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The Spirit. That energy, life force of God, the flow of the Trinity that is constantly on the move.  

- dynamic, energetic, and moving: elusive wind, descending dove, falling fire, flowing 
water.  

- Spirit led people never stop growing and changing and recognizing the new moment of 
opportunity.  

- Constantly creating - breathing out possibility against the constant threat of resistance.  
 
I think of a woman named Tracey, written into the story of a new church planted in Brooklyn in 
New York by Rev. Emily Scott.   (Book title: For all who hunger) 
 
Tracey grew up in the Gowanus projects – that part of Brooklyn, with poor housing conditions, 
police brutality, and gentrification. 
 

In 1636, Gowanus Bay – named after Gauwane (Gouwane, lit. ‘the sleeper’), a Canarsee 
Indian[2][3] – was the site of the first settlement by Dutch farmers in what is now 
Brooklyn. Gowanus was the scene of fighting in the Battle of Long Island. 
In the 1860s the Gowanus Creek was turned into the Gowanus Canal, and the area 
became a hub for manufacturing and shipping. As a result of the industry along the 
canal and the establishment of a combined sewer system that dumped waste water 
directly into a designated outflow at the head of the canal, the neighborhood came to 
be defined by the polluted canal. 
In the late 1940s, the neighborhood became the site of several New York City housing 
projects, which were built in part to house returning WWII veterans.[8] 
The water and much of the land along the banks of the Gowanus Canal have been 
severely polluted by combined sewer outflows (CSOs) along the canal designed to 
relieve sewage and storm water when the sewer treatment plant is overwhelmed, as 
well as by decades of industrial use and extensive coal gas manufacturing during the late 
19th century.  
The Gowanus Canal was also an alleged Mafia dumping ground.[9] 

 
Tracey grew up in these houses and moved out never planning on coming back. But when her 
grandmother died, the apartment in the Gowanus Houses was open to her. She had her own 
children now, and a job working with high schoolers at Brooklyn Collaborative school. When 
she moved back, she felt her grandmothers’ presence inviting her to step into her role.  
 
Tracey serves as vice president of the residents’ council and cofounded the Gowanus Houses 
Art Collective. She’s always working to connect the houses to resources and bring residents 
together. She shows up at meetings, writes grants, lobbies, tirelessly tells her story. All while 
raising her own children and working at a local school.  



 
Rev Scott writes that she sees Tracey as an educator and activist, a fighter and a matriarch. She 
sees her as a spiritual guide. But when she asked Tracey to describe who she is:  
 
Tracey simply says: I’m just being a vessel. Just someone who tries hard each day to care. 
 
 
It sounds to me like the familiar poem of Hafiz (Sufi poet) who wrote:  
“I am a hole in a flute that the Christ’s breath moves through – listen to this music.” 
 
The Spirit as wind.  
 
Richard Rohr writes in his co-authored book The Divine Dance that the Spirit as wind is the 
breathe of creativity - creating diversity, just breathing out ever-new life in endlessly diverse 
forms. 
 
The Spirit is also fire. Flames of love. 
 
Fire both melts and dissolves the boundaries between relationships so we can stop hiding 
behind our names, our labels, our definitions and descriptions. Another word for this 
consuming fire is, of course love.  
 
This image kindles as a burning bush that is not consumed, and is stoked as descending tongues 
of fire, creating mobile temples of people from all the nations, speaking a universal language of 
love that allows them to understand one another’s diverse languages. What a great symbol on 
so many levels.  
 
Great connector – of all of these diverse things!  
All this pluriform life, the Spirit keeps in harmony and mutual deference  
 
 
In this moment in John’s gospel we see the flow of the Trinity in action –  
Jesus unified with his Father, breathing out the Spirit.  
 
In the ancient text of Numbers – we read the Hebrew understanding of the spirit resting upon 
them to give them leadership, wisdom, guidance, and new prophetic words. 
 
In Acts we read of the rushing wind, the tongues of flames. And the understanding of a diversity 
of languages. 
 
The Holy Spirit comes as wind and fire. Renew the face of our earth. 
 
 



And oh friends how we need this inspiration: in – Spirit – action. 
 
Because we all feel inner resistance. Sometimes just even to get up in the morning and start the 
day.  
Inner resistance is that invisible, internal, insidious, implacable, impersonal, universal repelling 
negative force that distracts us and prevents us from doing the most important thing we are 
made to do. It sides with our fears of failure and fears of success, it comes in the form things 
like procrastination, self doubt, rationalization and just about any distraction possible. 
 
Come Holy Spirit. That energy, that life force of God 
 
In more contemporary language, artists may refer to Spirit as the ‘muse’. 
Canadian author, historian, Steven Pressfield in his little book The War of Art... 
 
writes that each of us has a muse waiting in our creative space to give us the inspiration we 
need to do our work.  
 
When we acknowledge the muse in our life, we counteract feelings of resistance.  
The muse knows things that we don’t. It sees our potential and wants to give us what we need 
to reach it.  
Pressfield writes the muse is just one mysterious force working in your favor.  
 
 
As a Christian, I believe Spirit is more than that. 
 
Hildegard of Bingen depicts Spirit as the life of creatures, as a  
burning fire that sparks, ignites, inflames and kindles our hearts,  
as a guide in a the fog,  
a balm for wounds,  
a shining serenity and an overflowing fountain that spreads to all sides.  
Spirit is life, movement, colour, radiance and a stillness that restores, 
bringing withered sticks and souls alive with the sap of life.  
The Spirit purifies, absolves, strengthens, heals, gathers the perplexed, seeks the lost,  
pours the juice of contrition into hardened hearts and plays music in the soul, melodies of 
praise and joy.  
The Spirit awakens mighty hope, blowing winds of renewal everywhere in creation.  
 

The Flame of Love, Dr. Clark Pinnock 
 
 

The waste waters of Gowanus in Brooklyn, is such a metaphor to me of all that is within me and 
in our society that needs renewal. 
 
Come Holy Spirit. Veni Sancte Spiritus. 



Come from the four winds, O Spirit, come breath of God; 
disperse the shadows over us, renew and strengthen your people. Veni Sancte Spiritus 


