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Our New Testament lesson comes from the book of Z24t21. It is the story of the day of
Pentecost. “When the day of Pentecost had comeweyall together in one place. And
suddenly from heaven there came a sound like the rushioleat wind, and it filled the
entire house where they were sitting. Divided tonguesf i€, appeared among them, and
a tongue rested on each of them. All of them weleifivith the Holy Spirit and began to
speak in other languages, as the Spirit gave them albiby there were devout Jews from
every nation under heaven living in Jerusalem. And atsihuind the crowd gathered and
was bewildered, because each one heard them speakirgniatiVe language of each.
Amazed and astonished, they asked, “Are not all theseavehspeaking Galileans? And
how is it that we hear, each of us, in our own naamwguage? Parthians, Medes, Elamites,
and residents of Mesopotamia, Judea and Cappadocia, Ponisiandhrygia and
Pamphylia, Egypt and the parts of Libya belonging to Cyrané visitors from Rome, both
Jews and proselytes, Cretans and Arabs- in our own lgagwee hear them speaking about
God’s deeds of power.” All were amazed and perplexed, s&yioge another, “What does
this mean?” But others sneered and said, “They are ¥Villddnew wine.” But Peter,
standing with the eleven, raised his voice and addrekeed tMen of Judea and all who
live in Jerusalem, let this be known to you, and listewhat | say. Indeed, these are not
drunk, as you suppose, for it is only nine o’ clock in themmgy. No, this is what was
spoken through the prophet Joel: “In the last days Iitb&il God declares, that | will pour
out my Spirit upon all flesh, and your sons and your daugstall prophesy, and your
young men shall see visions, and your old men shall ddeeams. Even upon my slaves,
both men and women, in those days | will pour out myitSpnd they shall prophesy. And |
will show portents in the heaven above and signtherarth below, blood, and fire, and
smoky mist. The sun shall be turned to darkness anuidba to blood, before the coming
of the Lord’s great and glorious day. Then everyone edlis on the name of the Lord shall
be saved.”

Our scripture lessons for today were put together foasorethough they represent very
different times in the history of the people of faithoday is Pentecost Sunday- the birthday
of the church- so our New Testament reading is botioab and familiar. It is a story that
has to be told. Each year on my birthday my mothérowit fails reminds me of the story of
my own birth which apparently can be summarized in m@eHdecause that’s all she ever
says of it: “Fourteen hours of un-medicated labor.”td8lay we celebrate the birthday of the
church, and the story has to be told. On Pentecost meiv word- literally, “the fiftieth

day” which was at the time and is now the Jewish cat&mn of the fiftieth day after
Passover when it was said that God gave the Torah tesvtosMt. Sinai- On Pentecost
appropriately God does a great thing- he unites a groupigidodls into one body by

putting the same Spirit of Christ in them. Thus, therch. Though we don’t hear about any
labor in this birth narrative, there is certainly adbdrama. There are ecstatic experiences-
the burning of hearts in the crowd that gathered, stastlednoise that must have sounded
something like a hurricane- no gentle breeze or stilllsro&e here. And there is the
tingling of ears as everyone within earshot in this magonal city suddenly hears a bunch of
uneducated, holed up locals who worship some guy they claenftom the dead preach in
their native dialects. And most spectacular ofGdld is undeniably present where it was
never before thought possible and in ways even thosestlto Jesus could have never
imagined. All were amazed and perplexed, saying to onbemdéWhat does this mean?”



Still others found it down right unbelievable. What ipp@ning among these people is too
incredible to be real, they muttered, they must be drunk.

And then there is Habakkuk. Writing at a time about 600syleefore the birth of Christ
when Israel had again been led astray by a violent anatidas king. And so as
punishment God allowed Israel to be sacked by the Babylorsamsvay of saying, well, if |
can’t compel you to follow my rules, your punishment ig glwa’ll be forced to follow

theirs. Listen to that Old Testament text againord, | have heard of your fame; | stand in
awe of your deeds, O Lord. Renew them in our day, inimg make them known; in wrath
remember mercy. My lips quivered at the sound; decat or® my bones, and my legs
trembled. Yet | will wait patiently for the day of eanity to come on the nation invading us.
Though the fig tree does not bud and there are no graphs @mes, though the olive crop
fails and the fields produce no food, though there ard@epsin the pen and no cattle in the
stalls, yet I will rejoice in the Lord, | will be ydul in God my Savior.”

One is a text that speaks of incredible scarcity. #edother unimaginable abundance.
And it is probably no contest as to which we tend to iflentith the most. The one is a
prayer that articulates the feelings of the peopleitf far centuries. Lord | know that you
have acted in mighty ways in the past. | need you. Wanitact mightily now too? The
other a snapshot of the church that we pull out oncamoyeits birthday to celebrate a
drama that seems impossibly far away. Though Habakkuk wratgery different context
he articulates an experience that the people of Gwd &mcient times to the time of that first
Pentecost up to our Pentecost now have known quite Wwelexperience of faith that has
grown accustomed to yearning for the great displays of Gumiier of the past to come
alive today and set things right. An experience ith that knows the world is not as it
should be and constantly longs to encounter God. Arriexe of faith that has grown so
content with identifying all the ways in which God doe$ seem to be at work, that it
becomes suspect when it sees something that would intheatee actually does. We are
certainly far more familiar with the question, ‘is tkeany hope?’ as a society, as a church
and as individuals than we are with speaking in tongussaing the exponential work of the
Spirit. And so it seems that in many ways this Persteexperience was actually dropped
right in the middle of a Habakkuk world.

Having just returned from our mission trip to Haiti | cahhelp but read these passages
through the lens of that experience because it is seqigrparadigmatic of the juxtaposition
of these texts and the reality of a Pentecost expexieolliding with a Habakkuk world.
When | last stood before you on Global Mission Sund&k baFebruary | shared a little of
the desperation we encountered in Haiti over a yeaaaddaving now just returned | can
say of Haiti that there are still no grapes on thesjmo produce in the fields, no sheep in
the pen or cattle in the stalls. Where the landavee saturated by the results of hurricane
after hurricane the entire region of Bayonnais wlmemepartners in faith reside is now being
choked to death by drought that set in as soon as thestapy®ed back in the fall. Haiti just
can’t get a break. Leaves on the few trees were calktbdlust and the vast hills covered
with cactus where there was once rainforest are sandiyparched- making Haiti look much
more like the Mojave Desert than it does a Caribligland. Recent elections had been
sabotaged by the corruption of a few resulting in alfamnbottom line- moneys intended to
make their way to the people line the pockets of the €litee city of Gonnaives is still



digging out after being mostly submerged by about nine fesatdr for weeks. In so many
ways Haiti is the embodiment of a Habakkuk world. Tlaeeno resources. There is no
justice. There is no end in sight. God, we know tighty acts that made you famous.
Could you do some of them again now?

When our team arrived, Actionnel, the pastor there,eaaer to show us the work of their
ministry that is not only transforming the lives of ttfeldren in the region it is changing the
face of Bayonnais. Not only are the students there stensly outperforming their urban
peers on National Exams, but they are also not dyimgadfiutrition like so many children in
Haiti thanks to the child sponsorship program and the cahiis of churches in the
Carolinas. A granary that Actionnel had the vision tadoumi 2008 though there was no
grain to fill it with at the time now supplies food to 20@émand women daily in exchange
for their work rebuilding the road that had been washe/dy the storms, making them
employees of sorts of OFCB because they are paldthatr grain, but also of themselves, as
Actionnel says, because it is their road they arlglimg using materials we helped purchase.
With crops long washed away and seeds now planted too tlurgtpw, the granary
predominantly keeps the families of the region alivéhwhose 200 individuals taking the
grain home to feed an average family of seven. Itst@sked with the funds that you and
others sent for disaster relief last fall. On Sundaymng you would be hard pressed to find
a place in the pew in the church whose roof you puenry¢ars ago.

But for all that is taking place in Bayonnais, perhagsmiost incredible part of it is that
Actionnel and the other ministry leaders and people tkdre collectively describe
starvation as the feeling of drinking clorox or battacid, so intense is the pain that sears
their stomach and bowels because of it, are lookinglpdthers who are even poorer than
they. The mountain people are considered the lowesincm denominator in Haitian
society. OFCB students get made fun of when theylttatewn to take their national
exams. So you can imagine what that means for thbheeave up the mountain even from
the mountain people. “We are poor,” Actionnel said. “Bwt people of Nicolas are even
more poor. | know that it is almost impossible to imagbut it is true. And God has
showed us that we must help them. Tomorrow | washtw you what God is doing in
Nicolas with your help.”

So the next morning at about five am our team, bleary ayedovered with sunscreen and
bug repellant and loaded down with water set out alonfptitpath up the mountain, the
only way to Nicolas from Bayonnais. As with most ggnn Haiti, hearing the description of
what we could expect and experiencing it were two totatfgrdint things. Actionnel had
said the walk would be ‘strenuous’, which was true. EButlid not say that it would be
virtually straight up, loaded with rocks and boulders, andldvoover a vast expanse of
terrain that looked something like the surface of the mddrere is a Haitian saying that
beyond the mountains there are mountains, and it seé@edountains rolled on forever as
we climbed. Kicking up parched black earth as we went we ghassandful of unsmiling
faces. Children walking down the path eyed us with suspicidhough this looked like a
vast uninhabited region, Actionnel assured us that thereth@unsands there living in the
hills, we just could not see them. There were scantés of life. A farmer with a hoe in the
bottom of a dried up creek bed covered in basket-ball s@esrsifted for signs of water. As
the hot sun climbed up into the sky, in the middle of nowlaedonkey tied to a solitary tree



and baking in about half a foot of shade bellowed. Any ahimise you hear in Haiti is
usually the sound of suffering. It was beginning to feeldilseene out of Lawrence of
Arabia as an hour stretched into two and began to encupachthree and there was not a
sign of civilization. Nobody knew where we were gpinAll that we knew was that the path
just kept going up. “Can you imagine anything living up here,”esuma asked me.
“Absolutely not. | just don't see how it's possibleThinking that this was the path to the
Granary that everyone in Nicolas walked if they werbave any food to eat. | was
struggling and had eaten every day that week.

Finally, when we were quite sure that Actionnel wadilegus literally to the ends of the
earth, we rounded a corner and saw the first man madgse we’'d seen for miles. “We
are here!” Actionnel said jubilantly. This was it?hbught. We’ve traveled all this way for
this? There perched on the very top of a hill was alssnaiple, rectangular sun-baked
stone structure. With white walls of light grey rockda®ment with a tin roof it was
unimpressive to say the least and it sat in the middhe efhere. It resembled what |
imagined Noah'’s ark must have looked like after it had bessed about by the flood for 40
days and then settled on top of a mountain, the ontycdigife in all the world. Perhaps 40
feet by 15 feet in dimension the only other structureghtavas a small stick and thatch hut
not much bigger than this pulpit, just a few feet awauts@e that hut were two women
talking with a child at their feet, and inside a largecklpot bubbled on an open fire. What
is this place, Actionnel? | asked. “This is the schiogind this? We asked, pointing to the
hut. “That’s the cafeteria.” He said. Of coursédiinKing that this might later be regarded
as one of the more dubious points of our mission triptfeam made its way to the far edge
of the structure and peered around to the other sidseembed that all the oxygen in Haiti
was sucked out of the country because of our group’saté gasp. Instead of stone, the
opposite wall was comprised of a series of large, demg®hgn straw curtains that bulged
out from the building, bursting at the seams becauspldlbe was filled with children. Over
100 children. Tiny, elementary school age children. Packedhis building like sardines
overflowing the wooden benches within, lining the wa#lgting on the floors, in their little
OFCB uniforms crammed into three classrooms separatstldyy mats each with a
chalkboard and undoubtedly the most committed teachersfarsyhad ever seen- they make
that round trip walk from Bayonnais every day and a pastmes each Sunday. Almost on
cue one of the classrooms burst into a song and yotirrklasion team burst into tears. God
was in his holy temple.

Out there in the wilderness where the fig tree doédud and there are no grapes on the
vines, though the olive crop fails and the fields produce ad, fmngues of fire descended
and we heard them singing in a language we could all unddsgstee language of pure hope.

Pentecost is a powerful thing. And it is real. TheiSpf Christ is speaking in languages
that we do not know and in ways that we cannot possiidgine. God is undeniably

present in places we never thought possible. This ie€@st today, and as followers of
Jesus Christ we are a Pentecost people. And withifthef the Spirit so very alive and well
today is also the charge to remember who we are and d# wlthat we have been called to
be. We are a Pentecost people in a Habakkuk world. Enmpdug the Spirit to participate
in God’s mission by speaking a word of hope when we arewutlied by every evidence to
the contrary regardless of our station in life. We aPentecost people who by the Spirit can



say in every circumstance that though the vines aredoaréhe wilderness vast | will yet
rejoice in the Lord. We are a Pentecost people whodo@phirit will not rest as long as the
world is not as it should be. We are a Pentecost peapb by the Spirit will not succumb to
lamenting about how God used to act in the past butlwi#verything in our power to be a
part of his activity now. We are a Pentecost people byhine Spirit can look every
economic indicator and commentator in the eye and say to not place my trust in your
forecasts | place my trust in God. We are a Pent@eagile who by the Spirit can stand by
the graveside and proclaim resurrection. We are a ¢sttpeople who by the Spirit do not
mind the charge of drunkenness because the influence at’€tove in us is supposed to
affect the way we think, the way we speak, the way &l vand the way we encounter the
world. We are a Pentecost people who by the Sp&iequipped to speak about God’s
deeds of power even when our own lips tremble. Becées8girit of Pentecost is in us and
it is real.

Author Marianne Williamson writes, “Our deepest fearasthat we are inadequate. Our
deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measuiseour light, not our darkness that
most frightens us ...You are a child of God. Your playmglsdoes not serve the world.
There is nothing enlightened about shrinking so that gtbeple won't feel insecure around
you. We are all meant to shine, as children do. We b@meto make manifest the glory of
God that is within us. It's not just in some of uss it everyone. And as we let our own
light shine, we unconsciously give other people permidsiao the same. As we are
liberated from our own fear, our presence automatidiayates others

The vines are certainly bare these days. Signs afiscabound and the wilderness is vast.
But there is something contagious about this Spirit afs€Clesus in us. Perhaps because it
like him is filled with irresistible grace and speaks ilarguage of hope that everyone can
understand. And in every circumstance hope sets us\Wde we may tuck the birthday
celebration away for yet another year, we canrué tdhe reminder of what we have been
given and who therefore you are called to be. A Restegeople equipped by God’s Spirit
and charged to take it to a world in need. So speak abals @eeds of power in any way
that you can. His people are listening. Let us pray.

O Lord open our lips and our mouths will declare your praisord we thank you for the gift
of the Spirit of your Son that unites us as individuadd tthe might become one family of
faith. We pray for our world hungry for a word of hagred we ask for your courage not just
to name the scarcity that we see around us but to protha abundance that is available in
you. Help us to be prophets of a better day, and equiprabadl@en us to be agents of your
healing and hope in the world. For such was your son @4wist. And so indeed we are.
In your holy name we pray. Amen.

L http://www. peterbdaniel.com/haiti.html




