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“Join in the Dance” 
 

Recently, us pastors have been brainstorming ideas on a Sunday School class for the month of 

June, and we’ve finally settled on the topic of “Weird” things Presbyterians Believe – so for information 

on some of the more unique aspects of our faith, look for that in the coming days. This morning I would 

like to add an addendum to this topic by elaborating on one of the weirdest things Presbyterians do. 

Whenever one goes to a Presbyterian Youth Camp or Conference I can pretty much guarantee that the 

event will start with and/or feature ENERGIZERS! Energizers, for the uninitiated, are choreographed 

dances to popular music with motions that lend themselves well to moving in between long rows of 

auditorium chairs. Energizers have been around for a good 40 years or so and if you have been a camper 

or retreat participant at a Presbyterian Conference Center in past few decades then you know exactly 

what I’m talking about. They are a wonderful youth ministry tool to help break down barriers, get kids 

out of their shells, and just generally tire them out at the end of the day. Energizers, whether they are 

brand new or old classics, are retaught at the beginning of every camp so that everyone is included and 

knows the moves beforehand. Now, you cannot be cool and do an energizer – they are inherently silly, 

but if everyone is doing the energizer then it is cool - such is the paradox of energizers. There are those 

who loathe energizers and will begrudgingly participate in them. And there are those who go all out with 

the motions, will stop what they are doing when they hear an energizer song on the radio and bust a 

move. And then there are those of us who maybe love energizers so much that they included them at their 

wedding reception, delighting their camp friends and confusing their new husband’s family as all of a 

sudden half the room rushed the dance floor and perfectly performed what looked like a well-rehearsed 

dance routine. For a group that is known as being “the frozen chosen,” Energizers are certainly a very 

weird thing that we Presbyterians do.  



Scripture is full of images and scenes of dancing. Particularly in the psalms, which speak of 

dancing as a means for the people and all of creation to worship God. There is a story in 2nd Samuel where 

King David dances before the Ark of God in display of abandon and joy for the Lord, prompting the 

former King Saul’s daughter to chide him for his undignified manner. Naturally, many ancient near 

eastern cultures, Judaism among them, featured dance in their festivals and celebrations. I, myself, am 

drawn to images of a God who dances – “Dance then where every you may be, I am the Lord of the Dance 

said he, and I’ll lead you all wherever you may be in the dance said he.” And the Holy Spirit, who we 

particularly focus on today at Pentecost, is often described in such terms, capturing the freedom, beauty, 

and the uninhibited nature of the Spirit.  

Today’s lesson on the coming of the Holy Spirit on Pentecost as told by gospel writer, Luke, in 

Acts, reinforces well established images of the Spirit as a mighty wind and as fire, and adds in a new 

element – the speaking of other languages. Now the whole scene doesn’t exactly convey almighty power 

and might, as instead the Holy Spirit’s gift of tongues makes the disciples look so foolish and weird that 

the people supposed they are drunk. Strange – yes, drunk – no, as Peter explains. As the disciples shared 

the message of the good news of Jesus Christ in these various languages the fullness of this gift from the 

Holy Spirit reveals itself in the gifts of understanding, inclusion, and community. And the story of the 

Spirit at work unfolds from there as the community grows and grows throughout the chapters of Acts 

adding members from across many nations and cultures.   

In baptism, which we are so blessed to get to witness again today, we too are given the gift of the 

Holy Spirit, but what does this mean? That the Spirit will accompany us in our lives with comfort and 

peace, interceding on our behalf “with sighs too deep for words.”? That the Spirit will give us gifts that 

make us unique and equip us to love and serve the Lord? Yes! And… the Spirit calls us into action, spurs 

us from our comfortable lives and passivity and into the work the God’s Kingdom, the work of the gospel 

in the world. We celebrate Pentecost not only as the a moment where we mark the gift of the Holy Spirit 

in the early Christian community, but we celebrate Pentecost as the birthday of the Church, because 

Pentecost is when the Church was given it’s marching orders – to leave the safety of place where they had 



been gathered in the days following Jesus’ death and resurrection and to go out into the world and not 

only to tell this Jesus story, but to live it. 

When I was in college I signed up for a partner dance class through my school’s recreation 

department. It was free and I genuinely wanted to learn how to waltz, salsa, tango, meringue, and 

whatever else I wanted emulate from Dancing with the Stars. You needed a partner to participate in the 

class and luckily a friend of mine from my church college group was game to join me. I think he wanted to 

learn to dance so he could impress girls and somehow I wasn’t exactly in the category of “girls.” Don’t 

worry though we had thoroughly “friend-zoned” one another and actually had a blast taking this class 

together. Now my dance partner was so very tall and I am so very not. And Boone – his actual name, was 

about as country as they come, wearing jeans, cowboy boots and hat, not as a fashion statement but out 

of necessity. When we would dance we would wear our socks because neither of wanted to invest in 

some fancy shoes for just one little class. His socks were straight out of a Walmart crew cut value pack 

and mine were tastefully from Target. I remember vividly how our feet left streaks across the floor from 

our sweat. I highlight this because while I remember it being a fun experience over all, it was also 

awkward as heck. We stepped on each others feet, we got out of sync and rhythm of the music, we forgot 

the steps we were supposed to follow, I tried to lead – more than a few times. We weren’t good, but in 

the midst of our clumsiness there were times where I could move freely, not counting steps in my head or 

looking at my feet, I could lose myself in the music and the dance and there find rare bliss and joy that 

comes from just being in the moment and being in my body and caring for little else. 

 We are each continually being called to join in the dance – a life that is lived in communion with 

the Spirit, living the truths of the gospel of Jesus Christ. We don’t have to know the steps because we’ll 

learn as we go. We will find partners along the way and like a auditorium full of awkward teenagers 

doing energizers, we’ll sync up in community. Sometimes we will step on toes and insist that we take the 

lead. We might fear we are looking foolish and undignified as the work of the Spirit “outs” us as Jesus 

Freaks, because it is foolish in this world to forgive others and to turn the other cheek, to pray for our 

enemies, to care for the least among us, and to believe that death is not the end of the story.  But when we 



grow self-conscious and start to look at our feet and begin counting our steps, the Spirit will always lead 

us back again into the rhythm of the music, encouraging and empowering us with gifts of compassion, 

humility, peace, joy, and the courage to just keep dancing. 


