
SIXTH SUNDAY OF EASTER – A CYCLE                                                         JOHN 14:15-29 

 

      Whenever you go to a Fever game, at Banker’s Life, right after you climb those ten or so 

steps leading up from the ground floor, you pass these tables where they give out the freebies, 

things like balloons, pompoms, refrigerator magnets or - God forbid! – boomsticks. Now I hate 

boom sticks, those great, big thick balloons that people with nothing better to do pound against 

each other to make this great big boom sound. Who in his right or her right mind wants to sit in 

back of some clown who’s busy waiving two boomsticks in your face while you’re trying to 

watch a basketball game? 

     Well last summer one night I went to a Fever game and there they were. All the boomsticks 

you could possibly want sitting on tables you couldn’t help but pass by once you got up those 

first few steps, and there were more than an ample number of employees handing them out to 

any and all, especially to anyone under ten years old. I remember saying in a distinctly low voice 

“No thank you” to the lady who asked, “Do you want some boomsticks, sir?” 

     Then when I got to my seat I found myself in back of a bunch of kids who were just 

fascinated by these ridiculous things. So here I am, someone who understands and appreciates 

basketball, being forced to look up and watch the game on the scoreboard because these kids 

wouldn’t stop waiving those stupid boomsticks in front of my face. Finally, of course, I just 

moved and found another seat, one that didn’t have anybody in front of me with any boomsticks.  

      At first glance Pentecost looks like a day for boomsticks - rowdy fans, screaming spectators 

and people who clap a whole lot more than they pray. The primary text for Pentecost, the one 



we’ll hear from Acts in two weeks, is made for people like that. It’s sort of like a special effects 

thriller. It’s fast and it’s also loud, very loud. 

     We all know the scene. The disciples are gathered in the Upper Room to celebrate Pentecost 

and complete pandemonium breaks out. Suddenly there’s this sound of a great wind breaking 

through like a tornado, something like fire starts to dance on the heads of the disciples and 

everything spills out in the streets with people understanding languages they’ve never learned or 

studied. About unreal as anything can be. 

      In this evening’s/morning’s gospel, however, there’s another account of how the Spirit comes 

and it’s just as important, if not more important, than the one we’ll hear about into two weeks, 

because this account is about how the Spirit comes about ninety-nine percent of the time. The 

disciples have just finished the Last Supper. They have heard all the rumors about the plots 

against Jesus, and they are anxious, nervous and frightened. Then, to add insult to injury, Jesus 

tells them that he is going away. Why is Jesus going away? What will happen if he gets killed? 

What will we do without him? 

      And here’s the answer.“I know that you’re feeling like orphans, empty and abandoned, but in 

spite of what you’re feeling, you are not alone and you never will be alone. This is what you 

need to know. If you love me, the Spirit will give you support, comfort and counsel. Never ever 

doubt that the Spirit really is within you. You and I are going to live in and with one another for 

all of eternity. Take it to the bank.”  

      At that point Judas - not Judas Iscariot, the other Judas - says, “Why aren’t you telling this to 

everybody?” – a question that Jesus doesn’t really answer. All he says is this: “Just know that 

when you do the works of healing and love, the Spirit is within you. When you do works of 



mercy and forgiveness, the Spirit is within you. When you do works of compassion and 

kindness, the Spirit is within you. The Spirit will teach you everything and remind you of 

everything that I have said. “Peace I leave you. My peace I give to you. . . . Do not let your 

hearts be troubled or afraid.”   

        Sometimes God does speak through pure exuberance, storms and fire, but most of the time 

he speaks in the quiet words of assurance, in the promise that the Spirit is, and will be, with us 

and that the peace of God is deeper, much deeper, than anything hardship that we’ll ever have to 

deal with.  Translate: in the ordinary course of things God is probably not going to use 

boomsticks.  

       Because God whispers more than he shouts and calls us to faith and not certitude, sometimes 

we’re not really too sure that God is with us. We don’t always feel the Spirit and sometimes we 

feel kind of orphaned. Those are times when it’s often helpful to just be still, sort of feel our way 

to the truth and get a sense that God just happens to be wherever we’re at. To quote the poet 

Wallace Stevens: “Perhaps the truth depends on a walk around the lake.” 

      Sometimes, I suppose, God does use boomsticks, but let’s not forget – ever forget – that no 

matter what we feel, whenever we love, God is present. Now, of course, it would be nice if we 

could push a button and make ourselves feel the presence of God, but it doesn’t work that way. 

We can, however, sit up and pay attention. In fact, there are all kinds of things we can do. We 

can be kind. We can care for the sick, the poor, the hungry. We can listen to the lonely. We can 

forgive and we can hope. We can spend some quiet time in prayer. We can open our hearts to the 

gentle Holy Spirit – and be glad that God doesn’t use boomsticks very often. 

 



 


