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TEXT: Acts 1:8 "But you shall receive power when the Holy Spirit
has come upon you; and you shall be my witnesses in
Jerusalem, and in all Judea, and Samaria, and to
the end of the earth."

Let there be no mistake. I am not one of those new Cardinals
you have been hearing about. I am wearing this somewhat gaudy
robe because today is a very special day in the life of the
Church. Or, more accurately, it is two special days. And that
makes for a certain amount of confusion. It is, of course,
Memorial Sunday, and we have tried to respond to that in our
special music and in the pastoral prayer. But it is also
Pentecost, one of the great days of the Christian year. And in
this morning's sermon I would like to celebrate that, too,
because Pentecost is truly a day for celebration. A day for
joyful hymns, and scarlet robes, and happy faces.

I say that, even though I realize that many
Congregationalists have never made much of Pentecost. They know
what Christmas is, and Easter, and they celebrate them, but many
Congregationalists would probably ask, "What's so special about
Pentecost?" And I suppose the best answer to that is that in many
ways, if it had not been for Pentecost, we could well forget
about Christmas and Easter. In fact, the chances are that,
without Pentecost, most of us would not even have heard of them.

Sometimes, people call Pentecost the birthday of the
Christian Church, but that is not really true. The Church was
born several years earlier when Jesus called his first disciples,
and they left their boats and their nets to become fishers of
men. But, even so, Pentecost celebrates something just as
wonderful and just as important. It marks not the creation of the
Church, but its empowerment. Not its birth, but its coming of
age.

Before Pentecost, the Church was little more than a confused
and frightened band of uncertain men and women, lacking both
power and purpose. Huddled together in the upper roon in John
Mark's house, they started at every strange noise and cringed
whenever anyone knocked at the door. They were afraid of the
Romans, afraid of the temple authorities, and afraid of being
afraid. They were more like a bunch of frightened animals than a
church, and, in that condition, they were of no real use either
to God or to themselves.

But then a strange thing happened. Something we can't really
describe, or explain, much less fully understand. Somehow, the
Spirit of God —the Holy Spirit we call it— laid hold upon them,








