Pentecost Sun(lay

WELCOME
Good Morning! Grace and Peace from United Protestant Church in Morgan Park,
Duluth, Minnesota, where the air is crisp and clear and the flowers are starting to bloom.

Where some of us were up [ate, [ojlowing the difficult news in our community and

country.
We name it i’oa]ay. We claim it as our own. We lift it up to the ]ig]n‘ and love of God.

So come in, come in, this moment. Let us still our minds and open our hearts and

welcome God's presence.

HYMN

SCRIPTURE

It is Pentecost Sunday, friends. Hear these words from the Acts of the Apostles.
Acts 2:1-21

When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all together 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, appeare(l among them, and a
tongue rested on each of them. All of them were filled with the Holy Spirit and Legan to
spealz in other 1anguages, as the Spirit gave them a]aility.

Now there were devout Jews from every nation under heaven living in Jerusalem. And at
this sound the crowd gathered and was ]Jewilderecl, because each one heard them spealzing
in the native 1anguage of each. Amazed and astonished, ‘cl’ley asked, "Are not all these who
are spealzing Galileans? And how is it that we hear, each of us, in our own native
1anguage? Parthians, Medes, Elamites, and residents of Mesopotamia, Judea and
Cappadocia, Pontus and Asia, Phrygia and Pamphylia, Egypt and the parts of Lil)ya
]Jelonging to Cyrene, and visitors from Rome, both Jews and prosely’ces, Cretans and
Arabs — in our own 1anguages we hear them spealzing 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."

But Peter, s’canding with the eleven, raised his voice and addressed them: "Men of ]u(lea
and all who live in ]erusalem, let this be known to you, and listen to what [ say. Indeed,
these are not drunk, as you suppose, for it is only nine o'clock in the morning. No, this is
what was spolzen through the prophe‘c ]oel:



'Tn the last days it will ]oe, God declares,
that I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh,
and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy,
and your young men shall see visions,
and your old men shall dream dreams.
Even upon my slaves, both men and women,
in those days I will pour out my Spirit;
and they shall prophesy.
And T will show portents in the heaven above
and signs on the earth below,
]olood, and fire, and smoley mist.
The sun shall be turned to darkness
and the moon to ]Jlood,
before the coming of the Lord's great and glorious &ay.
Then everyone who calls on the name of the Lord shall be saved.'

HYMN
SERMON:

Friends, there are times in church life when our hearts and minds are occupied ]ay
something that feels Ligger than what we are accustomed to on a Sunday. . .]oigger than

our tradition, or ri’cual, or habit.

And there times in a Pastor’s life where the usual exegesis and message on the Gospel feel
1ulze—warrn, at best. And then I read a fellow pastor’s notes and see these words to
coHeagues: “This is no time for fence—riding, lukewarm, tip-toeing leaders.” And am

reminded of the words of Deitrich Bonhoeffer: “One should preacl'l with the Bible in one
hand and the newspaper in the other.” (paraphrase(l)

So I make a shift on this Pentecost Sun(lay, with a clear understanding that every’cl'ling
happening in our country is not separate or peripheral from our Sunday Worship, and
indeed it is not separate or peripheral to our faith. In fact, worrying and fretful times are

precisely when we live into our faith.
Brian Doyle once wrote: “The story of our lives is grace under duress.”

What has risen up in our lives right now (and [ say “risen up” because this is nothing new,
this is just l)eing Lrought out of the shadows and into the 1ig11t) matters to us. Matters
this morning as we pray together. Matters as we hold God’s presence close in our

discernment as a Christian community.



So... I tried to write a commentary about it, on Friday. A commentary about race,
division, and judgment. .from the context of my experience. Friends, I've been given the
gi{'t of education, and T lift up that time shared in racism dialogue groups, my engagement
in prayer and faith, my role in ]oeing lifted up from the people (as is our ‘cradi’cion) as a
spiritual and faith leader. Again: “This is no time for £ence-riding, lukewarm, tip-toeing

1eaders. "

I have thought, and prayed and written and explained page upon page. When I went to
send share it in the Friday commentary, it was four pages 1ong. You don’t need that.
Don't deserve that. Because this is not a time for me to be showing off an exercise in what
I know... this is a time to share my heart... God’s rhy’chm in my heart.

So that's what I wrote, and I want to share it:

It was a line from the Acts of the Apostles that jumped off the page to me this week.

Chapter 2, verse 8. And how is it that we hear, each of us, in our own native ]anguage?
Acts 2:8 — T build off of that.

Can’t we a]]just get a]ong?

That’s what I hear, over and over in church and community conversations when we talk

a]aout race.
I mean, W]ly are “tAey” so messed up?

“They" (in quotations), re£erring to “the other”, be it the white supremacist, the angry
black man, the meth-head in that l)lighted apartment, the single mother whose children’s
behavior bothers us, the guy that doesn’t give a damn about any]oody but himself, the girl
that manipula’ces men to get what she needs, the... ... ... Whew.

Here's the deal: we can get along. But in order to do that, we have to recognize and honor
the true humanity of those we describe as “the other.” Ok, that'’s “Pas’cor—spealz" isn't it—
so let me put it another way: every one of those angry people that bother us are, no matter
what we think of them, are deeply loved l)y God.

Repeat: each selfish or rude or [picle your own a(ljec‘cive and target of disgus‘c here]—each
one of them is God’s own beloved—no matter what you, or any of your frien(ls, or any

social media post says diﬁerently about it.

Deeply loved ]:)y God. God’s own beloved.



Maddening, isn’t it? But that's what Jesus taught us.

I like to say: “you don’t have to like them, but you do have to love them.” And franlzly,
that kinda sucks (par(lon my language).

See, there are people who I'd like to slap upside the head. There are people I'd be happy to
never encounter again in this life. There are people whom I think cause more harm than
good in this world—more crucifixion than resurrection—and sometimes I think that

may]ae it'd be better if they no 1onger were active participants in this. ..
...wait...

. .yeah. .. that ain’t righ’c.

I mean, I don’t even know them, reaﬂy. Ldid T reaHy just go there?

See, all of those jerlzs that I'm thinlzing of have a history and a story and a truth of their
lives that have shaped and colored their lives with the behavior and bluster that ’cl'ley
presently express Now.

Just like you. (I know, you don’t “Muster"—being Minnesotan and all—but you know
what I mean. Oh, and by the way, remember this: someone out there, known or not,
thinks YOU are a ]Jig jerlz. I mean, they might have “let it go”they say.. but they haven't
£orgotten. You know how these people are.)

I lift this up to God and am reminded that I have to ask: Do I know their story?

See, that’s what I'm thinlzing: it is our call as Christians to honor their story and to hold
it as true. We don’t have to agree with their conclusions, or behave just like they do, but
their story is their truth.

I grew up with racism in the suburbs of Chicago. In my pre-teen years, | remember, in
Des Plaines, Illinois, if you named a fairly major road, and I could tell you what ethnicity
lived there and what “my people" thought about them. At the central parlz we share(l, the
black kids played basketball, the Latinos played soccer, the white kids played ht’cle—league.
We knew what we thought about that “other”.

By the teen years, my people moved out. “White Flight" they’d called it. T'll just let that
pl’lrase sit there.

By high school, T wound up 1iving in a community without much soul, with the white
middle-class loolzing (and commuting) back to the city.



So I sit on the porch now, here in Morgan Parlz, Dalooth, MN, and wave and chat and do
my cheesy Paul thing (here in porch—drinleing Spring) to the neighbors that walk along.

——Stroﬂers and training Wl’leels and joggers and slow—polzes, ﬂuﬁy dogs and rat dogs and
yoga pants and cargo shorts. Some are new here, in this town. Some have been here since
the time you had to wipe the dust off your windows from the Concrete plan’c. Some

remember the old grocery store, and some never even got to hang out at the Tron Mug.

Do I mention class? Do I mention color? Or political values or the who—they—are—and-
what-I-think-of-them? No... I listen to their stories. They are real.

And like it or not, Mr. Pablo Van, you know, and it is goocl to let them lenow, that Jchey
are beloved children of God. T believe that. And Ly believe, I mean that do whatever I can
with all my fits and starts to live INTO that.

So here’s where the cheesy sermon part comes in (you knew it was coming):

I am reminded that paintings are beautiful for the balance and the contrast of colors, not
uniformity. I am reminded that if I mix them all those different and seemingly opposing
colors together and try to make them all the same they turn a brown/ gray yuclzy color. \

So I learn to celebrate colors in my life to honor the contrast and halance of each of
them. Let’s go Bob Ross! Slzy and earth and happy little trees. We have enough gray and
brown up here. Six months of it.

Bach story, each truth of each individual is the unique color of their loves.

And Jchey are, friends, be they celel)rating or suffering, s‘cruggling or s’canding-tall, at peace

or angry, eloquen’c or laeﬂicose, power£ul, meele, accepting or intolerant—what I need to

know is that they are beloved. ..children...of God.

...And how is it that we hear, each of us, in our own native ]anguage? (Acts 2:8) God’s
message to us. You, and he or she or that “other” we think of... you are a beloved child of
God.

So let’s take that message and walk that way in our lives of faith, Friends. These are the
moments we are made for. These are the moments where God’s last word of love are
ringing off our hps and moving through our hands and heads and hearts.

This is precisely the time our faith should shine.
HYMN
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