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My maternal grandparents did not like the word “good-bye” – in fact, they 

adamantly refused to say it; not at the end of a phone call nor at the end of a visit, you 

would never hear them utter this word. They were insistent that the word “good-bye” was 

simply too final, so instead, they said “toodaloo.” I admit, this is a ridiculous sounding 

word if you’re not accustomed to it, but it has come to occupy a central place in my 

family’s lexicon. And if you think about it, there’s something eminently Christian about 

this resistance to thinking of farewells as final…for as Christians, the promise and hope 

of eternal life beyond this earthly life is fundamental to our faith. So if even death is not 

the end for us, our good-byes are never really final.        

But the promise of eternal life doesn’t make the reality of separation easy or 

painless. Separation from those we love is sure to bring sadness, fear and, often times, 

great pain. It would seem that the disciples are grappling with these very emotions in our 

gospel passage from John today, which comes from the very beginning of Jesus’ great 

“Farewell Discourse” – a series of speeches delivered to the disciples on the night before 

Jesus’ crucifixion, just after he’s washed their feet and given them the new 

commandment to love others as he has loved them. Over the course of this extended 

discourse, the disciples are undoubtedly struggling to come to terms with the fact that the 

one they had left everything to follow, the one in whom they had put all their hope and 

trust, is in effect telling them good-bye and will, very soon, depart from this world. How, 

they must be asking themselves, are they to continue Jesus’ mission in his absence? Let’s 
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be honest, these guys had a hard enough time comprehending who Jesus was and what he 

was up to when he was with them, how in the world will they manage to keep his mission 

alive when he’s no longer there to lead them? Just listen to Phillip’s request in the 

opening line of today’s reading: "Lord, show us the Father, and we will be satisfied” to 

which Jesus replies, "Have I been with you all this time, Philip, and you still do not know 

me? Whoever has seen me has seen the Father. How can you say, 'Show us the Father'?” 

You can almost hear the tinge of exasperation in Jesus’ voice, as if he’s saying, 

“Seriously Phillip, are you kidding me? Have you not been paying attention to anything 

that’s happened?! Remember when I turned all that water into wine at the wedding in 

Cana, or what about when I healed the paralytic at the pool called Beth-zatha by 

commanding him to ‘take up his mat and walk’…or how about that time I fed those 5,000 

people from five loaves of bread and two fishes…what else do I have to do to show you 

who I am and why I’m here?” But no, Jesus doesn’t lose his patience. This is pastorally 

sensitive Jesus at his best, for instead of chiding them, he assures the disciples, whom he 

loved in spite of their ineptitude, that they need not despair, for the Father will send 

“another advocate…to be with [them] forever…” once Jesus has left them. And this 

“Spirit of truth,” as he calls it, will console the disciples, guide them, remind them of all 

that Jesus taught them, so that they will lack for nothing in his absence and will have all 

they need to carry forth his mission. And it is the giving of this spirit that we 

commemorate today on this great Feast of Pentecost. 

Just as the disciples were overwhelmed with fear and sadness at the prospect of 

Jesus’ imminent departure, I am greatly saddened to know that from this point forward, I 

will no longer see you week to week as I have these last nine months. You’ve become 
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such an important part of my life and my formation for priesthood that I, like the 

disciples in their anxiety over Jesus’ departure, am also left wondering what our 

relationship will be once I am no longer physically with you. But much like my 

grandparents, I refuse to think of this good-bye as something final. Because in our mutual 

commitment to following Jesus Christ and heeding his command to love as he has loved 

us…the bond we share is deeply rooted in Christ’s spirit. It far transcends any worldly 

bond we could share and most certainly will bind us in love and fellowship, even when 

we are no longer together physically. 

Now, my preaching instructors cautioned us in class to be wary of using the pulpit 

to tell our own stories, but this is my last Sunday with you so I’m going to throw caution 

to the wind because, before I leave, I’d like to share with you some more about my 

journey and the ways in which I’ve encountered the Holy Spirit in my path to priesthood 

and in this place. I wanted to be a priest when I was really young. But it wasn’t long 

before I decided it was an impractical vocational aspiration. I’d never heard anyone say 

they wanted to be a priest when they grew up… and at some point, I decided I wasn’t 

“holy” enough to be a priest anyway, so I shoved that idea far to the side and tried to 

forget about it. I eventually came to New York City and charted a path I thought looked 

like the one the world expected of me. I was going to make a lot of money, have an 

impressive career and procure the possessions and material trappings that were consistent 

with worldly notions of success. But at some point along the way, I found myself feeling 

very unfulfilled. Something was missing. I became convinced that the life I was living 

was not the one God intended for me. But I had no idea what it was I should be doing, so 

I prayed to God to show me. More accurately, I pleaded with God to show me, to speak 
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to me in such a way that I could hear and respond to his voice. I desperately longed for 

the clarity described in our lesson from Acts – to hear, very clearly in a language I could 

understand, what it was that God meant for me to do. But for many months, all I heard 

was a deafening silence. And then on March 18, 2012, the Fourth Sunday in Lent, I 

walked into St. Bartholomew’s Church in New York City and, despite having been a life-

long churchgoer, I “heard” a sermon – really heard it – for the first time in my life. The 

cavernous Midtown Manhattan church was packed that day, but it was as if the preacher 

was speaking only to me. The man in the pulpit that day related the morning’s Gospel to 

my life in a way that no one had ever done before and spoke directly to my heart. Just 

like the crowds who heard the disciples speaking clearly in their own native tongues on 

Pentecost, that preacher spoke to me with such clarity and precision, it felt as if I was 

hearing in a language only I could understand. It was as if he said everything I had ever 

thought to be true about God’s love, but exceedingly better than I could have ever said it. 

In that moment, I felt no fear; I felt nothing but the unconditional and redeeming love of 

God in Jesus Christ. It was a profound experience of the Holy Spirit – a very tangible 

recognition of the risen Christ in my very midst. And with that experience, the trajectory 

of my life changed and I got back in touch with the desire to become a priest that I had 

buried so many years ago. As a result of that encounter with the Spirit, I became utterly 

convinced that if there was any chance I could do for others what that man in the pulpit 

had done for me that day, I simply had to do that, and nothing else. Over the next two 

years, I felt the spirit come alive time and again in that church, and it led me straight 

down a path of discerning what I came to understand as a call to the priesthood. The 

people of St. Bart’s loved me, supported me and gave selflessly of their time and talents 
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to help me discern where the Spirit was calling me. And now that they’ve sent me off to 

seminary to undertake my formation for priesthood, even though I no longer see them 

week-to-week, that spirit continues to bind us together.  

Much to my delight, I’ve found that very same spirit to be alive in this place. 

Now, I’ll be honest with you that it was not my original plan to come to St. Francis to be 

an intern. I spent several months last year convinced that I was supposed to intern in 

another church in a nearby town. But after interviewing, that church didn’t offer me an 

internship (it was a very humbling experience, actually, because they offered it to my best 

friend!). So I found myself last April with only a couple weeks before the deadline to 

solidify my internship, and despite having visited many churches across the state of 

Connecticut, there was not one that I felt called to. It was then that the associate dean of 

my seminary suggested that I visit St. Francis. She said, “The rector there, Mark Lingle, 

he is a really great guy and I think you’d like him.” So I arranged to visit you all on Palm 

Sunday last year. Mark greeted me warmly, as did many of you. From the moment I 

walked through the doors, I felt very comfortable here. And even though this wasn’t part 

of my original plan, I decided to trust that perhaps the Spirit was leading me here. And 

just as it wasn’t my original plan to come to St. Francis, it probably wasn’t part of any of 

your plans to have an intern. Perhaps some of you, when you first heard you were getting 

an intern from Yale Divinity School, thought he might bring some specialized knowledge 

of the Bible, or some expertise on liturgy, or that perhaps he would know a thing or two 

about how to run a church. But the truth is, I felt completely unequipped to do anything 

when I arrived here. And nine months later, I can say quite happily and gratefully that 

you have shown me and taught me more than I could ever have hoped to have taught you. 
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No matter where I might go from here, for the rest of my ministry, it will always be true 

that this pulpit is where I delivered my first ever sermon…you are the ones who have 

listened attentively, cheered me on and given me the space I needed to start finding that 

preaching voice I so deeply long to cultivate. You were the ones who showed up to that 

Advent Quiet Day in December and graciously listened as I tried to lead you through 

meditations on the O Antiphons. For the rest of my life, I’ll never forget accompanying 

JoAnne and Alice to bring the sacrament of Holy Communion to Jimmie Johnson, and 

what a privilege it was to witness the bond of deep and abiding love that existed between 

Jimmie and this community, even when she couldn’t be here, a bond that I can only 

describe as one deeply rooted in the spirit of Christ. I could go on and on about the ways 

in which you’ve modeled for me what spirit-filled Christian community looks like: my 

conversations with Phil about New Testament exegesis at coffee hour, the post-8am 

coffee hour spreads prepared by Betsy and Pasty, witnessing the women of the [8:00] 

altar guild and their lively conversations while they wash the vessels after the service 

each week, packing bags of food for the Midnight Run to feed the homeless in New 

York, observing the members of the vestry pour their hearts and creative minds into 

solutions to real and pressing challenges confronting this community, being welcomed 

into Margie’s home on the night of the Easter Vigil so I didn’t have to drive to New 

Haven and back in the wee hours of the morning; the countless prayers shawls that have 

been knitted with love to bring comfort and solace to sick members of this community; 

the commitment to welcoming refugees into the Stamford community; the hours of 

planning and hard work that went into Miles for Mission and the great fun that you all 

had in doing it. Yes, the Holy Spirit is alive and well at St. Francis, and in your love for 
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this place and for each other, you have shown me in ways I could not have imagined what 

Christ-centered community looks like at its best…you’ve showed me in your lives 

together as a community how the spirit of Christ heals, sustains, nourishes and offers 

hope in a world that gives us so many reasons not to hope. And today, my heart is 

overflowing with gratitude for this gift. I had so many doubts when I arrived here about 

whether I was hearing the Spirit correctly…whether I could really be a priest. I was 

fearful that somehow I had gotten this all wrong, and maybe parish ministry wasn’t going 

to be what I thought it was, and that I would come to realize that I was on the wrong path 

and I’d find myself back at square one. But having witnessed the Holy Spirit at work in 

this place, I am leaving you today with a deep conviction that if, God-willing, I am 

ordained a priest, it will very likely be the greatest joy of my life.  

So enough about me, just a few more words about Pentecost and then I’ll sit 

down, because one thing I’ve learned is that I have a tendency to preach longer than I 

should (!)…you don’t have to believe today’s reading from Acts – with its dramatic 

tongues of fire and rushing violent winds – to be a literal, historical account to see the 

truth in its underlying message: whether the Holy Spirit descended as tongues of fire on 

the disciples or not, she clearly empowered them to carry the gospel to the ends of the 

earth and, against great odds, establish the foundations of the church as we know it today. 

Our reading from Acts begins, “When the day of Pentecost had come, they” – meaning 

the disciples and the 100 or so earliest members of the church – “[they] were all together 

in one place.” And today, two thousand years later, here it is the day of Pentecost again, 

and we are all gathered in one place. And now, it’s our turn to be the disciples…to 

continue the work of Christ’s mission in the world. So my prayer for you this day of 
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Pentecost, and always, is that the Holy Spirit, as I’ve so clearly witnessed it in this place, 

will keep empowering you to continue Christ’s mission…that it will strengthen you to 

continue reflecting the love of the risen Christ into the world…and that it will sustain you 

to be the church for a world that so desperately needs you to be the church. May the fire 

of the Spirit that is alive in this place continue to transform lives the way it has 

transformed mine. God bless you, and God bless St. Francis’ Episcopal Church. Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 


