
�1

Allen Pruitt

My brother used to like to play with fire.

If I’m honest,
so did I,

but I was always too careful
or too scared to really do all that much.

I would light matches when I didn’t really need to,
always careful to dispose of the burnt stick,

which had the potential to be both hazardous
and to be evidence against me.

My brother was not so careful,
and I guess not so fearful either.

When we were 9 or 10 years old,
he was playing with fire,

in a metal building,
on a concrete floor,

which seemed safe enough to him.

But children never really see all that is around them;
they see what they want to see.

A gas can and the 2 cycle engine oil went unnoticed,
until they caught fire

from the trail of lighter fluid my brother was burning
again and again.
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I was watching baseball on a lazy summer afternoon,
when he came running in,

telling me to turn on the hose and help him out.

To his credit
he also went to find our mother,

who called the fire department.

The building was singed,
but the flames were out,

and so the firemen arrived
just in time to give my brother a very strong warning

about what might have happened.

Fire is unpredictable at best.
Six or ten times a day

we hear the fire engines roaring past our house
from the engine company up the road.

Fire is not bad,
but it will destroy;
it will consume.

We use fire to cook,
to warm ourselves,
to light the dark night.

We need fire,
but we do not always control it.
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It’s no wonder then
that fire is the image offered in the Bible for the Holy Spirit.

Jesus had promised his disciples,
from before they knew he was going to leave them,

he had promised them
that he would send a spirit after him:

the advocate,
the sustainer,
the Holy Ghost.

And in the Book of Acts
we see the disciples sitting around a table,

and tongues of fire hang over their heads,
the Spirit of God coming near to them,

lighting the way
and warming their hearts

for the journey ahead.

The Holy Spirit has always been a little hard for me.
The idea of Pentecost has always been a little hard for me.

It’s all wrapped up with the word pentecostal
and with the idea that folks might start speaking in tongues

or that anybody
would think it’s a good idea

to bring a snake into church.

But that’s my problem,
not the Bible’s problem.
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What the Bible says
is that Jesus came and taught,

he lived faithfully,
got killed for his troubles
and that that grave could not hold him.

What the Bible says
is that he stayed around after that

for 40 more days,
before he moved off on high.

And after that,
10 days after that,

just long enough for his disciples to get worried
and to lose heart,

that’s when the Holy Spirit came.

Jesus taught
and lived
and died
and rose.

The Holy Spirit came
to move us along in Jesus' footsteps.

The Holy Spirit came
to teach and to enliven us,
to bring us to the deaths we need
and to bring us up again

to the life God created for us,
the life God is still creating for us.
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Ezekiel looked out over a valley full of dry bones. 
A wasteland,

of life come to ruin.

He looked out
and the Lord asked him,

“Mortal,
can these bones live?”

And Ezekiel said about all that he could have said,
“God only knows.”

And the wind blew
and things started to happen.

A prophesy was spoken,
the truth was spoken

over that death,
and life started to draw up out of the ground.

And the prophesy says
that when God shows up,

things are going to change.

A vast multitude of life,
come up out of a wasteland of death.

That’s what the Holy Spirit can do;
that’s what God does,

time and time again.
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When you burn anything,
there’s smoke,

maybe a little,
maybe a lot.

When you burn something,
it changes into something else.

The Holy Spirit is here
to do the same for us.

There’ll be smoke,
and heat,
and we’ll get changed into something else,

maybe something we won’t even recognize.

We’ll love in ways we couldn’t have predicted;
feel peace beyond anything we can understand;

we’ll change our lives
and the lives of the people we meet,

because they will see something true about us,
something hopeful
and maybe even a little scary.

And like those people in the Book of Acts,
they might even accuse us of drinking at 9 in the morning.

But that’s alright,
because we’ve got a story to tell,
a story about life and death,

about resurrection and new life,
about what all is possible

when you believe in something
that is frankly,

unbelievable.


