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Pentecost Sunday, May31, 2020 

 

(Acts 2:1-21; John 7:37-39) 

 

As I was reading this morning’s passage from the Acts of the Apostles, two things jumped 

out at me.  

 

The first was the way that the movement of the Spirit was portrayed: “a sound like the rush 

of the violent wind.” This contrasts significantly with my favorite image of the movement of 

God, the passage from 1 Kings that I have quoted so often in which God passes by Elijah in 

a moment of sheer silence. Yes, I know this is comparing two different aspects of God and is 

the type of thing that is a perfect segue into considering what makes up the Trinity. I won’t 

be doing that this morning, though; with this first thought I simply wanted to point out 

that God as Godhead, as Son and as Holy Spirit moves and is understood in different ways 

through the different experiences and encounters of particular individuals or groups. 

 

The second point of interest to me this morning grows out of the first. We read how the 

noise of the Spirit that first Pentecost was so intense – so loud – that people gathered 

outside with a sense of bewilderment. The noise wasn’t even just from the entrance of the 

Spirit; by this point it had faded into a cacophony of excited chatter, voices seemingly too 

numerous to count. The violent, rushing noise was now growing from those speaking in the 

language of the Parthians, and the Medes, and the Elamites, and those who lived in 

Mesopotamia, and … well, you’ve heard the list. 

 

Think about being seated in a noisy restaurant, the people so numerous and the 

conversations so loud that like Peter you have to raise your voice to even be heard over 

them by the person right across from you. In a very small, scaled-back way that was likely 

how those gathered in that room felt on that first Pentecost. But it was far, far more. 

 

On the liturgical calendar Pentecost is what we consider the birthday of the Church, the 

day on which all we now have was first born. That first encounter with the Holy Spirit was 

the moment when the legacy of the ministry of Jesus and God’s hope for the world was laid 

on those women and men, followers touched by tongues of fire, those who carried the flame 

lit within them to the far reaches. But perhaps, rather than thinking of Pentecost simply as 

the birthday, we should rethink Pentecost – beginning here, this morning – as the birth-

day of the Church.  

 

It is time for us to recognize that here, now, the Holy Spirit is birthing something new, and 

we are called to be the midwives. It is time for us to recognize – as difficult as it may seem 

in this uncertain time – that we are being presented with a gift, the gift of new directions 

and new possibilities. It is the gift of a chance to take the thirst we are feeling in this time 

and bring it to God … and drink … and become the renewed believers from whom the rivers 

of living water flow into a parched and thirsty world.  

 

 Admittedly, acceptance of this gift brings with it new challenges. There will be challenges 

of space, and of distance; there will be challenges in the practicalities of worship; there will 

be challenges in choices of word over song; there will be challenges in our gathering; there 
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will be challenges in continuing to reach those who have not been to our church building 

but who nonetheless each Sunday are part of our virtual worshipping community. 

 

Is it frightening? Absolutely. Do I have all of the answers today? Absolutely not. But I want 

you to consider something: consider where those followers were on that first Pentecost; 

consider the challenges that lay ahead before them – challenges known and unknown; 

consider the fear and the uncertainty in their minds and hearts; consider the fact that they 

didn’t have a single answer, let alone all the answers. 

 

I take that back; they did have one answer. They had one certainty. They had one thing 

sustaining them and leading them forward. They had their encounter with the violent, 

rushing wind that was the Holy Spirit – touched by the fire that would burn within them 

and ignite a blaze that would spread around the world. 

 

The times in which we find ourselves are changing. The world is changing. Our Church is 

changing. Our worship is changing. The reality is that we will never be able to go back to 

what the Church was … and honestly, I think that trying to do so would be a mistake. As 

the preacher and author Katie Hays writes, “Everything in the Bible points to the God Who 

is Ahead of us, calling us forward, never back. Nothing in the Bible is a stopping place.”1  

 

Even in this time of separation when it seems like all is at a standstill, we as a Church are 

not at a stopping point, and we are never called back. From beginning to end, the life and 

ministry of Jesus was and still is a call to move forward. The kingdom of God on earth is 

something that will come. The resurrection of the dead into new life is something that will 

come. The return of Jesus is something that will come. Instead of looking back at all that 

once was – or as on the day of Ascension, looking up for the one who had disappeared from 

their sight – we should always, always look ahead and move forward. 

 

Rushing wind; flowing water; fire: three things that can destroy. But in the hands of God, in 

the movement of the Holy Spirit, and in all that comes out of us into the world, they are 

things that can create. We have received the rush of the Spirit; the fire of that first 

Pentecost still burns within us; the life-giving water is waiting for us to open the tap of our 

hearts and allow it to flow freely. 

 

On this birth-day of the Church, what will we as a Church … what will you as a follower of 

Christ … do with the wind and fire and water held inside? Will you keep them bottled up, 

or will you release them in such incredible and powerful ways that people will gather 

around the Gospel we are called to live and around our Church and do it with that same 

sense of bewilderment … and awe … and excitement? 

 

Amen. 

 

                                                           
1 Katie Hays, We Were Spiritual Refugees: A Story to Help You Believe in Church. Kindle edition. 


