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Pentecost—Year C 

Acts 2:1-21 

Psalm 104:25-35, 37 

Romans 8:14-17 

John 14:8-17 (25-27) 

 

What a glorious Pentecost Day! We need this feast today more than we have ever needed it before. 

We need all that these lessons point us to, all that they challenge us with, all that they instill in us. 

 

It’s just 50 days after that stunning first day of the week with its empty tomb. The disciples have 

endured grief and loss and confusion and fear—at points locking the door that stood between them 

and the outside world—and they have known stunning joy and renewed companionship with their 

risen Lord. And they have known loss again as he ascended into heaven, and now, today, they are 

all together in one place. And suddenly from heaven there came a sound like the rush of a 

violent wind, and it filled entire house where they were sitting. Divided tongues, as of fire, 

appeared among them, and a tongue rested on each of them. And all of them were filled with 

the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other languages, as the Spirit gave them ability. 

 

Violent winds have been blowing through our land—20 mass shootings just since Uvalde—that’s 

a week and a half. But people of God, can we can conceive there might be another violent wind 

rushing through our midst? Can we entertain the possibility that tongues of fire have come to rest 

on each one of us? Can we imagine that the Spirit could actually release our tongue to speak in 

other languages?  

 

Oh, if we start speaking in languages other than own, it’s going to draw a crowd and it will most 

definitely bewilder them. 

But could we imagine speaking in a political tongue that is not our native one, speak in the 

language that our political opponent could hear instead of the words that are so comfortable for 

us? Could we imagine those who long for stricter gun regulations and those who vehemently 

oppose them—could we imagine each of these speaking in the tongue of the other instead of the 

arguments that we’ve hurled at each other for so long? 

 

Could we speak in a tongue that is much more interested in being heard in a way that the other can 

actually hear than it is in shouting about how right it is? 

 

Some who might hear such a shift might be amazed and perplexed and wonder what it all might 

mean that someone would actually speak in the language they could hear, and others will just go 

cynical and sneer, “They are filled with new wine” a.k.a. “They’re drunk.” 

 

In this day and time, when you step out and try to speak in a language beyond your own, when the 

last person on earth that you expect to speak a word that makes sense to you and you don’t 

reflexively deflect that word just because it’s coming out of their mouth, when these things happen, 

people are going to say all kinds of things about you; they will move to isolate you, and push you 

off to the side. Just look at what happens to anybody in the political realm who dares to learn from 

the context and language others speak about all the hot-button issues that are so dividing us and 

then dares to speak that new language in turn. They get creamed, sneered at, primaried, ostracized. 
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We need a Pentecost Spirit. 

 

And then we need brave voices like Peter to step to the mic and say, “Let this be known to you 

and listen to what I say, these are not drunk, as you suppose. No, the prophet Joel is in the 

house: ‘In the last days it will be, God declares, that I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh, 

and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and your young men shall see visions, and 

your old men shall dream dreams. Even upon my slaves, both men and women, in those days 

I will pour out my Spirit; and they shall prophesy.’” 

 

Our children are prophesying, “Do something about this!” Our young men and young women, 

they’ve got vision and are begging us to see what they see, and do something! Our patriarchs and 

matriarchs, they remember what it is to dream—they long for us to remember and drink from their 

wisdom, and do something! Can we look to those whose voices have long been silenced, 

unattended, sidelined, and can we see that God is pouring the Divine Spirit on them—they are 

prophesying and longing for us to do something!  

 

Pentecost is happening all around us—do we have eyes to see and ears to hear and tongues 

unleashed to speak and feet prepared to walk and hands ready to roll up our sleeves and get to 

work? Do we have hearts soft enough, exposed enough, to still feel the brokenness that matures 

into compassion? Do we have minds open enough to imagine a different way? Do we have spirits 

willing to be renewed by THE Spirit that wants to set us on fire with the passion that can renew 

the face of the earth? 

 

We are given the Spirit of God today—every time we are tempted to fall back and be enslaved by 

our fear, can we hear St. Paul calling us forward, reminding us that when we cry, “Abba! 

Father!" it is that very Spirit of God bearing witness with our spirit.” This Spirit lives inside 

of us and is always in conversation with the Risen Christ and with God, the Source of all that is. 

There is so much power within us, if we’re willing to get off the brakes and let it flow. 

 

And Jesus is going to bring us on home on this one in all that he says to his beloved disciples in 

his last supper with them before he made his way to the cross. Hear him again speaking not just to 

them, but to you:  

“If you love me, you will keep my commandments. And I will ask the Father, and he will 

give you another Advocate, to be with you forever. This is the Spirit of truth, whom the world 

cannot receive, because it neither sees him nor knows him. You know him, because he abides 

with you, and he will be in you.” 

 [“I have said these things to you while I am still with you. But the Advocate, the Holy 

Spirit, whom the Father will send in my name, will teach you everything, and remind you of 

all that I have said to you. Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you. I do not give to you 

as the world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled, and do not let them be afraid.”] 

 

We have been given an Advocate, the Spirit of truth, and the world struggles to receive this Spirit 

of truth, to see this Spirit of truth, to know this Spirit of truth, but you know this Spirit; it abides 

in you, and it will be in you. Jesus promises us this. And this Advocate, this Holy Spirit will teach 

us everything, will remind us of all that Jesus has said to us—his teaching on non-violence, his 
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compassion for those at the margins, his desire to feed and to heal and to love with abandon, his 

capacity to stretch out his love in all directions even when doing so gets you crucified.  

 

Jesus told his disciples that night, that he had more to say to them but they could not bear it, 

but that this Spirit would come and would guide them into all truth. There are some truths 

that we just can’t bear, but we are promised that there will come a time when we can bear those 

truths, and at that point the Spirit will guide us in those new, uncharted waters.  

 

And sometimes, that deep teaching is the work of remembering what Jesus has already taught us 

but seeing with new eyes how that teaching speaks into this particular moment, this particular 

situation. 

 

And we can’t ever forget that Jesus has left us his peace, not the be-nice-don’t-make-waves peace 

that the world gives, but the peace goes so much deeper and passes all understanding that knows 

that sometimes the demands of love are tumultuous. 

 

Amidst such stormy times, there is still the very real temptation to let our hearts be troubled, 

paralyzed even, and for them to be very afraid. Jesus says, “Don’t bite. I’ve got you; God’s got 

you; the Advocate is your guide and your rearguard too; the Spirit is praying within you in sighs 

too deep for words. Don’t be afraid. Take this power, take all of this power, and do the work I’m 

giving you to do.” 

 

We’ve been needing a new spirit for a long time. And on this Pentecost Day, we’re given it! 

 

May these violent winds blow us in a new direction. 

May our tongues be set free to speak a new language across all that divides us. 

May the fire of the Spirit set us burning with passion. 

May fear not enslave us, may truth inform us, may we learn what the Spirit has to teach us now, 

and may we remember what our Lord has taught us all along the way. 

And may the hard peace of Jesus sustain us until this drunken world understands that love is the 

only language worth speaking and the only one that can truly be heard. Amen. 
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