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“Hearts with the Spirit’s Power”  
May 31, 2020 

Heart of the Matter series – Pentecost Sunday 

Livestream, Holy Communion 

 

Friends, I want to say first that I stand before you with a heavy heart – maybe you 

come here with one, too. The heart of the matter – the core of the Easter message - the 

love of God made clear in Jesus Christ – the promise of hope and new life even when 

death is all around. That promise is one we claim, but it’s ours to live by and work for, 

too. And this week has reminded me that hope and new life are God’s call for all of us – 

not just some of us.   

Since Easter, we’ve focused on our hearts - the center of our thought, will, 

imagination, loyalty, faith, and faithfulness. And I’ll confess that I’m searching my heart 

a lot in this past week. My heart grieves for so many deaths to Covid-19 even as we 

celebrate recoveries. My heart hurts for another death by violence – George Floyd, 

another African American man’s life cut short at the hands of a police officer, not long 

after Ahmaud Arbery was killed by two men, and so many others who have died – all of 

them precious to God. And my heart prays for all those who are protesting peacefully. I 

pray for an end to violence and destruction of property. I pray for those who are 

working to protect and serve in this midst of this moment.       

I said last Sunday that looking at Scripture is a new experience in these days of a 

virus that has rocked our world. I look forward to Pentecost every year because it 

reminds me of the ways that God moves in unexpected ways as we celebrate the 

beginning of the church as a community of faith. But this week changed how I see the 

story in Acts 2 and how I hear it right in this moment. Come, Holy Spirit, is what we 

pray… 

And Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – in a time of a global pandemic 

when we aren’t gathering in large groups, when we’re distancing to care for each other, 

when we’re wearing masks to care for each other, when we miss being together… 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – in a moment when we mourn the death 

of over 100,000 people because of a virus and give thanks for recoveries and for those 

who are caring for people… 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – in a week when our country has 

witnessed another death of an innocent, African-American man – killed by a police 

officer and witnessed by others who took an oath to protect and serve… 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and we talk about the power of the 

Holy Spirit… 
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Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and we talk about the Holy Spirit as the 

very Breath of God in the same moment when we hear a man cry, “I can’t breathe…” 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – when we mourn and grieve, when 

feelings are raw and real, and I wonder if we’ll let God breathe into our midst again, let 

the Spirit fall afresh on us, blow through the caverns of our souls – wake us up where 

we’ve been complacent and ignorant and not really wanting to admit that there’s a 

problem in our hearts and in our country…in our world…that racism is sin we must 

confess and repent for, and seek God’s way to a new and better future. Change can’t 

come without acknowledgment of what’s wrong. Personal holiness and social justice are 

linked – loving God and loving one another.   

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and I remember my baptismal vows – 

first claimed by my parents on my behalf 43 years ago, then claimed as my own when I 

was confirmed more than 30 years ago – vows to resist evil, injustice, and oppression in 

whatever form they present themselves, to put my whole trust in Jesus as Lord and 

Savior of my life, to serve him in union with the church which Christ has opened to all 

people… 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and even as I remember those vows, I 

have to be clear to name the sin of racism – individual and institutional - and hear the 

truth expressed in our Social Principles: “Racism, manifested as sin, plagues and hinders 

our relationship with Christ, inasmuch as it is antithetical to the gospel itself.” 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and I remember my ordination vows – 

to take authority to preach, teach, administer the sacraments, to lead in worship and 

prayer, to order the life of the congregation, to offer spiritual counsel, and to seek, 

justice, peace, and freedom for all people… 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and though it’s a story about people 

speaking, but I wonder if for me – today - hearing and listening to voices that are crying 

out is more important than speaking myself… 

Pentecost comes, the Holy Spirit comes – and I realize that the church isn’t 

supposed to be a place of escape from the world – but the very manifestation of the 

risen Christ in the world.  That’s who we are – the Body of Christ – hearts with the 

Spirit’s power. 

Pentecost comes – and the Holy Spirit comes – and I love the idea that the Spirit 

is a Comforter and Counselor – but perhaps today the Spirit is a Dis-comforter and 

Convector for us – pushing us to see and hear and listen to pain, grief, and anger from 

voices that we sometimes ignore or simply don’t pay much attention to.   

I can’t fully understand the feelings of those who experience racism. I can’t 

imagine the experience of mothers and fathers who worry about their sons and 



  

 

 3 

daughters going outside. But I can – I must - listen more (talk less), try to empathize, and 

seek to bring needed change. I can hear the pain and outrage, anger and exhaustion.   

What I cannot do is be silent about it. Racism, prejudice, white supremacy have 

infiltrated the fabric of our society. It’s not new. It’s not news. But it needs to stop. And 

we must be a part of that work to stop it in the name of Jesus Christ. 

Racism is our country’s original sin. As we pray for an end to the virus that’s 

infecting so many physically, we also have to pray and work to combat racism as an 

infection of a spiritual kind. Sometimes we see it clearly; sometimes we accept it easily. 

However and wherever racism manifests, it grieves God’s heart and destroys the 

Kingdom of God that we’re seeking to build by God’s grace and with the Spirit’s power. 

 Pentecost comes! The Holy Spirit comes! This story is a messy and chaotic. We 

heard the cacophony of wind and voices. Just like Jesus’ ascension into heaven, this 

account in Scripture is mysterious and dramatic and amazing. Usually, we talk a lot 

about the circumstances of Pentecost – how everyone was together and how everything 

changed.   

And I’ll confess that I’d like to tie it up with a bow and be done. But Pentecost is 

about the coming of Holy Spirit – the gift that Jesus promised. Pentecost is about the 

work of the Holy Spirit in our lives. Pentecost is about a moment when things changed 

and something new was born.   

In a video meeting with pastor-colleagues this week, one of them, a pastor-friend 

named Kevin, said, “Pentecost was a day that language was adjusted to speak to people 

in different neighborhoods. Pentecost was a day when unity in Christ was experienced.  

And I wonder - is it still? Can it be? What does coming together in grief and mourning 

because of the loss of life, because of the sin so deeply embedded in our world look 

like? How will we pray and act? How will the church lead the way? Where do we already 

see signs of unity and people talking? If you haven’t seen it yet, look up the story out of 

Flint from yesterday.        

It’s the Holy Spirit’s power that we must rely on. Pentecost happens. God doesn’t 

wait for us to be ready. The Holy Spirit comes, and God promises to guide us with the 

power that transforms our hearts. We need the Spirit’s power to fundamentally change 

our hearts – to become our motivation to love and serve in Christ’s name – for his sake 

– to be his witnesses.       

SHOW MEDIA: The Calling 

Pentecost comes!  Come, Holy Spirit… 

Open our eyes to really see, our ears not simply to hear, but to listen, our minds 

to engage, our hearts to love and care, our hands to work for justice. 

Thanks be to God.  AMEN.       


