there was celebrating in the land and 
we hugged and high-fived people we had never before met. 
We realized then that for the whole game we had been just a 
few seats away from friends from our Sunday school class—
but we hadn’t recognized them because we all had hoods and 
hats and scarves, with as little skin exposed to the elements as 
possible. It was almost magical and certainly unforgettable, 
even these years later.
And it’s unmistakable—there is something about belonging 
to something bigger than ourselves.
In that vein, let’s turn to our scripture passage for this morning.



3There were three great Jewish festivals to which 
every male Jew who lived within twenty miles of 
Jerusalem was legally bound to come—Passover, 
Pentecost and the Feast of Tabernacles. The word, Pentecost, 
means “The Fiftieth.” It fell on the fiftieth day after the 
Passover, which was in mid-April. Pentecost was at the begin-
ning of June, when traveling conditions were at their best, not 
a bad thing when setting out 20 miles by foot. Because of this, 
probably more people pilgrimaged to Jerusalem for Pentecost 
than even for Passover. The streets were filled with crowds, 
with people from many places.
The feast of Pentecost had two main significances: one was 
historical—it commemorated Moses receiving the Law on 
Mount Sinai. The second was an agricultural significance—it 
was time for the harvest of barley. And that was a holiday—
no one was allowed to work, but to celebrate the ingathered 
harvest.
What happened next we don’t really know. It would appear 
that the disciples had an experience of the power of God 
flooding their very beings unlike any other time before. And 
what happened was that for the first time in their lives this 
mixt mob was hearing the word of God in a way that struck 
straight home to their beings, in a way that they could under-
stand. The power of the Spirit was such that it had given these 
simple disciples a message and an utterance that could reach 
and touch every heart.
We are reminded that they were all together in one place and 
God’s spirit was poured out upon a community of believers. It 
was not a “personal” gift from God that each believer privat-
ized. The same spirit of one God “appeared among them—on 
each of them” as the distinguishing mark of a people belong-
ing to God, something bigger than their individual selves. 
That is God’s fiery love—a call to community.
Let’s consider what this meant, just how radical this was, how 
this thing, this Pentecost was way, way bigger than anyone 
thought. Think about it…when Jesus was no longer physically 
with them, did James and John look at each other, yawn, and 



4 explain, “Sure, it was a wild and crazy three-year 
ride, and that Jesus sure was one heck of a guy, but 
maybe we just needed to get that out of our systems, 

sew our wild oats so to speak, before we could settle down, 
you know take on Dad’s fishing business.” Not a chance—
when they encountered God’s spirit, their world was forever 
changed. Once the spirit comes, return to normalcy is no lon-
ger an option.
It is said that we cheapen the spirit and her gifts if we reduce 
them to dwelling exclusively within the individual. God con-
tinues to call us into community, to share and use our gifts, 
and we long to be part of something bigger than ourselves.  
God has created us for community—we never fully live in 
God’s image until we live in communion. Community, the 
community fueled by the Holy Spirit, assumes that we are 
not all alike, we are not each the same. Those gathered in 
Jerusalem that Pentecost day were not all alike nor of one 
mind—they didn’t even speak the same language. These peo-
ple of Pentecost were diverse in nationality, ethnicity, and all 
other ways. And yet they were community—they belonged to 
something bigger than themselves.
Brene Brown, noted author, researcher and TED talker says 
that we humans yearn to belong, to fit in, to have a tribe… 
belonging is good for ourselves, and it’s good for the world. 
It is a most basic and profound desire. Our desire for connec-
tion and love runs deep, she writes.
And this holy spirit wasn’t just a gift to those present, it was 
and is also for those outside of the circle, outside our tribe 
where radical inclusivity is a given. Everyone…no questions 
asked. At Pentecost, everyone hears their language.
And so I’m wondering…what are the native languages that 
are just outside? Perhaps human languages that are spoken 
in our surrounding neighborhoods like Vietnamese, French, 
Swahili, Hausa, Somali, English, Spanish, Karen, sign lan-
guage. Or they might be a form of communication, like emo-
jis, texting or digital images. Or perhaps it’s the language of 
science or music. Or it could be a spiritual dialect, a language 



5of the heart that speaks deeply into people’s lives. 
The gift of the holy Spirit is a gift expressly for those 
outside the Jesus movement, those who have lived 
displaced in a language-world not their own. God’s Pentecost 
gift reaches outward to those outside—just as it did on 
that first Pentecost day, just as it does today. Right into the 
streets…beyond these walls!
This past Thursday, we attended our grandson’s 8th grade 
graduation from the Waldorf School, where the classroom 
teachers advance with the students each year. There were 
about 10 in the graduating class of this small school. It was 
a very sweet ceremony, as the students and their teacher had 
quite a history together over the years. Mrs. McIntyre shared 
her wisdom and she told the class, “there’s a lot out in the 
world that is scary. And you will be scared. Be willing to take 
a chance, she said, walk right up to what feels like risky space 
and don’t be scared. And you will make a difference in this 
world.” And I wonder if that’s what God was saying to those 
early believers at Pentecost. “Don’t be scared. Be bold. Walk 
right up to it and together take a chance—you can make a 
difference in this world.”
And on this Pentecost Sunday in 2019, I wonder what risky, 
even dangerous, thing we are being called to. A few weeks 
ago, I visited a large church in Columbus, OH as part of our 
pastoral exploration visitation. The pastor shared a story 
about a man in mid-life crisis, who thought he had played it 
maybe just a little too safe—life for him was boring and bland. 
So he went to the local magistrate to have his name changed—
just his middle name—he wanted it to be “Danger.” The case 
being tried just before his, was highly contentious and the 
two men involved were thrown out, escorted by the bailiff. 
The man’s turn came up and his new name was approved just 
as the bailiff came back into the courtroom and announced:  
“You might want to wait—those two men are arguing out 
there and its getting heated and it just might be dangerous. 
To which the man couldn’t resist: “No problem here…danger 
is my middle name.”



6 Hmmm…Elizabethtown Dangerous Church of the 
Brethren. We are here because we have been called 
to belong to something bigger than ourselves. And 

on this Pentecost Day, there’s no going back to Dad’s fishing 
business. We have experienced God’s fiery love. What lan-
guage are we being called to speak? To what language are we 
called to listen? Where are we being called to go and do and 
be? Maybe even someplace a little dangerous? Risky? Don’t 
be scared. We belong to something bigger than ourselves. We 
can make a difference in this world…. together…. The active, 
loving, fiery presence of the living God is with us.










