Pentecost...Year  A
Pentecost is often thought of as the birthday of the Christian Church. It is said to be "the day when God breathed the breath of new life and the fire of the Divine Presence into the church through the preaching of Jesus...it is God's act of life-giving renewal for all of creation...peace be with you receive the Holy Spirit.

It's interesting that the day of Pentecost was, originally, a feast with agrarian roots known as the Feast of Weeks. By the first century, Pentecost had become a commeration of the giving of the Law to Moses on Mt. Sinai, celebrated 50 days after Passover. It became part of the Christian experience, as Jesus had promised his followers that, from Acts... "they would receive power when the Holy Spirit has come upon you." The day of Pentecost celebrates how and when it came and, today, celebrates how it is with us in each of our lives all day, every day from then to now and for the rest of time.
I recently read a story. It went like this: " The wise Mother 
Superior was dying. The nuns gathered around her bed trying to make her comfortable. They gave her some warm milk to drink, but she refused it. Then one nun took the glass back to the kitchen. Remembering a bottle of whiskey received as a gift the previous Christmas, she opened it and poured a generous amount into the warm milk. Back at the Mother's bed, she held the glass to her Superior's lips. Mother drank a little, then a little more. Then, before they knew it, she had drunk the whole glass of milk down to the last drop. "Mother, Mother,'' the nuns cried, ''give us some wisdom before you die.'' She raised herself up out of the bed with a pious look on her face and, pointing out the window, she exclaimed ''don't sell that cow!''

The exclamation for today might not be "don't sell that cow!". Instead, it might be "don't sell that Holy Spirit!" Without the Holy Spirit, given on that day of Pentecost, the warm milk of the Gospel, like the warm milk in the story, has no power to engage us, to infuse itself into us, to influence and to direct us as we live our lives with the power of that Holy Spirit in, around and through us. Without the power of the Holy Spirit, the life of Christ is a life we know of in history but which we can't carry with us as part of us. Without the Holy Spirit, there is no way to connect ourselves with Jesus' life in an organic way. With the Holy Spirit permeating our very beings...in, around and through us, the life of Christ, his death and his resurrection, is alive in us and continues to live through us. 

Without the gift of the Holy Spirit, we are, like the disciples and followers in the reading today...hiding behind locked doors hoping to save our lives. With the Holy Spirit, we stop worrying about it so much. Our life-view is changed from one with a passive, defensive focus to a life with an active, positive, outward-looking focus. We have a connection, a bridge from the vagaries of our every-day lives, to God.
We can experience the gift of the Holy Spirit as one with the rush of wind and fingers of fire or we can experience it more quietly, privately, hearing the words of Jesus as he says to us: "Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you." In either case, the Holy Spirit enables us to move from being hesitant, passive to being bold, decisive, active, as we now have a connection to the eternal.
I keep coming back to how I/ we experience that Holy Spirit in our own lives. Sometimes, its presence feels close, warm and loving; other times, and very often, I am less aware of its presence or now aware of it at all. Those times tend to be when I'm involved in something repetitive, something which I'm doing by rote, times when my brain and body are moving but not particularly engaged. Other times, I can look back, or can experience something as it's happening, and have some wonder and much gratitude for its gifts. If things aren't going well, I have the same gratitude for the loving company I have as I try to work my way back to equilibrium.

I received a gift two or three weeks ago. The gift was the knowledge that my Kingston family had a transportation problem when the day care person who had been driving grandson, Noah, to day care on Bainbridge took the summer off, with just a couple of days notice. The dad, Doug, works in Kingston; Marina opens her office in Silverdale at 6:00 AM, and they want to keep Noah, at his day care on Bainbridge until Fall when he starts Kindergarten here in Kingston. 

So, it occurred to me that I could drive from where we live on Bainbridge to Kingston and bring Noah back to day care each day and save the scrambling that the parents were having to do. It has been a total gift. The first day, Noah asked "what's the news?" "what's the weather", and we've been talking the whole trip ever since. He waits for me at the door now, opens it up with a big smile. And, each day when we get to the Agate Pass bridge, we start an interactive story. He picks a theme or three animals, and we go back and forth on the story until we get there, and I go through the rest of my day with energy and a smile. His parents have offered to give me a break, but the whole thing is a gift for me, and maybe for Noah. Is the Holy Spirit in play here; I think so...otherwise, I might now have thought to raise my hand; otherwise, it might have been a chore instead of a joy-filled start to the day.

Each of us has these 'things' which show up in our lives. They don't have to have wind and fire associated with them. Very often, they are pretty discreet offerings which we have to listen carefully for and react thoughtfully to...but they're there for the taking.

On this Day of Pentecost, may the wind or the soft breath of the Holy Spirit be there...felt, understood and celebrated, for each of us. Amen.

