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Acts 2:1-22New Revised Standard Version (NRSV) 
The Coming of the Holy Spirit 
2 When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all together in one 
place. 2 And suddenly from heaven there came a sound like the rush of 
a violent wind, and it filled the entire house where they were 
sitting. 3 Divided tongues, as of fire, appeared among them, and a 
tongue rested on each of them. 4 All of them were filled with the Holy 
Spirit and began to speak in other languages, as the Spirit gave them 
ability. 
5 Now there were devout Jews from every nation under heaven living 
in Jerusalem. 6 And at this sound the crowd gathered and 
was bewildered, because each one heard them speaking in the native 
language of each. 7 Amazed and astonished, they asked, “Are not all 
these who are speaking Galileans? 8 And how is it that we hear, each of 
us, in our own native language? 9 Parthians, Medes, Elamites, and 
residents of Mesopotamia, Judea and Cappadocia, Pontus and 
Asia, 10 Phrygia and Pamphylia, Egypt and the parts of Libya belonging 
to Cyrene, and visitors from Rome, both Jews and 
proselytes, 11 Cretans and Arabs—in our own languages we hear them 
speaking about God’s deeds of power.” 12 All were amazed and 
perplexed, saying to one another, “What does this mean?” 13 But 
others sneered and said, “They are filled with new wine.” 
Peter Addresses the Crowd 
14 But Peter, standing with the eleven, raised his voice and addressed 
them, “Men of Judea and all who live in Jerusalem, let this be known to 
you, and listen to what I say. 15 Indeed, these are not drunk, as you 
suppose, for it is only nine o’clock in the morning. 16 No, this is what 
was spoken through the prophet Joel: 



17  
‘In the last days it will be, God declares, 
that I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh, 
    and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, 
and your young men shall see visions, 
    and your old men shall dream dreams. 
18  
Even upon my slaves, both men and women, 
    in those days I will pour out my Spirit; 
        and they shall prophesy. 
19  
And I will show portents in the heaven above 
    and signs on the earth below, 
        blood, and fire, and smoky mist. 
20  
The sun shall be turned to darkness 
    and the moon to blood, 
        before the coming of the Lord’s great and glorious day. 
21  
Then everyone who calls on the name of the Lord shall be saved.’ 
22 “You that are Israelites,[a] listen to what I have to say: Jesus of 
Nazareth,[b] a man attested to you by God with deeds of power, 
wonders, and signs that God did through him among you, as you 
yourselves know— 
  
Otis Moss the 3rdis one of America’s great preachers in the current 
age.  Otis shares this story: 
  
Otis was with his wife in New Orleans, one of his favorite cities. When 
they came upon an artist selling these beautiful canvas art.  The seller 
had art on one side for $25 and art on the other side for $250.  Not 
understanding the difference Otis asked, “What is the difference 
between the art on this side, and this expensive art on the other?”  The 



artist replied, “God finished those ones.”  Knowing this was a strange 
response Otis said, “Surely, God did not come down here with a 
paintbrush and finish painting these ones.”  To which the artist replied, 
“No, but as I was finish completion of these ones I felt a voice telling me 
to place these outside. Then a rainstorm came up and God finished 
these pieces of art.”   
  
Today’s scripture is about the start of the church, it is the beginning of 
the spreading of the good news that Christ’s spirit, God’s spirit was 
present in the world.  Let’s be clear for a moment, that spirit was there 
before this moment.  However, at this moment the disciples became 
aware of the power of this spirit, and began to understand how trusting 
that spirit would help them do great things.   
  
Imagine for a moment the entire story again.  The disciples were 
huddled in a small room, they had witnessed chaos tragedy and hope in 
the resurrected Christ, Christ had gone away in the forms they had seen 
him, and now….now they wonder what is next.  “Can we really be the 
ones God intends to use to help transform this world?”  “Is the Christ 
Spirit, really something we can access too?”  “None of us are Jesus, how 
are we going to help share the message of God’s love to transform lives 
and see to it the peace of Christ is known around the world?”  “World, I 
don’t think we can even spread it to the people just gathered in 
Jerusalem? Do you speak the language of Parthians, Cappadocians?  We 
don’t understand their cultures even, how do we translate this Jewish 
experience to a Universal one?” 
  
The gospel writer described what ever happened next in a brilliant 
way. Have you ever been in a group of people who is in prayer, 
disagreement, or challenge when a group aha happens.  I have, it is 
pretty powerful.  It is as if the group imagination comes to life.  I have 
been in church meetings, yes they happen even there, where we all are 
struggling and suddenly we get an idea. It is a relief of an idea.  The 



following moments after those peace-filled ideas hit are much like this 
holy spirit moment, though I would love to experience what the writer 
of Luke and Acts describes here. 
  
Also, remember how human the disciples were before this story too, 
they lacked imagination.  They had 11 disciples and remembered they 
needed to have 12.  “Cause you know Jesus called 12, so we better stick 
with that number.”  I am going to laugh some day when we learn from 
God that 12 was just Jesus favorite number, but you know we are 
human.  Anyway they were down to 11, so the disciples after 
witnessing Jesus be lifted into heaven wanted to complete their 
committee.  They take nominations and then, this is what I like they 
don’t take a vote, they cast lots to choose their committee.  Show me a 
church that takes nominations and casts lots to choose the committee, 
they drew straws to choose leaders.   
  
Such a typically unimaginative act it was in completing the 12 after they 
did this they were left with a challenge.  What next?  I bet someone in 
the room said, “We can’t do this without Jesus, let’s 
disband.” “Someone else said, it will all be ok, Saul’s out there killing 
Christ-following Jews, but God’s got this.”  The glass is half arguments 
in the church started even here.   
  
Then God shows up in their imagination, the Spirit of God alights on the 
followers of all in the room.  Not in a controlled fashion, but everyone 
feels called to go and share Good News.  They go outside and speak in 
the languages of all gathered.  Something happened in that room, 
something filled the disciples with an enthusiasm, a spirit that made it 
seem to some as if they had altered their reality because they called 
them drunk.   
  
I want to share a story with us today: 
  



  
63 The Stranger’s Gift  
  
There was once a village that had fallen on very hard times. 
The villagers had once been very happy, and their 
community had been famous for its hospitality and 
friendliness, and the warmth with which it welcomed 
strangers.  
  
But something had gone wrong in the village. People had 
begun to bicker with one another. Quarrels broke out for no 
apparent reason. Rivalry sprang up where once there had 
been friendship and trust. The chief of the village was very 
sad about this. He knew that the people would never be 
happy like this, but he could do nothing to restore the old 
times of harmony and peace. Strangers no longer wanted to 
visit the village. The people stopped caring for it. The village 
was falling into ruin.  
  
But it happened that one day a stranger came by. He 
approached the village like one with a mission, as though he 
already knew what he would find there. And very soon, he 
met the village chief. He recognized the sad expression in his 
eyes, and the two were soon engaged in a serious 
conversation.  
  
The village chief told the stranger about his feelings of 
despair, and his fears that soon the village would 
disintegrate. The stranger told the village chief that he might 
know of a way to redeem the lost village and restore it to a 
real community again.  
  



‘Please tell me the secret,’ the village chief begged the 
stranger.  
  
‘The secret is very simple,’ the stranger said by way of reply. 
‘The fact is, one of the villagers is actually the Messiah!’  
  
The village chief could hardly believe what he was hearing, 
yet the stranger had an air of authority about him that was 
irrefutable.  
  
The stranger left, but the village chief couldn’t resist telling 
his closest friend what the stranger had told him. Soon the 
rumour ran through the village like wildfire. ‘One of us is the 
Messiah! Can you believe it – somewhere, hidden among 
our number, the Messiah is living!’  
  
Now, deep down, the villagers were a godly folk who 
wanted things to be right in their community. The thought 
that the Messiah himself might be living among them, 
incognito, made them see things very differently. Could it be 
the baker? they wondered. Or the postman? Or the old lady 
who breeds the chickens and sells the eggs? Perhaps it was 
old Granny Riley, whom the children were in the habit of 
taunting because of her scarred old face. The speculation 
went on and on.  
  
But the funny thing was that after the stranger’s visit, things 
were never the same again. People began to treat each 
other with reverence. They lived like people who had a 
common purpose, and who were seeking for something very 
precious together, never quite knowing whether the 
treasure was actually right in front of them.  
  



Before long, visitors began to come to the village just to be 
part of the happy, holy atmosphere that prevailed there. 
The stranger never came back. He didn’t need to. [1] 

  
Being a good neighbor was what alighted the heads of the disciples that 
day, they learned to share God’s love in the languages and the cultures 
of those gathered there.  They learned to trust that Christ spirit was not 
limited to the group in the room and that they too were capable of 
spreading the peace of Christ in the world. They learned they could to 
do that by sharing a specific message…you are a child of God in the 
languages of all who were there.   
  
Someone in that crowd said, “Surely this is not true, they are drunk, 
they have been drinking to mourn in the upper room, they are in an 
altered state, how can people who are imperfect embody the spirit of 
Christ, of God in them?”  
  
You have to love Peter’s response, “It is isn’t wine its only 9am.” Like 
that ever convinced anyone, but then Peter let’s them know with 
ancient words that God is doing a new thing. The prophet Joel who 
graces the rock outside our church are what Peter chooses.  He wants 
them to know that if they make the God who loves them Lord in their 
life, they trust that love rules, then they will be transformed in their 
word, action, life, and deeds. 
  
I invite us now to hear from Fred Roger’s as he describes this 
transformation that Peter tried to speak of that first day. 
  
Mr. Roger’s Dartmouth Speech 2002 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=907yEkALaAY 
  
The well-known theologian Diana Butler Bass once described what 
God’s people encountered in the early 20thcentury as much different 



than the God required by those of us existing at the beginning of the 
early 21st century.   In the early 20thcentury a God that was in a 
heavenly place giving divine direction was incredibly effective. Changes 
in world history seemed to happen more slowly and so God’s slow tug 
and pull on the changes of time seemed plausible.  However, this 
dramatically changed after World War II and the coming of the atomic 
age. The world-view of many people became a place full of globally 
altering forces capable of taking place within seconds and beyond our 
knowledge.  No longer were these forces just caused by what insurance 
adjusters call “acts of God” or we know as natural forces, now in an 
instant humans could also alter our lives on a massive scale.  
  
Pentecost is meant to be a timeless story to describe how God’s spirit is 
indwelling within us.  It demonstrates the imagination, the spirit 
inspiring, of the early Christians to share their experiences of God.  The 
scripture from Acts takes the writings of the ancient prophet Joel and 
ties them to their experiences of the divine to inspire a new generation 
of faithful people to share God’s spirit with the world.  Pentecost 
throughout the churches history has become a day in which the church 
would use its imagination to seek God in the world around us.  By 
seeking God people sought the inspiration of hope for the future.   
  
For the European churches of the middle ages the day of Pentecost was 
more important than Easter.  Easter often happened when the weather 
was still cold and travel was still difficult. We know from the historical 
record that winters during parts of the middle ages were much colder 
than in present day.  Pentecost would happen when trees were 
beginning break out new leaves, and instead of red as their celebratory 
color, they would often use green.  The Holy Spirit in European middle 
ages was the breaking forth of a green fire of new life on the trees.  This 
symbol gave them hope for the summer warmth and new life to sustain 
them. 
  



I have shared before and I will share again about the group called 
“nones” those who are beginning to say organized religion does not 
meet my spiritual needs.  I believe the rise in those that think of 
themselves as “nones” and those who do not see a need for the church 
has to do with our seeming inability as a church to imagine and share a 
dream of God that can break through the nightmare of fear now 
present in our world.  I believe it is why fundamentalism is also on the 
rise around the world. Fundamentalism answers the questions of fear 
with assurance that if you master an understanding of God given by 
someone else, and then take matters violently into your own hands you 
will be spared the awfulness of this world with rewards of eternity.  The 
church of this new century has been tasked not with finding answers, 
but instead far greater tasks of helping people overcome fear. We 
cannot spend our time doing what Diana Butler Bass describes as, 
“reviving a God for a world that no longer exists.”  Our job as a church 
has to be providing space, education, inspiration, and imagination to 
see a God that can handle the challenges of the current age. 
  
Methodists,  we have a long history of being imaginative and 
inventive.  I remember well a sermon one of my favorite preachers 
gave once gave about the resilience of our imagination around 
buildings my home church had occupied.  We built our early buildings 
and they burnt down, so we got smart and built a sturdy stone 
building.  An earthquake came along in 1935 and shook the next 
building down.    1935 was in the depression, so lots of churches had to 
help us build our next building through the generosity of mission 
shares. We got smart the next time and built our next building out of 
beaver-board, so it wouldn’t hurt when it fell on our heads.  Well that 
building started to fall apart, so we built this one with smart structure 
and beautiful intent.  A building meant for the community to be used 
and for us to imagine through big clear windows how we will take God’s 
love and spirit into the world.  If we are this inventive about our 



buildings for the future, we should trust that imagination is needed to 
build our faith for the future.  
  
From time to time, imagination seems too simplistic to handle all of the 
problems of the current age.  Exponential populations, global famine, 
environmental disaster, nuclear weapons, and genocide all seem like 
nightmares too big to handle with imagination. They feel like a dream 
that I cannot awake from and these don’t even begin to grasp the local 
challenges of poverty I see each day.  At times like these, passages like 
Acts 2 remind me that people in the past have also faced extreme 
challenges and they have called upon writings and stories to inspire an 
imagination of hope to work beyond the current challenge.  Even the 
darkest challenges describe by the prophet Joel were used to push 
imagination beyond the current darkness.  Christ’s very mission on 
earth was filled with inviting others to imagine God as one who shares 
love with the world, literally walking alongside of us and living with us 
through even the most horrific events of the world.  Christ’s very role 
was to show us that resurrection is possible beyond the most horrible 
nightmares possible. 
  
I can’t say exactly what imagination we will need, but I can tell you that 
providing a safe place for people to explore their understanding of God 
is entirely a part of this imagination.  A place where the Spirit can freely 
flow among people, ideas can be shared and the hope of God can be 
shared is what we can hope will make the difference.  Church has to be 
a place of ritual that helps us draw meaning from our spiritual 
experiences, when the rest of the world tells us they are not real, and 
inspire us to embrace new colors in our celebration of God’s 
love.  Perhaps like the people of the middle ages we need to be inspired 
by the green of the trees as a movement of the Spirit.  Whatever 
imagination is needed, we will find it in places that we probably least 
expect it and probably among the people and God’s creation that are 
right around us. 



  
Mr. Roger’s I think knew this and it why he used simple descriptions to 
help us understand what is going on right around us, even when he 
himself was overwhelmed by the struggles of the world.   
  
I want to leave us with this story: 
  
Last year in the mail I got a strange padded envelope.  The return 
address was for somewhere in Switzerland. Inside was this crocheted 
banner, with Hebrew writing on it.  After some research to learn what it 
said, which involved me texting an upside down picture to my friend 
here in Billings who is a student Rabbi at the congregation here, to 
which he corrected me.  I learned what it says, “God kept appearing at 
Shiloh.”  A line for 1 Samuel 3.   
  
I also learned this what crocheted by a cloistered nun in a monastery in 
Switzerland.  This person spends time praying, and centering on God 
and she decided to find us and send us this message.   
  
If God is still appearing at Shiloh for her, then we have a call to help 
God be known, to be understood for this age in our community.  We 
have a responsibility as Methodists to find a way to share the grace of 
God, and let all people know they are loved and can experience the 
Spirit in their lives, by being just the way they are.   
  
Grace and Enthusiastic Peace my friends, Amen 
	
	

	
[1]Silf, Margaret. One Hundred Wisdom Stories (pp. 130-131). Lion Hudson. Kindle Edition. 
 


