
Psalm 104  

God of life! 
As Jesus promised, 
you sent your Spirit to enrich our lives  
as it blows about like the wind. 
As we come to worship you today pour out your Spirit on us, 
that we may give you all we have: receive our worship, we pray.  
 

Address  

There is something magical about sharing breath with someone: holding a baby right up to 
your face and feeling their small breaths on your own face, knowing that you are sharing the 
same life-giving air around you is an amazing thought. Even just the huffing and puffing after 
you’ve been for daily exercise is a reminder of what it means to be alive. 

For, As the hard face of Corona virus has taught us, Without breath we die. Our respiration 
system that brings oxygen to the cells of our bodies and removes carbon dioxide fails. If 
someone stops breathing you have only a limited time to be able to resuscitate them before 
their brains will be damaged. Quick assistance is essential.  

Sometimes divers in trouble underwater when one person’s diving equipment fails will 
share their air, sharing their breath, as they rise back to the surface.  

Like many other passages, this pandemic has given us  a whole new perspective on hearing 
in John’s gospel that Jesus breathed on the disciples and then they received the Holy Spirit. 
A new life began for the disciples as they shared that holy breath with Jesus.  

Sometimes we need to be careful about sharing breath, like when there are viruses about 
that can be transmitted through the air.  

Many of the ways we  can we use our breath to bring life and enjoyment to the world? 
(Perhaps by singing, playing a wind instrument, telling stories.)   However, that does not 
keep us from knowing that what we are able to say and do is God-breathed, and full of the 
Holy Spirit. 

Opening Prayer 

God of Christmas and Easter, Ascension and Pentecost, 
rush again into our lives 
and bless us with gifts of perception.  
Confront us with your good news 
in ways that we each can take to heart.  
Our faith is filled with perplexing paradox and difficult dilemmas..  
So we are swayed towards easy answers and manageable doubt.  



Help us let go of our need to control your Spirit and limit your grace. Set free our dreams 
from the waking nightmares of what is no more. Clarify our vision for what is yet to be, what 
is growing by your life-giving breath and your loving intent.  

Be with your church at this time as we travel towards Pentecost, may we be aware of where 
the Spirit is guiding us as your people in this place and in the world. Help us to be your 
church in every time and place. 

Assure us, even as you forgive us, 
that your spirit is for all peoples 
for you are never too hard to believe in, 
And your power is always at work in us and through us and even despite us. 
Release us to worship you in truth and grace, 
and let your Spirit come, as we pray together  
the words Christ taught us... Amen.  

Acts 2:1-21  

Reimagining Pentecost  

Lockdown birthdays – bigger deal with fewer people… 

Pentecost is a mixed festival for many.  

Some celebrate it with great enthusiasm,  

some hardly pay it lip service.  

It is, however, the one festival that has no commercial element to it: no worship leader 
needs to compete in the same way they do for Christmas and Easter so there is the great 
opportunity of reimagining it without the pressure of outside expectations.  

This is a good thing in that this is a story all about the church,  
a church however that can simply turn the day into a birthday party for church. This is far, 
far more than an excuse for a cake, candles and some awkward singing of “Happy birthday 
dear church” on Zoom which is what I now imagine the streets of Jerusalem sounding like. 

If this is so, then it is more than simply estranged people recreating diverse community 
again but rather the whole gospel story is now repeated in the languages of the common 
people.  

There is no ‘church’ language, no authorised version that isolates the hearing of it. It is 
common. It is everyday. It  is the language of the streets and foodbanks and gathering 
places of the world.  

THIS is the moment the gospel, the story of God’s presence and creativity and justice is set 
free to be retold not only by those ordained or set apart to do so but in the ordinary 
everyday language of the people.  



Not only is it setting free the story of God’s creativity in the world, the tale is also one about 
the communities we establish round the gospel. This is a story that takes place on the 
streets. Not synagogues or churches or within denominations as if any of these own the 
meaning and understanding of what is going on. It is quite the opposite. Perhaps this is 
actually the story that a national festival should be created round rather than Christmas and 
Easter!   Thy Kingdom Come – Ascension to Pentecost! The Moderator taking the service so 
we too can join in – big deal! 

Such a story can be heard as a description of a single event in time. Many stories are like 
that: something happens and a story grows out of it. The story itself keeps the event in the 
minds of people. Of course such stories are never the full truth because they grow in the 
retelling. This may be such a story. And in many ways, this is exactly what the Spirit intended 
to happen, let the idea, the enthusiasm, the reimagining grow into something new, 
something more than the original event. It is what the spirit has always allowed to happen 
from the dawn of creation to this moment.  

Other stories are more than a retelling of an historical tale, they become a piece of poetic 
metaphor that has a truth contained in it that is protected by building a story around it. This 
is how the truth travels, within a story. So what is the truth here?  

Like many truth-stories, it is multi-layered. It is about community and diversity and setting 
free the energy and enthusiasm of the gospel story. It is about Pentecost being an everyday 
story for each of us, not constrained to one moment but a truth that the spirit is alive in us 
every day. It is about renewal and invitation. It is about daring diversity and communication. 
It is about recognising that ‘seeing’ God is a more natural way of expressing God than 
sermons and doctrines ever can.  

It is a dramatic invitation for us  to rethink many of the traditions we have and how we 
might grow them and live them anew.  

Wind – friend in Edinburgh – friend in Gorouck and me! 

Here’s a story told by a friend on the West Coast 

A Windy Day  

And so it was another windy day on the West coast of Scotland amongst the many islands 
that create the Upper and Lower Hebridean archipelago. “A 37mph South Westerly can be 
expected with gusts of up to 52mph,” said the radio weather forecaster after the breakfast 
news. And so the strong, gusty, blowing wind would make its presence felt on another 
stormy day off the exposed Atlantic coast  

Jessie, a local housekeeper, was hoping to put out a big wash of all the bedding today to dry.  

But that is inadvisable as it would likely blow off the line, multi-coloured pegs pinging off 
and flying all over the place!  



Brian, one of the local fishermen, isn’t so sure that he’ll get his creels put out as he’d hoped. 
The water and the waves are just too choppy and rough, rocking his boat too vigorously 
from side to side. It’s not the first time nor will it be the last!  

And Mrs Thomson, the local teacher, well she had hoped to take all eight pupils from the 
small village school to one of the many beaches in the area for a project about the different 
varieties of sea-shell! But, my goodness, the wind is so strong the smallest children would 
be blown off their feet! Oh well. It looks like there will be better days for that some other 
time.  

Dave, the skipper of the ferry can’t risk a trip over the sea, even though Steve, a local 
farmer, is desperate to get his milk away to market, having already, early in the day, milked 
all sixty of his beautiful black and white cows. But the wee red, white and black community 
boat that takes everyone, and everything, back and forward, forward and back, from island 
to island and island to mainland just can’t be put at risk, nor, more importantly, must the 
passengers’ lives be put in danger.  

For the majority of folks, that’s all okay. It’s just the way it is. As John’s Gospel tells us, read 
for centuries as it has been throughout these Celtic lands, “The wind blows wherever it 
pleases”. And so, the hard-working islanders are quite philosophical about such matters. 
They know the gusts will die down again soon. The storm will come to pass.  

As much as the wind has put a stop to the washing and the ferry and the school trip and the 
fishing, the wind farm is doing great. It’s a busy day for Arthur, one of the engineers who 
maintains the 212 foot high turbines with their 116 foot long blades now quickly turning and 
turning and turning and turning to power modern life in a way islanders would never have 
dreamed of in generations past. And Sheila, a local artist just loves the dramatic rows of 
white horses riding their way into the shore across mile after mile of life-filled salt water, 
some crashing with enormous force on the rocks that seem older than time itself. So it’ll be 
a busy day for her with paints and brushes and canvas.  

Our 37mph South Westerly with up to 52mph gusts has both started and stopped different 
activities there in the wild west (and here on the East coast too…)  just as the Wind of God’s 
Spirit starts and stops God’s people in different ways all over the world.  

Often speak of how Copath is like a mini UN – indeed the whole parish, we include those 
from Portugal and Germany and France and The States, Africa, Australia, the list goes on… 

In trying to “advertise” the food “store” I’ve been thinking a lot about how we welcome 
everyone - about how we encourage those who haven’t been to come. And how we reach 
out in these socially distant times, where strangely I’ve seen many of my neighbours more in 
the past two months than in the past several years. 

“The wind of God’s Spirit blows wherever she pleases”.  

Listen for that gentle breath and mighty wind as she both stops and starts many of our 
activities for the good of all.  



 

PRAYER  

Living God, 
help us set our sights upon those gifts which are sourced in you 
and continue beyond forever, such as love and peace and hope.  

Ground us in your living Spirit, that we may be witness 
to the new birth of your love in our lives and the world around us.  

Some have slowed down the consumption 
of our communication of the 24-hour news cycle, 

And instead sought to live out the good news for our neighbour. 
As we begin to emerge from our present reality, whatever that has been , Help us to pause 
before the pain and confusion of our fractured and fragmented world that we might 
perceive 
the story of your Good News in Jesus Christ.  

Help us to listen, and to attune us to the needs of others,  

while not neglecting that which heals our own wounds. 
Push us beyond simple explanations and proximate solutions 
onto the steep path of true reconciliation and deep listening and courageous discipleship. 

Remind us of the gifts already within us 
and the challenge of those talents not yet discovered.  

For all good things are from you, 
and all good things are of you. 
Just as we are from you and we are of you. In your spirit-filled 
and living, giving name, we pray. 
Amen.  

BLESSING  

John 20:19-23  

 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  


