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Pentecost Year A 
June 4, 2017 
St. James, Wheat Ridge 
Lessons: Acts 2:1-21, Psalm 104:24-34, 35b, John 20:19-23 
 
Come, Holy Spirit. 
Fill our hearts. 
Give life to my words, 
in the name of the holy and living God. Amen.  
 
For years now, I’ve been starting my sermons just this way, 
inviting the Holy Spirit to fill our hearts, 
to give life to my words.  
I stole that prayer from a friend 
who is one of my favorite priests.  
It’s never seemed like a BAD way to begin. 
 
But when I think of this prayer  
in light of this story in Acts about that long-ago celebration of Pentecost 
I’m thinking … 
maybe we should be careful what we pray for.  
What if we got it? 
 
Can you imagine?  
What if, just as we all were settling in 
for another Sunday here at St. James –  
maybe we're thinking how nice the choir sounded, 
looking forward to the parish breakfast, 
maybe wishing the sermon were already over  
instead of just starting – 
what if our comfortable Sunday morning routine 
were suddenly interrupted  
by a violent rush of wind that shot out of the narthex, 
and flames descended on everyone’s heads. 
And just as we attempted to put this experience into words, 
we realized everyone was speaking a different language! 
I don’t know about you, 
but I sure wouldn’t want to be the one 
to try and explain that to the bishop! 
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Things like that don’t happen anymore, right?  
But what an extraordinary day that must have been, 
that Pentecost in roughly the year 30 AD, give or take. 
It wasn’t the first Pentecost, you know. 
Pentecost was a Jewish holiday  
long before it became a Christian celebration. 
 
Pentecost is also known as the Feast of Weeks.   
Leviticus explains how Jews are required  
to observe the Feast of Weeks  
fifty days after the Feast of Passover.  
The word "Pentecost" is Greek, meaning fifty,  
reflecting that fifty-day countdown.   
It was one of three great pilgrimage festivals  
that Jews living near Jerusalem in the time of Jesus 
were required to attend.  
 
But a lot of Jews didn’t live anywhere near Jerusalem. 
Remember, a lot had been carried off into exile  
nearly 600 years earlier, 
and only a fraction of them actually returned to Israel. 
 
Most remained in the foreign lands where they had settled.  
But they still considered themselves Jews, 
even if they’d never even actually been to Israel, 
and they still continued to celebrate Pentecost. 
And Jerusalem held a place in their hearts, 
even if, geographically, they were far away. 
 
At least once during their lives, 
many made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, 
so they could actually BE in Jerusalem for Pentecost.  
But time and distance impeded their ability  
to understand the language that was spoken in Jerusalem,  
in the Temple.  
 
Historians believe these were the Jews in the crowd  
on that day of Pentecost described in Acts. 
They came from the 16 different geographical regions named in the text.  
They had some connection with the goings-on in Jerusalem 
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But much of what was said and done in the Temple  
was in a language that was foreign to them.  
They didn’t always fully understand,  
because it was no longer their native tongue.   
 
So when each heard the followers of Christ  
speaking about God’s deeds of power  
in what had become their own native languages –  
giving life to their words –  
 it was a miracle indeed.  
 
Now, in Acts, the Holy Spirit comes  
with a sound like the rush of a violent wind,  
filling the whole house.  
And there are tongues of fire dancing on people’s heads. 
It’s loud and chaotic and frantic. 
Believers are caught up in a whirlwind of ecstasy 
And then they’re spilling out into the streets, 
Proclaiming to the world the power of God. 
 
Contrast that with the story John tells us.  
Jesus comes and slips quietly into the midst of his small band of disciples. 
And he gently breathes on them,  
And says “receive the holy spirit.” 
And then he starts talking about forgiveness.  
It’s all so quiet. So intimate. So personal.  
It’s the difference between a violent wind and a gentle breath. 
 
But whether the Spirit comes gently and quietly  
or in a loud rush, 
one thing we need to decide is this: 
Do we really WANT the Holy Spirit to come among us? 
It might not come in a violent rush of wind, 
but the spirit is always capable of pouring itself out on us 
in one way or another.  
 
Do we really want that?  
Because, face it, the Holy Spirit makes things happen.  
Just as the Spirit once compelled Jesus out into the Wilderness, 
it also compels us out into the world. 
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Just as on that earlier Pentecost, 
the Holy Spirit forces us out  
to speak to people we never thought we’d speak to.  
And maybe, in doing this,  
to also bring about reconciliation and forgiveness. 
 
You know, in the last few days 
I’ve begun reading these Pentecost lessons  
in a whole new and unexpected light.  
As many of you know, 
on Thursday and Friday of this week, 
our St. James team went down to Cathedral Ridge 
for our fourth Church Development Institute training session.  
That’s Nancy Herrera, Rose Applegate, Nancy Herrera and me.  
 
And while we were there,  
we began thinking about some of our goals for our parish,  
and some concrete projects we could undertake  
to achieve those goals. 
One of those goals  
involves sharing our spiritual legacy,  
and ensuring that St. James legacy is kept secure.  
 
Now we are, at present, a small congregation. 
But if you look at all the people who have worshipped here 
over the course of the past 66 years, 
that’s quite a lot of people. 
There are a lot of people who grew up in this church, 
whose spiritual lives were formed here. 
They will carry a piece of St. James with them  
no matter how old they get 
or how far away from St. James they move.  
Many others worshipped here for awhile,  
and then moved on. 
And sadly, a number left because they were angry or hurt,  
or somehow felt that their relationship with St. James 
was broken beyond repair.  
 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful  
to have some of these people back, 
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even if just for the occasional visit? 
Wouldn’t it be wonderful  
if some of them could rediscover St. James? 
Reconnect with old friends? 
Remember what they loved about St. James? 
 
Some weeks ago, we had already begun planning  
a big outdoor celebration for St. James Day,  
which we’ll observe on July 23. 
We’ve lined up a bluegrass band, Retro Grass, to play for us that day. 
And we’ll worship out in our yard,  
a bluegrass mass in the grass.  
After worship, we’ll have a potluck.  
It will be one fine party.  
And then we thought, why not also declare it a Homecoming?  
Why not invite back  
all those folks who at one time called St. James their home? 
 
Then, this week at CDI,  
I began thinking about this  
both in light of our longterm goals for our parish 
AND in light of our Pentecost lessons, 
and the parallels became obvious to me.  
 
All across this city,  
there are people whose lives are linked with ours 
because of our mutual connection with St. James. 
We’ve lost touch with each other, 
and we may no longer even speak the same spiritual language. 
They may have only a hazy grasp  
of what we’re now doing here at St. James. 
But we are all rooted in the same loving God, 
we have all experienced the essential goodness that is  
and has always been present in this parish, 
and we are all part of the St. James legacy.  
 
We need to claim that legacy. 
It is a legacy of a rushing wind of evangelism 
and a legacy of a gentle breath that speaks forgiveness.  
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What if the Holy Spirit really did come upon us, 
and empowered us to be God’s agents in the world, 
To witness to the world – 
and especially to witness to those who once worshipped here -  
the power of God’s love to bring peace and unity, 
the power of God’s love to restore whatever has been broken, 
the power of God’s love to bring about reconciliation, 
the power of God’s love to ensure a legacy. 
What if God gave life to our words  
to speak in whatever language the world can understand?  
 
Would you be willing to do that? 
Would you be willing to be a part of this project? 
Would you be willing to figuratively begin speaking a language 
you might not have spoken before? 
Would you be willing to make phone calls, 
to send out invitations, 
to track down addresses and phone numbers and emails? 
Would you be willing to reach out and take a small risk 
in order to maybe bring back home 
some of the sons and daughters of St. James? 
Would you be willing to speak a word of reconciliation 
and restoration and forgiveness? 
Would you be willing to go where the spirit leads you, 
even if it’s to a place you had never intended to go? 
Would you be willing to go the extra mile 
in order to ensure that the legacy of St. James endures? 
Could I see a show of hands  
of those who would be willing to do that? 
Is the Holy Spirit moving in this place? 
 
You see, this is what can happen  
When we pray… 
Come holy spirit, 
Fill all our hearts. 
Give life to our words. 
Amen.  


