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People were gathered in Jerusalem from three continents; Asia, Africa and Europe.  Some were strangers to the faith, some were Jews, and others were Gentiles who had converted to Judaism.  It was Pentecost, the Jewish feast of 50 days; the agricultural festival called for by God in the 21st chapter of Leviticus;
 called for by God to celebrate the first fruits of the harvest.
It was Pentecost and at God’s invitation everyone had gathered in Jerusalem for this holy festival.  But as they gathered, as they worshipped, out of nowhere came the sound of a mighty and a rushing wind.  No trees moved, no dust stirred in the street; but still the tornado-like noise descended with cacophonous power loud and clear.
Everyone ran in the direction of the sound and what they saw amazed them beyond belief.  The disciples, that motley band of men who had followed the one called Jesus, that disorganized – and many thought disbanded group of ne’re-do-wells – the disciples were standing together with what seemed like tongues of fire above their heads.  And they were speaking of the mighty works of God.  As they spoke everyone, no matter their mother tongue, everyone understood in their own language.  On that day so long ago, someone in the crowd asked, what does this mean?  What does this mean?
And we might ask the same question today, what does Pentecost mean to a modern church?  What does it mean that God still pours out God’s spirit on sons and daughters, that God’s people – old and young – still have vision for the church, still dream dreams for the world and for the people of God?  What does it mean that the promise of Pentecost is that the church does have power and that we should be able to speak in ways that all humankind, no matter their mother tongue, should be able to hear, understand, and be drawn closer and closer to God’s story?  What does it mean indeed?
Beloved of God, for the modern church, Pentecost means that God’s Sweet Spirit is still available to fill us with wisdom and grace; still willing to enable us to speak to those whom we meet, those who need to hear the words of a Savior who knows what it is to suffer and yet triumph, who knows what it is to be disappointed and yet overcome, who knows what it is to be radical in including who so ever will and who is extravagant in the lavishing of love on all humankind.  Pentecost means that God is still speaking and still willing to use us to share this truth, his truth, to all we encounter.
And how might we participate in this sharing of God’s hope and love, God’s peace and power?  How might we be like the disciples of old, because if I tell the truth, I have never seen tongues of fire over your head, or over mine?  How are we to be modern day disciples, speaking so others might know the story of God in Christ and the Spirit’s presence among us?  
Each of us must be willing to do just as the disciples did that day; we must be willing to be fallible and frightened but we must be willing also to stand.  We must be willing to be fearful and even sometimes lacking in faith, but we must be willing also to trust that God can and will fill us with power to speak truth beyond our understanding.  
The disciples did not believe they could carry on, they did not believe they had a future or any power, but God believed and poured out the Spirit on them on that Pentecost day.  We, like them, might not understand all we are called to do in this world, we might not see our ability to make a difference, but God sees, and if we will but welcome the Spirit into our lives, into our hearts, into our very mouths; if we will but begin a journey of discovering who we are as children of God, as friends of Christ and as vessels of the Spirit; if we will apply the gift of our intellect, the energy of our hearts, and the presence of our souls, God will speak through us, just as he did through the disciples that day.
And I can prove it.  There are some among us, some modern day sons and daughters on whom God’s Spirit has fallen, in whom God’s love has grown and they are here today to speak.  They have walked with our youth as mentors in the Journey to Adulthood Confirmation program.  They have walked and studied, questioned and learned, doubted and deepened their faith.  And now, today, they rise up in the true spirit of Pentecost, to speak in their own way, with words that some here will understand as their own truth and some will understand as God’s invitation to come, follow and see.  Just like the voices of the disciples on that Pentecost long ago, prepare your heart to hear the voices of modern day disciples.
Brenda Overby and Jim Majzan speak to us from the pages of our bulletin because they cannot be with us today.  And Glenna Gilleland, Jeff and Pam Andruss, and Ted Newman speak as God gives them utterance.  Listen beloved of God, the fresh wind of the Spirit is blowing.  Hear and know that God is pouring out the Holy Spirit, pouring it out on God’s sons and daughters even now, even here, and they are speaking in a language we can understand.
GLENNA GILLELAND:  Faith is a belief in trusting God and I feel I have always had faith.  I have, and will always give thanks to God for many, many blessings.  I have, and will continue to turn to Him for comfort, guidance and strength in difficult times.  I truly believe that one of my blessings was God leading me to this church.  Community Church of Barrington has a common unity.  The teachings of our Lord, Jesus Christ, are the very core of this church  . . . accepting and helping all who come to us and being a witness and example of Christ’s love to all and to each other.  I am thankful to be able to participate in our J2A program.  We have prayed together, shared personal feelings and experiences all of which have strengthened and deepened my faith.

JEFF ANDRUSS:  I believe that God, as Creator, made all, and it was, is, good.  Jesus the Christ is God’s representation, on earth, for humans to model.  The Holy Spirit is that divine soul, or thought of God, communicated to humankind.  (Humanly unexplainable miracles and angel activity, I feel, come through this Holy Spirit.)

Church, to me, means those people who meet and act together to ponder God, to carry out their understanding of God and God’s purpose for us.  Throughout history – whether in caves, cathedrals,  synagogues or mosques – not that building, but that group we call “the church,” gathered to do what they believed to be God’s will.  I believe that we – the People Church – continue today. 

My Christian journey is comprised of lifelong religious learning, decisions and actions.  This journey is made possible by my perspective of God, Christ Jesus the Way-shower, the Bible, and other facets of my spiritual convictions.  As I pray I feel more focused, and I think that I better understand God’s plan for me.  Thinking about God as shared through Jesus Christ – Christianity – and being grateful for the comfort and strength it gives me, is for a daily activity.  

These are essential principles in my life’s thought and action.  I believe without any doubt, reservation, that our entire world, universe, is ordered, planned, and that the Controlling, Protecting, Loving Intelligence – our Father-Mother God – organizes it all.  It is important to me that groups meet and plan spiritual growth in the ways that they believe: this is the community and industry of Church.  I know that my journey as a believer in God through God’s Christ-idea, Jesus, is always growing.   I am on that path of learning to serve others fairly, with compassion and care, helping me better understand my Creator.  

I believe this rhetorical question, which the Bible’s Micah put so succinctly: “…what doth the Lord require of thee, but to do justly, to love mercy, and to walk humbly with thy God?” (KJV)

PAM ANDRUSS:  When I was young, “Now I lay me down to sleep”, was the beginning of my relationship with God. Back then and for many years, our relationship was very one sided; I’d ask God for something, a certain birthday present, a good grade on a hard test, to not ever let my mother die. Most times God came through for me.

Through my teens and early twenties, as I became more independent, sure of myself (and perhaps, I’m sure this will come as a surprise to all of you, more controlling,) I felt less of a need for God. Even though I was president of our Youth Fellowship for several years and even taught Sunday school (I could make the best boogie balls out of rubber cement) God was on the periphery. Always sure of God’s great love for me, I took God’s love for granted.

In 1981, I gave birth to my daughter Ryan on June 29th and then 6 days later, my mom died. Never do you need your mother more than when you’ve just had your first baby. I didn’t have a lot of time to mourn as this precious but colicky and squalling infant took up most of my time and all of my energy. Once we got through those first months and settled into a routine, I found myself angry with God for letting my Mom die. She had, after all, been my staunchest supporter, my biggest fan and, indeed, my best friend. One afternoon, with Ryan napping in my arms, I realized that while I was so angry with God for taking my mother, I had never thanked God for giving me this incredible gift that lay in my arms right this minute!

Light dawned, an epiphany of sorts I suppose and my understanding of and my relationship with God changed that very day. I was lucky enough, the second time around, to marry a man who helps me to remember each and every day to be thankful for the important things we have; each other, our kids, our home and our life together.

In 1987, we found that Community Church was the perfect place for us, a couple with three children now, from very different faith backgrounds looking to find a Church to call home. That is what CCB became for us very quickly. The people here are our family….from loving grandparents to crazy aunts and uncles, to dysfunctional cousins and siblings; the whole shebang. We are far from a perfect group, a little out of line and off balance sometimes, but we are still family. 

So I will always be grateful to our Father/Mother God for bringing us home to Community Church, a place where we can learn and grow and talk and play together as children of God.

TED NEWMAN:  This I believe:  God is ever present and can be found anywhere, in things large and small.  Jesus was divine.  He lived, he died, he rose again.  He pointed out, with his very life, the path I aspire to follow.  

I believe that, through the great arc of its history, the Christian Church has been a power for good and sometimes, sadly, for almost unspeakable evil.  To more toward the good, the church must keep its eye on the goal of living the message of Jesus in the world.  What Community Church aims to be – and often is – is a community that draws strength from faith and love for one another, where a restless questioning mind is welcomed, where the outsider is taken in and good works are done with joy and life’s moments are shared, where they is balm for the tragic and laughter for the hilarious, where all, all can know they have a place where they are surrounded by brothers and sisters, who love them, and are wrapped in the arms of loving God.

My journey as a Christian is one that is never-ending.  It is filled with questions, moments of doubt, and flashes of nearly perfect clarity.  It is a working journey of purpose, a journey where, when I fail, when I fall, I can still rise up and move forward, a journey in which I strive to embody the teachings of Jesus, so that some today, should I see the face of God, she will say, “Ted, you did OK.”

So what?  Why should we care?  Why do these things matter?  Well, to me these things matter mightily because they offer me a foundation, a grounding in a world that all too often shifts beneath our feet.  God, Jesus, the Church, this Church, can all hold me up on my faith journey and provide both meaning and direction that may otherwise be sorely lacking.  And so I praise God for what has been done.  I praise God for what will be done and I hold Jesus in my heart.
In these days, God is pouring out God’s Spirit upon all flesh.  The Spirit pours out on Liz as she moves to do the next thing God has given her to do.  The spirit pours out on the choir as they sing of our hearts as God’s altar.  The Spirit pours out on our modern day disciples as they speak.  The spirit pours out on our six confirmands, Hailey Bulandr, Jacob Bulandr, Levi Palomo, Jason Alton, Hannah Hornig, and Kevin Eiring as they take the Christian faith and make it their own, the Spirit pours out on you and on me.  
And now, on this Pentecost Day, we who worship in this place, we who worship the name of Christ in any place, may we desire the power of Pentecost’s wind, the energy of Pentecost’s fire; may we cry out to the one whom we serve, making this our Pentecost goal, Christ whose purpose is to kindle, now ignite us with thy fire, while the earth awaits thy burning, with thy passion us inspire.  Overcome our sinful calmness, rouse us with redemptive shame, baptize with thy fiery Spirit, crown our lives with tongues of flame.
May this be our song on Pentecost and throughout our lives.
� Please see Leviticus 21:15-16, 21.
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