
 
 
     Sermon 04-12-2026                       “The Spirit Moves” 
 
In my home my husband and I do a fairly good job of splitting up the household tasks. If you 
are coming to our home for dinner and you want to  eat well, come to our house a night that 
Michael is cooking…if you need a quick practical meal  with no muss, no fuss, and very 
little seasoning…come when I’m cooking.  If you want a job done with precision and deep 
thought, ask Michael to do it…if you want it done quickly and “good enough” is “good 
enough” ask me to do it.  If you want limbs cut down from a tree, that is his task (geared in a 
chain saw, safety equipment, and every cool piece of gear that  humans can purchase at a 
yard supply store.)  I am in charge of carrying away the debris and burning it when it’s safely 
away from the house.  I have to admit…I LOVE burning things…I know, this may make me 
sound like a pyro maniac…but I’ve found that I am hypnotized by a good fire.  It could be a 
candle, it could be a bonfire, it could be a warm cozy fire in in a fireplace in a living room…I 
love watching any fire, I find the element of fire..beautiful.  I think it’s partially how it 
consumes, and exists…but only for the briefest of moments, it’s clearly present but not 
really tangible.  It’s physical, but not in the way other items in our world are.  The ancient 
Greeks actually categorized it as its own element…they believed the world was made of 
earth, water, air, and fire. The fleeting physicality of fire is endlessly fascinating to me.  I was 
thinking a lot about  physicality when I read this text today,and maybe that paired with the 
mention of spirit and it’s relationship to fire in scripture, it made me ask a few 
questions.  Jesus invites folk to “touch his wounds”.  Thomas demands to see Jesus 
physically and touch his wounds before he will believe.  Jesus, who was clearly dead a few 
hours earlier is PHYSICALLY present in a locked room. . We as christians often think A LOT 
about things that can’t be seen…but what role does something like the physicality of Christ 
have to do with something that is so seemingly intangible as belief?   

Jesus enters a room and says “Peace be with you”.  When I read this it’s a cue…these 
people were not doing well.  You only say “peace be with you” if the other person REALLY 
needs it, you don’t just randomly oƯer peace to folk.   It would be like a teacher standing in 
front of a classroom of silent well behaved children and saying “settle down class”. …you 
only say that if they need settling.  In today’s text we have a group who had devoted their 
lives to work that  was seemingly gone with the death of Christ, …throughout his ministry 
they were told that he would return..but at this exact moment they weren’ so sure about 
that…and in walks Jesus.  One of my favorite writers and pastor Barbara Brown Taylor once 
wrote “Jesus came to visit his disciples, knowing that they would feel defeated and 
understanding the support they would need in order to move forward. [Jesus] did not need 



people to go to Jerusalem to die with him. He needed people to go back where they came 
from and live the kinds of lives that he had risked his own life to show them: lives of 
resisting the powers of death, of standing up for the little and the least, of turning cheeks 
and washing feet, of praying for enemies and loving the unlovable.”  Jesus comes back, to 
send them out into the world.  This is great…in theory.  They now have a mission, they now 
have work in front of them.  But let’s be real…  They are being sent out to love the 
unloveable, and to bear the unbearable, to stand up and fight systems that will without a 
second though kill people who stand up…they are being sent out to do the work that just 
got him killed.  I don’t know about you, but EVEN with a resurrected Jesus standing in front 
of me, I think the call to go out and do the stuƯ that just got him killed MAY scare me, just 
enough to either only partially do it, or all together bail. So, what…allowed these 
people…and they were just people like you and me…to move from terror to embracing the 
ministry that Christ has laid before them. 

In further thinking about today’s text I began to reflect on the work of Martin Luther.  Martin 
Luther, the German monk who in the 1500s  challenged the Catholic Church. He believed 
people should connect with God through faith, not by relying on church oƯicials. In 1517, 
he VERY openly began to criticize church practices.  This criticism helped start the 
Protestant Reformation, which led to new Christian churches forming separate from the 
Catholic Church, that means you and me who are christian and not Catholic owe our 
identity, partially to Luther.  The churches that began to grow in the teachings of Luther 
thought heavily about the Spirit.  To Luther the spirit played a crucial role in breaking the 
barriers of sin and its bondage of the human will. For Luther, human beings are, in and of 
themselves, incapable of living up to what God desires. The Holy Spirit makes it possible 
for the disciples, and for all of us, to be who Jesus wants us to be. The holy spirt is what 
moves people like me from fear into living out the word of God.   

My son was born on Februrary 28th, of 2026 at 6:36 p.m….if you are doing the math, that 
means he is 6 weeks and one day old.  That means I haven’t slept fully in 6 weeks and one 
day, for the past 6 weeks and a day I can tell you every dirty diaper, how many milliliters of 
milk he's consumed, and I’m beginning to understand what cries mean what .  He’s pretty 
much the cutest thing that you’ve ever seen, and if you want I’m VERY happy to share 
pictures during coƯee hour…so yes, ask me.  Now I’m not just randomly bragging as any 
new dad would.  I’m thinking about his tiny little body, and how it makes things real.  My 
husband and i, early in our dating lives spoke about the dream of having a child one 
day.  These conversations, while an important and cherished memory are not things I can 
cuddle and hold when I return home from a busy day at work.  When we were married, we 
decided that we wanted to have a child through surrogacy…we created spreadsheets, and 
figured out how to save the money and how many jobs we both needed (at one point we 



were working 5 jobs between the 2 of us) to make the money to help make the 
conversations we had a reality.  We met with agencies and worked, and saved, and pulled 
our resources.  We interviewed surrogates.  We bought supplies, and prepared the best we 
could for a new life…I’m telling you this, not to let you know how much work it’s been…but 
to let you know that all of that work, all of those conversations, all of that preparation was 
as a matter of fact intangible.  What is real, what is loved, what is challenging, what is life 
giving is the wiggly little human that was born on February 28th, 2026 at 6:36 p.m. and goes 
by the name of Bennett.  I can cherish the memories, but I can only truly love my real 
tangible son. Even during a 3 a.m. diaper change where neither he nor I are in the mood to 
do it.  Bodies make things tangible, and real.   

  

Today we are told that the disciples received the Spirit through the breath of the embodied 
and resurrected Jesus.  Spirit in scripture is something that is often described as wind, as 
breath, and at times as fire.  In the world of Scripture, fire was never just a thing—it was a 
way God made God’s self known. When people saw fire, they did not think of chemistry or 
heat; they recognized a presence that both drew them close and warned them to keep their 
distance. The same fire that burned in the bush without consuming it, that descended on 
Sinai, that filled the temple, spoke of a holiness that reveals and purifies, but also judges 
what cannot endure it. To encounter that fire was to stand at the edge of something real 
and living—something that could transform you, if you were willing to be changed. The 
disciples stood at the edge of something real.  Jesus invites them to touch his very real 
body, his very real wounds, and gives them the spirit to encourage them to move away to 
very real lives of ministry.  Just like Luther spoke years ago, the spirit allows people and the 
church to be something real, something tangible 

 I was a middle school youth pastor while completing my ordination process.  My middle 
school students knew that I just needed to meet with my ordination committee a few 
times, and then I would be ordained and they were excited because I promised them they 
could come to the party.  I had taken all the right classes, I had gotten the right internships, 
I hate filling out paperwork...but I had dotted every i and crossed every t.  The months rolled 
by, and then a year...and my sweet students began to ask..what is happening...when will 
you get ordained?  What they didn’t know was that I had been trying.  But there were a few 
people on the committee of ordained ministry that weren’t comfortable ordaining, for the 
first time in that region of my denomination, an openly gay person.  They kept on saying “we 
need more time to pray on that.”  I could read that code, they didnt want me.   Every 3 
months I went for another meeting...and every 3 months they asked me embarrassing 
questions about my personal life that weren’t asked of my colleagues who were somehow 



getting approved right and left.  I stood at the edge of my ministry that I felt God was calling 
me to, and I couldn’t move. Then one night after youth group a quiet little boy, in my 6th 
grade  group, asked to talk to me.  His name is Jackson, and I invited him into my oƯice.  I 
assumed we would talk about something in his life that he wanted support with, maybe a 
parent or friend issue…standard youth group stuƯ.    I will never forget that he took a breath 
and said “Justin, I asked my mom why you aren’t ordained yet.”  This was not the 
conversation that I planned to have with him.  “Well buddy, what did your mom say?”  “She 
said that it’s because your gay, and I just think that it’s not fair.”  I tried to smile a comforting 
smile and said “Buddy, sometimes the church can be an unfair place...and we just have to 
work to make it fair”  We talked a bit more about fairness, and how Jesus calls us to make 
things right. He then looked at me and smiled.“What if I go with you to your next 
meeting...they can’t be unfair in front of a kid…what if Jesus is calling me to do that!”  I 
smiled and told him that I didn’t need him to do that and we talked a bit more and he 
left.   The next day his mom called “He’s all set to go with you to the next meeting, you’re 
not going to stop him...and to be honest your not stopping me...if they turn you away, they 
will have to turn us away to.”  with tears in my eyes I accepted the gesture.  I had another 
meeting with my ordiantion committee in a few weeks and with me were Jackson, his 
parents, 30 kids from my youth group, and their parents and the rest of the staƯ of my 
church.  Jackson had made a few calls and led with love.   They waited patiently in the 
lobby.  They waited….the fire of the holy spirit moved…all because a little boy knew what 
God was calling him to.   

Jesus enters a room, sees his terrified friends, and oƯers them the Spirit.  It’s not tangible, 
you can’t see it,..the spirit…but you can see the ministry that it allowed them to have. What 
was unknowable and untouchable became people fed, and systems toppled and lives 
changed through the true and honest work of the church.  Today this same spirit is that 
which calls us to do the next beautiful thing in this world.  It what emboldens us to to say “I 
love you” when it feels risky. It allows us to oƯer grace to people who may not deserve 
it.  There is nothing intangible about the work of the spirit.  It’s loving arms and feet that are 
swift to serve.  It’s gracious thoughts and words.  It was made most clear and real in the life 
and body of Christ, and today my dear church are called to be that body in our 
world.  Lately I look around our world and I wonder where did we go so wrong?  When did 
we stop seeing one anothers humanity.  How did things get so dark?  Then I hear about the 
disciples, us, receiving the spirit to go into the world and spread love.  So, this morning, I 
wonder…in your life what are you at the edge of and what if you trusted the urging of the 
sprit to enter a new way of being? Maybe that darkness wouldn’t be so dark.   

 



God who is love, we come to you in this season of renewal, aware of both the energy of new 
life and the weight we carry. We come as parents, hoping to guide our children with 
steadiness and care, and as children ourselves, still shaped by what we have lived and 
learned. 

As we look around our world, we know that you are continually calling us to do acts of love, 
or mercy, of hope.  This world holds both beauty and fear. Help us to face what is diƯicult 
without turning away, and to remain open rather than hardened. Where we carry pain, bring 
understanding. Where we have caused harm, make room for recognition and repair. 

Hold us in the tension between vulnerability and strength, so that we may grow with depth, 
clarity, and intention. 

 


