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 May the words of my mouth, the meditations of our hearts, and the actions of our lives, 

be acceptable in your sight O God, our strength and our redeemer. Amen. 

 I ran across an article a while back with the odd title, "Generally speaking, we all die," 

which talked about a study suggesting that vigorous running could be bad for your hormones, 

could leave you infertile, ruining bones, and depressing your immune system.  Your heart, 

however, would be in great shape. 

 Sugar causes cavities, but saccharine may cause cancer. Even the sun: it apparently gives 

you vitamin D- also causes wrinkles. Apparently if you are out of the sun too much you can get 

depressed but if you are in the sun too much, you can get cancer. Starting to see where I am 

going with this. Who knows? One of these days we will probably hear that moderation is 

fundamentally bad for your health. 

 And the problem, of course, is that we tend, when dealing with our health, to study body 

parts instead of whole lives. And that is for good reason. When someone comes to the lung 

specialist, you want them to know lots about the lungs and you don't really care how much they 

know about the ankle. The cancer prevention team doesn't know the intricacies about heart 

disease. This tendency to treat the body as if its parts were discrete and unconnected appears to 

be as old as humanity and it stands in contrast to the way that, over the years, the church began to 

think of itself, thanks to Paul, as a body with interconnected members: "For just and the body is 

one, and has many members, and all the members of the body, though many are one body, so it 

is with Christ." And it is one body, with one Spirit animating it as a whole. We are as 

interconnected as de knee is connected to de leg, is connected to de hip and so on. And the Spirit, 

the breath, the wind, gives life to the body. 

 Today we celebrate the ancient festival of Pentecost, and we remember the outpouring of 

the Spirit into the young and struggling community of followers of Jesus. And it is a wonderful 

story. I love Pentecost as a Christian festival for a lot of reasons. First of all, it feels like our 

festival. It often feels at other festivals like Christmas and Easter, that the traditions and 

economic opportunists of our culture have overwhelmed these days with noise and static such 

that the core meaning of the day gets lost. Not so with Pentecost. The wider culture doesn't know 

about it, and that is fine with me. It is our celebration of the Spirit, the breath that lifts us and 

gives us life, that raises us up, that inspires, the invisible powerful wind upon which our life rides 

like a kite in the sky. 

 But as wonderful as it is, Pentecost can also be hard to relate to. At Christmas we've got a 

baby in a manger, and it connects do concretely with our experience of the beginning of life. At 

Easter there is the passion and death and resurrection and connects so deeply with our physical 

and spiritual struggles. These festivals touch us on a very person and deep level. But all this stuff 

about Spirit can feel insubstantial, speculative, and a little hocus pocus sometimes. 

 I mean, we try to make it tangible in all the talk about wind and breath. And we can relate 

to, for example, a spirited horse, or a person whose spirits are running high. And there is the old 

story about the young minister who was given a bottle of cherry brandy for Christmas by a kind 

parishioner and was told not to mention it in public, what with the church's connection to AA 
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and all that. He really wanted to thank her so on Sunday during the announcements he said, "I'd 

like to thank Mrs Glotz for her gift of cherries, and the spirit in which they were given." 

 Someone whose spirits are low is one who is going through the motions of living, too 

afraid to risk much at all. A room in which the ventilation is poor with no breeze that blows is a 

stagnant room, and needs to have the doors and windows opened and air begins to stir.  

And at Pentecost, the early Christian community had breath blown into it, and the body began to 

stir and come to life. They were devastated by Jesus' death and they lived in fear of the 

authorities. They lived behind closed doors, dispirited. And at Pentecost, the doors were thrown 

open, and they were enlivened, inspired. 

 To me, more than anything else in this story, it is crucial to remember two things. One is 

that the body that is given the life is the whole community of believers. This is not so much 

individual inspiration, but collective inspiration. It is the body of Christ, the collective, a 

community connected like limb to limb, inseparable and interdependent that receives the breath. 

And this is the only way the ancient world would have understood it. As John Wesley once put 

it, "the bible know nothing of solitary Christians." The Spirit is never only within us, but always 

also between us and around us. And as such, it is a Spirit which gets us out of ourselves, bridges 

differences between us, opens us up to the other, chases us out of our individual concerns and 

obsessions, and turns us towards each other.  

 The other thing to remember is that this inspiration at Pentecost and event today is a gift 

given for the sake of the world. Jesus said, "As God has sent me, so I send you." We are a people 

sent. The effects of the Spirit draw a crowd and people become curious because these rural 

peasants from Galilee start speaking their language, literally and metaphorically. Embedded in 

the life of the Spirit is a commissioning out, and a responsibility to carry the grace, justice and 

love of Christ into the world. Inseparable from the gift, "receive the holy spirit" is the call, "go 

and be the body of Christ."  

 Our culture has a strong tendency towards individualist. Our current economic and 

political climate is strewn with self-focused values. We think we can go it alone. We take care of 

ourselves today at the expense even of our own grandchildren tomorrow. It is rooted in an 

individualistic belief system that is antithetical to the gospel of Christ. We think, if only we had 

enough salary, or pension, or the right breaks or worked hard enough. But that is like treating 

knees and lungs and eyes and hearts as if they were separate and distinct and disconnected. At 

Pentecost we remember that we gather not as individuals, but as members of one body with one 

spirit. And we gather that the body might receive the breath of life, and that we, as a body, might 

be the breath of God in a world that so desperately needs inspiration, the breath of life. May the 

life we receive turn us toward one another. May it turn us outward. And may it make us whole. 

Amen. 

  


