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Hello, and welcome to my meditation for Pentecost Sunday!  This meditation is in honour of 

Pentecost Sunday, a special day that remembers the descent of the Holy Spirit upon Jesus’ 

disciples at what history has remembered as the birth of the Christian church.  Come, let us 

open ourselves to that spirit now and see if the birth of new life isn’t also at hand for us; 

come, let us turn to God in prayer:   

 

Living God, release your spirit into our midst now 

 that we may come alive in your good news, and, 

in receiving the gifts that you bring us this day,  

 we may always live with thanksgiving.  Amen. 

 

 Hymn suggestion: VU296 ‘This Is God’s Wondrous World’ 

 

For today’s scripture, I’ve chosen to focus on the reading from Luke’s second work in the 

Bible – he wrote the Gospel of Luke, yes, but he also wrote The Acts of the Apostles.  This 

reading is entitled, ‘The Coming of the Holy Spirit’ (chapter 2, verses 1-21) and, retelling the 

existing Jewish Feast of Pentecost as a Christian Feast, it’s a story that, in part, goes like this: 

 

When the day of Pentecost had come, all the disciples were together.  Suddenly, from 

heaven, there came a sound like the rush of a violent wind, and it filled the entire 

house where they were sitting.  Divided tongues, as of fire, appeared among the 

disciples, and a tongue rested on each of them.  All of them were filled with the Holy 

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

there were also devout Jews from every nation under heaven in Jerusalem at that 

time.  And, at this sound, a crowd gathered and was bewildered, because each one 

heard the disciples speaking in their own native language.  Amazed and astonished, 

they asked, “Are not all these who are speaking Galileans?  How is it that they are 

speaking in our own languages?  But others sneered, saying, “Oh, they are just 

drunk!”  Then the Apostle, Peter, raised his voice and addressed them, “People of 

Judea and all who are visiting in Jerusalem, let this be known to you, and listen to 

what I say!  These men are not drunk!  No, this is what was spoken through the 

prophet, Joel: ‘In the last days I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh, says the Lord, 

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

visions, and your old men shall dream dreams.  And everyone who calls on the name 

of the Lord shall be saved.’” 

 

 

Sermon: ‘The Gospel Story that Lives Between the Lines’ 

Kindle us now, Pentecost God, with the flame of your spirit, blow through our midst with 

your creativity and healing joy!  For the sake of your love this we pray, amen. 

 

In the world of the Bible, the word ‘gospel’ means, ‘good news!’  Well, because of the 

Christian Feast of Pentecost, the feast that remembers the birth of the Christian church, 
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there’s good news that lives between all the lines in our lives.  The lines of our 

understanding, even if, as often as not, that means our misunderstanding.  The lines of our 

values, even if, with wrong information, our values are often misplaced.  The lines of our 

relationships, all of which are interconnected, all of which could never have too much ‘good 

news!’  This very morning, God’s spirit is ready to bring us good news on all those fronts – 

are we ready to receive?   

 

Certainly, it’s true that, on this Pentecost Sunday, God’s spirit is the prime mover.  You see, 

it’s God’s spirit that brings us to this common time of sharing from many different places.  

It’s God’s spirit that ties us together as we share in worship when we might find it hard to 

share other things.  Other things such as our clothing, or our cars, or our preferences in 

politics.  It’s God’s spirit that moves in our midst and gets all caught up in each of our 

breaths.  Did you just inhale in a bit of air that Jesus once used?   

   

God’s spirit-breath is exactly what takes all those frail, brittle human words in the Bible – 

words that are sometimes so loaded with such different values, expectations, and customs, 

that they might as well have come from Timbuktu! – and turns all those different human 

words into God’s unifying Word of life.  You see, God’s spirit gave birth to the word, 

‘ruach,’ in the Ancient Hebrew of the Old Testament.  That word, ruach, is about how life 

was brought out of nothing at the beginning of time, the very breath of God.  And God’s 

spirit also gave birth to the word, ‘pneuma,’ in the Ancient Greek of the New Testament.  

Pneuma is about how creativity, and inspiration, come our way each and every day, if only 

we have ‘eyes’ to see them.  Now then, is it not really, really significant that both of those 

words, ruach and pneuma, have a feminine gender in their original languages?  That’s 

precisely why the great theologian, Elizabeth Johnson, wrote a book entitled, She Who Is, as 

a vitally important counterbalance to all the patriarchal (meaning, male-centred) and 

misogynistic (meaning, anti-female) elements with which, sad to say, our Christian history is 

absolutely loaded!  Well, says Johnson, ‘She Who Is’ is lurking there between all the lines in 

our lives, eagerly waiting for us to look a little more closely, absolutely yearning for us to 

inhale her magic, and take up our place in the balanced yin and yang of God’s gospel.  But 

Luke reminds us today in our reading from The Acts of the Apostles, the Holy Spirit blows 

where she will, and we can’t know when she’s coming, or where she’s going!  So, it’s up to 

us to go looking between the lines – the lines of our Bibles; the lines of our understanding; 

the lines of how we choose to prioritize our time and resources.  And, when we do, we’d sure 

as heck better be prepared for what She brings us, not just what we want!   

  

I’ll never forget how ‘She Who Is’ brought new life to a group of ladies who thought that 

their lives had entirely become matters of death.  This account goes back to when I was 

working with a hospice centre as part of the Field Education component of my Master of 

Divinity, and when I was blessed to spend some time with a marvelous person named Willa.  

(You may remember my speaking of Willa back on the 5th Sunday of Easter.  On that 

Sunday, I spoke of the difficult trail that leads into the Valley of God’s Love, and how 

getting there has nothing to do with physical ability, but everything to do with spiritual 
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capacity.)  What I’m about to tell you took place in the summer of 2002.  A group of six 

ladies, all hospice clients like Willa, all in some form of terminal illness, had developed the 

habit of meeting every Tuesday afternoon in a church hall simply to socialize and ‘hang out!’  

You see, they yearned for something – anything! – in their lives that felt ‘normal,’ because 

their lives had largely become matters of doctor’s appointments, medical treatments, and 

palliative therapy.  Well, my friend, Willa, happened to win a voucher for a free night in a 

local motel.  Now then, none of those ladies could have possibly spent a night away from 

their various residences, away from their medical supplies, their ‘appliances,’ and their 

P.S.W.’s (Personal Support Workers).  However, Willa had the crazy idea of using that free 

motel room as the venue for their weekly Tuesday afternoon gathering.   

  

So, the day was chosen, the room was booked, and, while only four of the six ladies were 

able to attend on that particular day, off the four nevertheless went to that free motel room:  

four palliative patients, two wheel-trans buses, four P.S.W.’s and two hospice volunteers, one 

of them being me!  Well, it must have been the ruach and the pneuma of the Bible that blew 

everyone there because, in that motel room, those four brittle people breathed deeply of what 

the Spirit had to offer, they mixed that breath with their own hopes and fears, breathing out 

what I can only understand to have been a Pentecost experience.  I can only understand it in 

that way because those frail, brittle people, so limited by illness, so compromised by life, got 

the giggles.  Perhaps it was the novelty of the situation.  After all, who could have ever 

imagined them being there in that motel room?  Perhaps it was the slightly risqué story that 

one of the hospice ladies relayed about a situation that they’d once had there in that very 

same motel.  Whatever the case, one by one, they started giggling, then laughing, then 

hooting and hollering, until great big tears of deliverance rolled down their cheeks, totally 

lifting them out of their limitations, if only for a while.  They left that motel room saying, 

“We haven’t felt like this in years!”    

  

That is just the sort of thing the Holy Spirit does!  ‘She’ lifts us up when we’ve been knocked 

down.  She tells us that we’re prized beyond measure.  She inspires us when we’ve been 

duped into thinking that we have become the same thing as the circumstances in which we 

live.  She gives us a way back into relationship when we feel that we’re all alone.  She lights 

the way through the darkness of even our darkest nights.  [Breathing in] do you feel her, 

deep-down inside?  [Breathing in] do you feel her inviting us to read between the lines and 

find a whole new role to play in God’s story?   

  

Amen?  Oh, yes; amen! 

 

Come, let us turn back to God now in prayer; come, let us pray: 

 

Exuberant, vibrant Spirit of God, brought together by the freedom and mystery of your love, 

we open ourselves to you now – come to us as wind and fire, come to us as healing touch, 

come to us as inspiration and the still small voice of gentle assurance! 
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God, forgive us for closing our hands to your hope for life; forgive us for closing our eyes to 

the needs of your world; forgive us for closing our hearts to the pain of others.  Help us 

instead to be open to the tireless work of your love that, in service to that love, we may find 

you and your freedom.  There, in commitment to your purpose, O God, help us to become 

exuberant, vibrant acts of joy, where we come to new life in the spirit-dance of Pentecost! 

 

God of all, we pray now for all the needs in this world, we pray for the horrors that continue 

to unfold in our global struggle with the COVID virus.  We ask you to bless all who work in 

our healthcare industries that your compassion may find fuller expression; bless all who work 

in government that your justice may come to light in how life is being administered; bless all 

who face hopelessness this day that our prayers may, in some way, bring them hope! 

 

Now, in the silence of the next moments, hear the concerns that we carry with us this day:  

moment of silence. 

 

Eternal One, all that has been invoked by the words I’ve used, all that lies yet beyond the 

reach of words, we offer to you now as we take those words that Jesus once taught us, and 

pray the beautiful poetry of this contemporary version of Christ’s Prayer:   

 

Holy God, who is heaven:    

  hallowed be your name, followed be your way 

    and done be your will throughout creation.   

 

Feed us with the bread that we need for today 

 and forgive us for the hurts that we cause others, 

 even as we learn to forgive those who hurt us.   

 

Strengthen us in times of temptation 

 and free us from the grip of all that is evil,  

for you reign in the glory of the power that is love, now and forever, amen. 

 

 

 Hymn suggestion: VU586 ‘We Shall Go Out with Hope of Resurrection’ 

 

 

Touched by God’s spirit, let us return now to the world, with the love of God, the grace of 

Jesus, our Christ, and the constant companionship of the Holy Spirit, amen! 

 

 


