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Sermon for the Day of Pentecost Year A       May 31, 2020 
St. Mary of the Incarnation Anglican Church, Metchosin           The Rev. Aneeta Saroop  
 

The disciples are gathered for worship, as was their custom. They’ve brought with them a meal 
of some bread and some wine, and perhaps some olives or a few pieces of broiled fish. They 
arrive at the specified location, greet one another with the kiss of peace, and then begin their 
simple and intimate worship service. One of them reads from the Hebrew Scriptures, another 
offers a story or reflection and all of them share in the communal meal. 

But all of a sudden, a violent rush of wind bursts into the room and flames descend upon the 
heads of the disciples! They grasp for words… they grasp to understand what is happening, only 
to discover that they are all speaking different languages! The commotion in the house where 
the disciples are gathered is so loud that it quickly draws the attention of the people outside. As 
a crowd gathers and sees what is happening, many are amazed. 

“What does this mean?” some wonder. Others approach the scene with a healthy dose of 
skepticism: “They are filled with new wine,” they scoffed. In other words, They’re drunk!  

Just then, Peter jumps up and says something to the effect of, “Hey, it may be 5 o’clock 
somewhere but it isn’t here. It’s only 10 o’clock in the morning. What has happened to us isn’t 
because we’re full of wine, it’s because we’re full of the Spirit!” Peter continues, repeating the 
prophet Joel’s foretelling of the outpouring of the Spirit upon all flesh. 

In the two millennia that have passed since the outpouring of the Holy Spirit on that first Day of 
Pentecost, Christians have associated this day with the beginning of Christianity as its own 
distinct religion – the experience of God doing a profoundly new thing. 

Through the centuries, this day has become a celebration of that new thing – a celebration of 
something that happened a long, long time ago. A way of being church that has evolved and 
carried on…persisted…resisted….formed culture and in many ways has remained the same new 
thing…changing yes, adapting, maybe. Except this year, unlike any year that we have ever 
experienced in our lifetime, perhaps there is an unexpected gift of this Pentecost is that we are 
living into the chaos of God doing a profoundly new thing. 

This year Pentecost isn’t just another nice, neat conclusion to a story that began thousands of 
years ago; nor is it just another nice, neat liturgical celebration of something that happened a in 
the past. The unimaginable circumstance that is described by the gospel writer Luke in Acts 
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seems to speak to us in the here-and-now and maybe we’re hearing this text with greater 
understanding? Maybe this year, it is speaking our language!  

Haven’t we felt a bit like we’ve been caught up in an unexpected and disrupted whirlwind? 
Disoriented….hearing new words that we’ve never heard before: social distance, Novel Corona 
Virus, Zoom….Zoom a word we may have vaguely recognized in the past now has become a 
verb and a noun as we Zoom with the kids or meet by Zoom. 2meters = 6 feet…masks don’t 
mean Halloween and the words social and bubble are now joined together to mean 
safety….Everyone is speaking a different language and it is as if all of a sudden we are fluent.  

We’ve shifted in our practise….we’ve had to try new things and broaden our perspective. Just 
as they were 2,000 years ago, people are still longing for God….seeking some sort of hope. We 
might be in lockdown, but was there not always captivity? – physically, mentally and 
emotionally – some behind walls of depression, loneliness, illness, addiction, or shackled with 
the burdens or poverty, racism, homophobia or any form of oppression that keeps people from 
living into their identity as beloved children of God.  

The cry for wholeness…for healing….for reconciliation with God, with our neighbour and our 
selves is not a simple problem with a simple solution; it is a deep, guttural groaning from all of 
life for liberation, for connection and for belonging. It is a cry with no quick and easy formula. It 
is a cry that a date on a calendar or a memorial of what happened a long time ago can’t soothe. 
It is a cry that can only ever be answered with a fresh outpouring of the Holy Spirit – a 
Pentecost right here in our midst! Then and now.  

Rushing winds and howling storms and spontaneously learning to speak different 
languages – the whole bit – that just doesn’t happen anymore, right? Or does it?  

The question Pentecost dares us to ask is, Could it happen? 
Could a fresh outpouring of the Holy Spirit be happening right now?  
Well, chances are that if we sit and wait for the Holy Spirit to send fire and wind and all of the 
trappings we’ve come to associate with the first Pentecost, we are going to be disappointed. 
But if we allow ourselves to imagine what a fresh outpouring of the Holy Spirit might look like, 
we might just be bewildered…delighted…in awe as we stretched to reimagine ourselves as 
church…what will we let go of? What blessings will be placed before us to embrace? What 
could a fresh outpouring of the Spirit mean for us?  

Maybe a fresh outpouring of the Holy Spirit causes us to approach a relationship with a loved 
one with new hope and fresh patience. Perhaps a fresh outpouring of the Holy Spirit nudges us 
to share our gifts in ministry in a way we never would consider in a million years. Or even 
gather to worship in ways we never imagined!  
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Or it could be that a fresh outpouring of the Holy Spirit draws us into a deeper, stronger, more 
life-giving relationship with God. This past week in our prayer group all of us were reflecting on 
how much sacred space and time we’ve had to just be still in nature…and to hear the Holy Spirit 
in the breeze and the birds and waves on the shore….an unexpected blessing.  

The Day of Pentecost calls us to keep watch – to imagine what a fresh outpouring of the Holy 
Spirit might look like in our own lives. Of course, if we sit and wait for the same old thing to 
happen, wait for us to go back to the way things were we’ll always get what we ask for. But if 
we allow ourselves to imagine something new, something fresh, something deeply holy, then 
anything is indeed possible. 

God promises, not that the Holy Spirit was poured out a long, long time ago; not that the Holy 
Spirit might be poured out a little bit, here and there, on a chosen few at a certain time; but 
that the Holy Spirit will be poured out upon all flesh, all earth all life….and the world whom God 
loves so much hears it’s call as clear as any mother tongue that draws us into belonging; that 
draws us into God…may God find us ready. Amen.  
 


