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Sermon – June 12, 2011 

“Pouring Out the Spirit” 

Rev. Gwen Drake 
 

 

Scripture Reading:   Acts 2:1-21 

 
This is my 23

rd
 Pentecost in the pulpit and I’ve experienced balloons and birthday cakes 

and banners and red streamers and music and most everything thought of to symbolize the 

passion and fire and wind experienced on the first Pentecost Day.   It’s another day of 

drama and celebration.  It’s a day I don’t remember being all that special in the Methodist 

Church of my childhood.  Yet, as a pastor I’ve learned to mark this special event with more 

than a sermon and this Sunday is no exception.   We have made it through the drama of 

Christ’s passion, death, and resurrection.  And now we have the Spirit, as promised.  

Summer is just around the corner and the rains have let up, well, celebration is easy and 

welcomed.  In the midst of our celebrations, there is always sobering news.  News that all 

is not well, all is not resolved in the world, in the church.  Yes, the Spirit is poured out 

upon us, the Spirit is alive, the Spirit is present, always it is right here in the midst of our 

living and dying, in the midst of ambivalence, in the midst of whatever life brings us.  And 

sometimes we just don’t feel like celebrating all that much.  And the Spirit still surrounds 

us. 

 

So, I am more in the mood of trying to recapture the Pentecost hope.  T.S. Eliot calls 

this hope the “Pentecostal fire in the dark time of the year.”  It was a dark time for the 

disciples.  The Spirit brought the fire and the ecstacy of the moment.  And what followed 

was a lot of hard work from practically nothing.  And the growth of Christianity was full of 

flaws and messiness and divisions and wars and persecution and trials as well as beauty 

and mighty works and compassion and grace.  The church is a mixed bag of all of our 

human-ness.  We are far from perfect. 

 

Some historians say we are in another great 500 year shift.  No longer does the church 

have a natural attraction for people.  No longer can we build it and they will come.  It’s a 

challenging time for the institutional church.  Maybe some would call it a time of decline, a 

time of darkness, a time of searching for answers.  I would rather call it a time of hope.  

Anne Lamott wrote, “I heard a preacher say recently that hope is a revolutionary 
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patience...”  This quote is in her book about writing titled, Bird By Bird.  She says, “Hope 

begins in the dark, the stubborn hope that if you just show up and try to do the right thing, 

the dawn will come.  You wait and watch and work: you don’t give up.”   

 

Pentecost hope is a revolutionary patience that begins in the dark, a stubborn hope.  And 

here we are.  We show up, we try to do the right thing, we wait, we watch, we work and we 

don’t give up.  

 

So I want to talk about my Pentecost hope for you.  What do I hope for you as I prepare 

to move on?  First I hope you believe in something that is bigger than who you are right 

now.  I hope you believe…not just in God, but in yourselves, in your story.  The Spirit is so 

alive here!  And the thing about Spirit is, Spirit is not orderly, neat, and tidy, for from it.  

The Spirit nudges and stirs things up and offends our sensibilities.  The Spirit is messy and 

chaotic and noisy.   

 

Another thing I hope for you as you prepare for this new day when Clay and Jen come 

into your life, is the importance of joy and laughter and fun.  Take yourselves lightly.  Life 

is already heavy with bad news and icky stuff and complications.  Look for the joy, go find 

some joy, take time for joy.  Church absolutely needs to be work and play and laugh 

together.  Sometimes life is just plain hard; it’s too much.  We drag ourselves out of bed on 

Sunday morning and hopefully go home feeling a little better knowing here are some 

people who are walking with us, who are going through the muck and mire of life too, who 

inspiring us, who remind us that we are not alone and we can make it through this.  Here 

we have people who believe in us through those times when we don’t believe in ourselves.  

Here we have people who will make us laugh and remember the joy when we seem to have 

forgotten it. 

 

I also know God isn’t done with Hillsboro United Methodist Church and I hope you 

know that too.  There is a reason we are here in this place at this time.  God is not finished 

with us yet.  We have to do things differently, yes.  We have to think outside the box and 

we have to get out of these walls and make connections with our neighbors in very creative 

and new and risky ways.  We have to re-think church.  We have to think of ourselves as 

missionaries in our own neighborhoods in a relational way.  The only way our church will 

grow is through relationships: building, sustaining, and cultivating relationships.  That’s 

what happened after Pentecost in the early centuries of the church and that’s what needs to 

happen now.  We have to build trusting relationships outside these church walls with our 

community.  This takes time. And it must be done with no strings attached.  It’s simply 

about caring and serving in the community.  Many of you do this already.  And our church 

has a positive image in our neighborhood.  Church isn’t only what we do on Sunday 

morning.  It is what we do all week long as well.  It is what we do when we think no one is 

watching.  Church is every small act of kindness we do.  Church is also receiving from 

those outside our walls.  It is not about us who have it and those who don’t.  It’s not even 

about getting people to come to our church.  It’s about relationships, building relationships.  
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We have a lot of bridges to build.  It’s about walking with our neighbors where they are 

and receiving the gifts they have to offer.  Relationship are the door to the church.  That’s 

means all of you are a door to the church. 

 

   

I also hope you will dream new dreams.  God is always doing a new thing, always.  We 

need to stop reminiscing about the glory days of our past when all the Sunday School 

rooms were filled and we had two full worship services.  We need to stop hoping for the 

one answer or one person to come and save us.  God is doing a new thing…NEW!  Do I 

know what it is?  No, I don’t.  I wish I did.  I only have clues.  God wants us not to focus 

on ourselves.  The new term these days in church leadership is to be an externally-focused 

church.  It isn’t about us in this building and our own survival and maintenance.  It’s about 

our community, our neighborhood, the school across the street.  We make a difference in 

this community!  We would be missed if we weren’t here.  What would it look like if we 

were an externally focused church?  What would we be doing on Sunday morning?   I am 

not saying we are not externally focused.  We do a lot in our community.  I hope that in 

your doing you find ways to connect and build relationships with those for whom you do a 

lot.   We are good at sharing our facilities.  We respond generously to requests of basic 

needs.  Again, being an externally-focused church is not just about helping others; it is 

about building relationships, walking with, learning about each other, with no church 

agenda.   

 

So, in the midst of all this uncertainty about the future and change, what can we rely 

on?  What can we believe in?  I think each of you has that answer deep in your bones, in 

the beating of your heart.  The beating of the drums is a very connecting force.  It is the 

rhythm of our hearts, the rhythm of life.  Its very sound connects us to all that is.  And as 

we were called together today, it wasn’t that we were calling God to be present.  God is 

here already.  We called ourselves to be present and open to the Spirit that is already here.  

Where there is life, there is Spirit.  Also, where there is Spirit there is movement, and the 

chimes remind us of the movement of the Spirit, the wind blows where it wills.  Chimes 

and bells are an ancient symbol of the presence of God.  And it is these kinds of essential 

things that intuitively call us into the presence of God through movement, sound, rhythm, 

calling us home, home in the heart of God through the drumming, the ringing of the bells 

and chimes—it is an ancient and native tradition.   

 

The chime I brought today was given to me when I moved back into the parsonage in 

Dallas, during my divorce.  When I moved here 5 years ago, I had lots of help, and one of 

my cats got into the back of the U-Haul Truck in Dallas, unknown to anyone.  When the 

truck arrived at my house in Forest Grove, it was opened, and the first thing that happened 

was my cat ran out and down the street, terrified.  When I arrived, I walked all over the 

neighborhood calling for my cat.  I couldn’t find her anywhere.  She wouldn’t come to the 

sound of my voice or she couldn’t hear me, I don’t know.  I walked in the evening and the 

next day and the next.  No cat.  I flew off to Australia for a 10 day vacation before my first 
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Sunday here.  I had to leave before finding my cat.  I also left before I was completely 

unpacked.   

 

When I got back from Australia, I was sure I had lost my cat for good.  But I kept the 

garage door open a little every night, just in case.  Then I unpacked my wind chime and 

hung it on the front porch.  I still had a little hope and left the door open just enough for a 

cat to get in.   

 

The very night after I hung the wind chime, the one I processed in with this morning, I 

was woken in the night by a cat with a very fluffy tail, my lost cat.  It was the wind chime 

that called her home to her new home.  I honestly couldn’t believe it.  I felt like the father 

greeting the prodigal son.  My prodigal cat was called home by the wind chime. 

 

That calling home is the essence of the church and the Spirit and God and Pentecost.  

We are always being called home, no matter who we are, or where we are.  And that home 

may be a brand new place, or it may have a new pastor, or it may change in some way, you 

can count on it changing….still, there is deep within us something that calls us, as 

profound and constant as the beating of our hearts, and as chaotic and willful as the wind 

blowing, calling us to be who we are, calling us to a sense of belonging, a deep spiritual 

connection with God, ourselves, and our neighbor.  That’s the Spirit and the hope of 

Pentecost!  And Hillsboro United Methodist Church has the Spirit and the hope of 

Pentecost! 

 

Amen. 

 

 

 


