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In the beginning. As we know, those are the first words of the Bible. And the last word? The last word is Amen. Amen is the last word, but it isn’t the final word, because In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. 214And the Word became flesh and lived among us …
Did you hear that, Church? The Word became flesh and lived among us. The Word became incarnate, the Word became embodied, so that we carry the Word in us as it lives among us, and it creates and transforms us as we learn to speak its language, the language of the Spirit.     
You’ve heard it said that sticks and stones can break our bones but words will never hurt us. You also know that’s not true. We know that words can hurt. Think of a time when words hurt you. How did those words make you feel? Words can hurt and tear down and destroy. Words can even be dangerous. Think of some of the words you hear on TV, on those stations that call themselves news outlets. Words can build walls that keep people out, and maybe even worse, words can build walls that keep people in. 
Words can hurt, but they can also heal. Words can create and restore and bless. You’ve heard those words, too, haven’t you? Think of a time you received an “atta boy” or “atta girl”, “good job, great work, you’ve earned your diploma, you’ve earned your degree.” The words of the language of the Spirit are like that. They are words that heal and create and invite and transform, words like these:
You are my beloved child, and in you I am well pleased.
Sometimes language speaks in actions and in images. In a little while we’ll be using both words and actions to speak the divine language of baptism. Which speak louder, words or actions?  Words or images? Think of the language spoken in the actions of the woman who signs the words to the music during Muse concerts. Her motion, her movements, speak with such profound beauty. Remember watching our words turn into images at our Vision 2015 Congregational Meeting as our artist created posters for us that captured what we were saying about ourselves, about who we’ve been and who we hope yet to become. What glorious language those posters speak. 
Many of you saw the news this week that Shephard Fairey has been in town installing murals on the sides of buildings. A few of the images on his murals created some controversy. One in Covington was even painted over. It portrayed a child soldier, a young Asian boy, holding an automatic rifle. We adults who value freedom of expression can have an intelligent conversation about the language that mural speaks, but what about the young children who come out of the elementary school across the street from that mural each day and see that young soldier in a form that is larger than life? What might they hear? What language might that lead them to speak in their actions?
Now here’s a Pentecost question for us about the language of actions and images: What do you think when you hear the word church? What does that word mean to you? Is it a noun or is it a verb? Is it a word that means a place you go? Or is it a word that says who we are and what we do? A lot of people, according to research from the Barna Group, equate the church with words that hurt, words like: homophobic, sexist, out of touch and old-fashioned, unintelligent and anti-intellectual, narrow minded hypocritical. But those words don’t describe us, do they? How, then, can we get people to hear something different about us? 

What if? What if we rethink church? Now that’s the name of the new United Methodist advertising campaign, but isn’t it also what we’re doing during our Vision 2015 process? Aren’t we rethinking church? 
What if church was the way church was in the beginning: outbound, unbound, active, human beings from completely different worlds united by common purpose creating real solutions for their daily lives? What if church was less about Sunday and more about the other days of the week? What if church wasn’t just a place we go but something we do, an active verb instead of a noun? What if church wasn’t just a building but thousands of doors each of them opening up to different concepts and experiences of God so that whoever knocks finds a journey to call their own? What if church looked at itself with seeker’s eyes, recognizing that even the smallest step through one of our doors is an act of courage, a moment of vulnerability, that solving secular need can lead to spiritual interaction, that social relationships can offer opportunities for discussions of faith and provide inspiration for discovery, that for a skeptical world actions often do speak louder than words? What if church was more of an out of church experience, an opportunity to prove what we say we believe with our lives? Then maybe Sunday really could be a day of rest and reflection on all we have accomplished Monday through Saturday. What if we rethink church, our church, not in terms of what it is, but what it could be? Could it be that together we could open hearts, open minds, and open doors? (Source: www.youtube.com Rethink Church)

What if? What if we believed that something’s coming, something that is an invitation to rethink church? What if that invitation has no specific directions, no time line, no detailed description of an event or a program to be planned? What if the something that’s coming is only a promise that we will become fluent in speaking the language of the Spirit that heals and restores, the language that speaks the words that create and transform? What if it’s an invitation that we experience so intensely that our spirits are ignited with passion? Is something coming? Could it be? Yes, it could! 

Something's coming, something good, 
I don't know what it is, 
But it is 
Gonna be great!

Could be! 
Who knows? 
There's something due any day; 
I will know right away, 
Soon as it shows. 
I got a feeling there's a miracle due, 
Gonna come true, 
Coming to us! 

(“Something’s Coming” from West Side Story)

Who knows? It could be. It could be that something’s coming that invites us to rethink church, our church.
Take a stroll with me out to the church lawn. Look at the stones that hold our building together. Each of those stones was at one time a portal through which you took that courageous step across the threshold that brought you into this community where you are learning to speak the divine language of the Spirit. What was the word that was inscribed on that portal that caused you to believe it was an opening into new life and not a locked door, or even worse, a door that would be slammed in your face? Maybe on your portal was written the word welcome or inclusive or progressive. Maybe it was warmth, fellowship, intellectual challenge, freedom, questioning, searching, belong, believing, Alcoholic’s Anonymous, music, joy, laughter, exciting, engaging. Maybe your portal said justice or mercy or compassion. What was the word on your portal?
Each of those stones is also a portal through which you leave as you enter your Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday, your Thursday and Friday and Saturday, speaking the language of the Spirit that you practice here every Sunday. Who knows what power that language can unleash as you speak it into the world, as you use words that heal and restore and create and transform? Who knows? What if? Could it be? Something’s coming. I don’t know what it is, but it is going to be great. 
