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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim  

Pentecost, 2013; May 19th, 2013 

Acts 2:1-21, Genesis 11:1-9, Romans 8:14-17 

“God, the Autograph Seeker!” 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

This story is an old one from my life as a teenage boy.  The pain 

of the story has faded, but the memory of the pain is still vivid.  

The pain then stemmed from a youthful desire to be counted, to 

be proficient, to be accepted.  It was the beginning of my junior 

year in high school.  My high school was just 10th, 11th, and 12th 

grades; yet, there were 2,400 students.  I had gone to a private 

school for junior high (Trinity Presbyterian School, so I do have 

ever so slight Presbyterian roots in my upbringing!). I really 

wanted, however, to be at Jefferson Davis High School in 

Montgomery, Alabama with some of my long term and 

neighborhood friends.  I told my parents of my desires and they 

said o.k. and off I went.  It was overwhelming at first.  Trinity 

had a couple of hundred students at most and I walked into a 

school of thousands. It took me the first year just to get oriented, 

and then I started to try to get involved in school activities.  

 

Throughout my life I had played summer league baseball, and 

had been considered pretty good.  I made the all-star team each 

year and played several positions; so, I decided to try out for the 

high school baseball team.  The weakest part of my game was 

my throwing arm, and I remember the first tryout day we were 

in the gymnasium because it was raining.  My friend, Bobby 

Marcus, was already on the team and was playing catcher.  The 

coach was hitting soft ground balls to us and we were to throw it 
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back to Bobby.  The first ball that came to me I fielded without 

any problem, but then I proceeded to throw the ball ten feet over 

Bobby’s head.  I nearly killed a kid when the ball ricocheted off 

the cinder block wall.  I was nervous.   

 

I was nervous because this team had won the state championship 

the year before and there were twelve returning players on a 24 

person squad.  There were seventy-five of us trying out for 

twelve spots.  And here is the source of the vivid  memory –  

every other day or so the coach would place a list of names on 

the bulletin board in the boys locker room, and if your name was 

on the list you were still on the team.  If your name was not on 

the list you had been cut.  Period.  It was cruel.  The list would 

not go up until after lunch; so, you had to come to school ready 

for practice but not knowing if you would be invited to practice.   

 

The first time the list was posted I gathered around it with a 

bunch of boys and my name was on it, but when I saw what it 

would be like to survey the list for your name only to find that 

your name is not there, ... well, from that point on I waited and 

watched so that I could read the list alone.  I found my name the 

first four times, but on the fifth and final list I searched to no 

avail.  I was not on the list.  I was cut.  I carried my cleats and 

glove home and did not play organized baseball again.  (I have 

since played in a few vicious church-league, softball teams.) 

 

Now I know that life is hard and maybe the sooner you learn the 

truth about life’s cruelty the better, but I would let a group of 

teenage boys know in a gentler way that they had not made the 
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baseball team.  But that is not the point.  The point is –  though I 

was hurt and disappointed, though I was insecure, though I was 

a wounded –  I knew, deep down, my name was on other lists 

that were more important.  I may not have been able to name 

that truth at the time of the disappointment, but the truth of my 

inclusion on more important lists eventually surfaced and has 

many times since.  My name is on a list much more important 

than that one hung up in the boy’s locker room of J.D. High. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

Luke, the author of the gospel of Luke and the book of Acts, 

was a real list maker.  Luke made his lists with great care. 

Luke’s genealogy of Jesus, for example, is impressive in its 

scope.  The list Luke made of Jesus’ ancestors in chapter three 

goes all the way back to Adam and Eve.  Matthew, making the 

same list, only took his genealogy back to Abraham.  Luke was 

very careful in the making of his list to make a theological point.  

Luke wanted the world to know that Jesus is the universal 

savior.  Luke took the list all the way back to the first human 

being to make the point that everyone is included in the gospel.   

 

Luke made another list in Acts, chapter two.  Luke wanted the 

world to know that the church was not just for a few people 

living in Jerusalem; rather, the church was formed for the world.  

So Luke made a list of the people gathered in Jerusalem on the 

day of Pentecost –  Parthians, Medes, Elamites, residents of 

Mesopotamia, Judea and Cappadocia, Pontus and Asia, Phyrgia, 

Pamphylia, Egypt, Libya, Rome, Cretans, Arabs....  Luke’s list 

was meant to be inclusive of all the world.  Luke wanted 

everyone reading or hearing his story of Jesus to feel that he or 
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she had a stake in the unfolding of the Jesus movement. 

 ~~~~~~~~~ 

The world is always making up its own lists and telling all of us 

that we better be on them.  The world tells us we better be on the 

list of the well-to-do.  We better be on the list of the rich and 

famous.  We better be on the list of powerful.  We better be on 

the list of the in-crowd.  We better be on the ground floor of the 

building of the tower of Babel –  it is the only way to make a 

name for ourselves.  It is a greedy, grab what you can world, so 

you better build your resume and get your name on the right lips 

and lists; otherwise, you are a loser, mere prey for the prowling 

predators, a chump ready to be trumped.      

 

But the gospel truth is you and I are already on God’s list and 

that list is the only list that ultimately matters.  You and I and all 

the world are children of God, loved of God, redeemed by God, 

and finally sustained by God’s Spirit.  There are things worthy 

of our pursuit in this earthly life; it is a good thing to seek to be 

good at work, good at family life, good at being a friend, good at 

being a neighbor.  Those are good lists to try to be on, but the 

list that allows all of the other lists to take their proper place in 

the living out of our days, the list that makes all the other lists 

into “thank you” notes to God, is the list that has as a heading – 

“Family of God.” God sends the Spirit to lure us to know in our 

hearts that we are already on God’s list of God’s beloved family. 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

There is a story in the book Listening Is An Act of Love: A 

Celebration of American Life from the Storycorps Project told 

by Anthony D’Andrea who was interviewed in New York City 
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by his daughters.  Mr. D’Andrea talks about growing up in the 

Bronx on 170th Street and Shakespeare Avenue.  They lived a 

twenty minute walk from Yankee Stadium, and D’Andrea’s 

father came to New York from Italy in 1911.  They followed 

baseball very closely, especially the Italian players – Tony 

Lazzeri, Frank Crosetti, Joe DiMaggio, for example.   

 

Mr. D’Andrea recalled how he rarely went to games because 

they did not have the money but when he was twelve he would 

go down to Yankee Stadium on game days and get autographs.  

Mr. D’Andrea tells the rest of the story this way – I was such an 

avid fan.  On one occasion I found a ball on the street, and I 

started getting different players to sign it.  My father used to get 

the “Daily News” every morning, and there was always a story 

about the Yankees.  Whether they won or lost or if they weren’t 

playing, there’d  be a story.  And this one day I noticed that it 

mentioned an off date but that the Yankees are going to have a 

workout.  So I thought, “Oh, that’ll be a good day to go because 

there won’t be as many kids around.  Maybe I can get the 

fellows that I didn’t get yet to sign the ball.”  So I got down 

there early, and there weren’t many kids.  The first man to come 

along was Frank Crosetti.  I recognized him right away.  And I 

said, “Mr. Crosetti, could you sign the ball?”  He said, “Sure.”  

 Then I realized I was lacking two signatures to have the 

whole team, including the managers and the coaches.  One of 

the major people was the Yankee manager, a very renowned 

man, Joe McCarthy.  I thought, “I really should go home.  But 

I’ll wait a little longer.”  Now it was down to two kids.  I waited 

and sure enough he comes out.  And I asked him, “Mr. 
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McCarthy, will you sign the ball?  I just need your signature and 

one other.”  He didn’t say much, he signed the ball.  And if you 

see the ball, it’s pretty strong handwriting.  So now I’m down to 

the one, who was a reserved catcher. I waited and waited.  And 

now I’m the only one there.  Well, sure enough he comes out, 

and I ran up to him.  His name was Rollie Hemsley, and I said, 

“Mr. Hemsley, will you sign my ball?”  He said, “Get out of 

here, kid!”  I said, “Oh, come on.  You’re the only one.  If you 

sign it, I’ll have everybody on the team.”  He said, “Get out of 

here, kid!”  I just followed him, and I kept asking him.  And 

finally he says, “All right, give me the ball.” And he signed it 

and that was that.   

 And sure enough it was the 1943 Yankees – the world 

championship team (pages 45-47). 

 ~~~~~~~~ 

Here’s the thing; here’s why I told you that story –  I think God 

is the boy trying to get all the names of the 1943 New York 

Yankees on his baseball!  God is persistent in trying to get us to 

write our names on the ball – not because it changes the make-

up of the team or alters the outcome of the season – but because 

it makes God happy to see that we have signed on, that we know 

we are a part of the team, from the manager to the reserve 

catcher.  Some of us will say – “Sure.”  Some of us won’t say 

much but we will sign on with a strong handwriting.  And some 

of us will say – “Get away from me kid, you bother me.”  But 

the Boy will persist, and the team will be made complete and the 

World Series will be won!  

 ~~~~~~~~ 

 Thanks be to God and God’s persistent Spirit.  Amen. 

© 2013 Bob Prim. All rights reserved 


