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Lessons: Ezekiel 37:1-14; Acts 2:1-21.  

Pentecost is the church’s day to celebrate the gift of the Holy Spirit. The Greek and Hebrew 
words which we translate Spirit, can also, just as accurately, be translated as wind or breath. If you 
want to visualize the Holy Spirit, if you want an image for the Holy Spirit, then look at the air around 
us here, the air that we breathe. That’s where you can find God’s Spirit. Every time we take a breath, 
we breathe in a portion of God’s Holy Spirit. What we do with that is another matter: we can celebrate 
that Spirit or we can ignore it, simply not noticing its presence. I would encourage you sometime to 
meditate on that image of the Spirit as breath and imagine yourself breathing in God’s Spirit, letting 
that Spirit move to the farthest extremes of your body; thinking of God’s power strengthening you 
and holding you; and then when you exhale, imagine that you are exhaling all that keeps you from 
being the person God created you to be. Bessie’s great grandmother lived to be more than one 
hundred years old and had the habit every day, when she went outside, of breathing ten deep breaths 
and she encouraged her family to do the same. I doubt that she would have said that she was 
celebrating the Spirit, but in a way, she was. Think about the way we often live, with short, fast breaths 
that reflect the hectic pace in many of our lives. Then think about taking a deep breath, and the way 
that kind of breathing can bring peace, and comfort, and strength and even courage. The Holy Spirit 
is that part of God which is closest to us, surrounding us all the time and forever calling us, comforting 
us, encouraging us, challenging us to be the people God would have us be. 

Barbara Brown Taylor suggests that “if you have studied earth science, then you know that 
our gorgeous blue-green planet is wrapped in a protective veil we call the atmosphere, which separates 
the air we breathe from the cold vacuum of outer space. Beneath this veil is all the air that ever was.  
No cosmic planet-cleaning company comes along every hundred years or so to suck out all the old air 
and pump in some new.  The same ancient air just keeps recirculating, which means that every time 
any of us breathes we breathe star dust left over from the creation of the earth. We breathe 
brontosaurus breath and pterodactyl breath. We breathe air that has circulated through the rain forests 
of Kenya and air that has turned yellow with sulfur over Mexico City. We breathe the same air that 
Plato breathed, and Mozart and Michelangelo, not to mention Hitler and Lizzie Borden. Every time 
we breathe, we take in what was once some baby’s first breath, or some dying person’s last. We take 
it in, we use it to live, and when we breathe out it carries some of us with it into the next person, or 
tree, or blue-tailed skink, who uses it to live. 

“When Jesus let go of his last breath,” she continues, “...that breath hovered in the air in front 
of him for a moment and then it was set loose on earth. It was such pungent breath--so full of passion, 
so full of life--that it did not dissipate as so many breaths do. It grew, in strength and volume, until it 
was a mighty wind, which God sent spinning through an upper in Jerusalem on the day of Pentecost. 
God wanted to make sure that Jesus’ friends were the inheritors of Jesus’ breath, and it worked.”1 

You know the story. They were all together in one place, about one hundred twenty of them, 
perhaps in the same upper room where Jesus had celebrated the last supper. You can imagine how 
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they felt. Surely they wondered how they would carry on without Jesus. Some were afraid of the Jews. 
Some were afraid of the Romans. Some were afraid of failure. Some were not sure how they felt, but 
were numb with sorrow. Into their midst blew God’s mighty wind, all through the house, sparking 
flames of fire above their heads, filling each one of them to the brim with the power of God’s Spirit, 
so that suddenly they started speaking the good news of God in every imaginable language. These 
disciples spoke so that people from every region, of every race and people, could suddenly hear and 
understand the message of God’s mighty acts, in their own language. In one day alone, the church 
grew from that small band of one hundred twenty to a group of over three thousand. The weak were 
made strong, the shy became bold, the scared gained new courage. When they spoke, they sounded 
like Jesus, and suddenly they found themselves doing things that previously only Jesus had done: they 
put their hands on people and they were healed. And nobody, the disciples included, understood how 
it had happened, except that they had breathed in that mighty wind and it had transformed them. In 
the same way that God entered Mary, the mother of Jesus, so now the Spirit chose to enter a whole 
group of believers, using, as Mary had done, their own bodies to share God’s good gift. God was now 
being born again, but this time through a whole community. 

The same kind of miracle occurred when Ezekiel was in the valley of dry bones. Those bones 
represented the whole people of Israel who spoke of themselves saying: “Our bones are dried up, and 
our hope is lost; we are cut off completely.” Ever feel that way? I have. But God has other plans and 
God calls those dry bones together—bone joins to bone and muscle and tendon and skin all join in 
and God breathes God’s life-giving spirit into those reassembled bodies and they live again. They 
stand tall again. They are raised up again. 

That same Spirit of God continues to blow into our midst today. It continues to redeem and 
restore and transform. It calls us to be our authentic selves. It brings life to dried up old bones. That’s 
what we celebrate on Pentecost. Those of us who have experienced failure, breathe in the Spirit and 
be transformed. However you may have failed, it is not enough to separate you from God. Breathe in 
the Spirit. Those who know about broken relationships, breathe in the Spirit and be transformed. 
Those of you who know about grief or pain, breathe in the Spirit and be transformed. Those who live 
in fear, breathe in the Spirit and be transformed. Those who feel inadequate, breathe in the Spirit and 
be transformed. You may feel that you aren’t as good a person, or believer as someone else, but God 
isn’t calling you to be them. God is calling you to be you. Breathe in the Spirit and begin the process 
of becoming the person God calls you to be.  

Right now, we are living in a time of conspiracy theories. Some of them are new and some 
have been around for a long time. Peter Marty suggests that “we in the church ought to retrieve a 
deeper meaning to that word conspiracy. John Courtney Murray liked to use the term to describe the 
beautiful collaboration among people who are filled with the spirit of God. The root of the 
word conspire means ‘breathe together.’ We might think of the Pentecost story as a true conspiracy: not 
some evil design or sinister gathering, but a consensus for good. The coronavirus is giving us all a 
fresh reason to band together and breathe goodness into a chaotic world.”2 

Take a breath. That’s what the Holy Spirit feels like. Take a breath. You’ve started a conspiracy. 
Take another and welcome God’s Spirit. Take a breath and breathe goodness into our chaotic world. 
Take a breath and begin the process of restoration and renewal. That’s what we celebrate at Pentecost. 
 
Let us pray: Spirit of the living God, fall afresh on each one of us.  Melt us, mold us, fill us, use us. 
Spirit of the living God, fall afresh on us. In the name of Jesus Christ, we pray. Amen. 
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