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“As Simple as Breathing”       Acts 2:1-21 

Truth is, Pentecost is a difficult thing to describe. For sure, we can tell the story 

or read the account, and there might even be an “oh, my” in the crowd. There 

might even be a “Well, how about that” kind of response. But in the end, it 

doesn’t really do much for us. In the end, it’s about a one-time event that we 

look back on historically, wistfully and with wonder. “Wouldn’t it have been 

very cool?” we think. “Back then, things were different. God seemed closer, 

more real somehow, back then.” 

There’s drama and power in this Bible story that grips us, for sure. It’s as 

though the barrier between this world and the kingdom world is thinner 

somehow. It’s almost as if all we have to do is reach out our hand and someone 

takes hold. All we have to do is get quiet enough to hear a voice calling our 

name. All we have to do is, well, take a look at Acts 2:1-21 and see how 

present the Spirit is and hear how close the kingdom is. [Read the Scripture] 

But that was then. It’s a lot quieter now. (Or a lot noisier.) It’s quieter on the 

divine side; but noisier on the human side. When was the last time you were 

amazed and astonished by something that God was doing in your life? When 

was the last time that you were blown away by the presence of the Spirit? It 

seems like that sort of experience is for other people. For the heroes of the faith 

or for those who profess a Pentecostal faith that is more wrapped up in signs 

and wonders and seems out of touch with how the world really works. 

Is that what we’re supposed to hear on Pentecost Sunday: the “slain in the 

spirit” and “speaking in tongues” kind of faith? Is this account in Acts chapter 

2 a reason to live like that? Maybe. Or maybe there’s something more. 

Our story is in two parts. The first four verses tell of the coming of the Holy 

Spirit on the little band of followers who had lost their way when they lost their 

leader. Only four verses function as the fulcrum around which the whole story 

of the church pivots. Before that, these twelve did almost everything wrong. 
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They missed the point; they ran and hid; they got in the way. I’m guessing they 

didn’t score too high on the disciple aptitude test. Before this moment in the 

story, we all know that if Jesus was serious about leaving this whole church 

thing in their hands, disaster was sure to follow. 

But then something happened—the something described in the first four verses 

of chapter 2 of the Acts of the Apostles. Something noisy, like a violent wind. 

A tornado that sounded like a freight train roaring through the room. 

Something that gives people a fairly simple choice—get out of the way or get 

on board. Then tongues, Luke says, tongues of fire, separated, meaning they 

came from a common source but were able to spread out, like a vine and its 

branches, reached out and touched each person. And these tongues, these fire-

like separate branches rested on each of them. Rested. Doesn’t that seem odd to 

you? Rested on each of them. Didn’t dive right down into their core, or cut 

through to where soul and spirit meets, joints and marrow; or cleanse them like 

a purifying fire, or wash them like fuller’s soap. The sound was violent, but the 

tongues rested on the crowd. 

And what was the result of that resting flame? What did it do to them or for 

them? Luke says they could speak new languages. It was like a Rosetta Stone 

crash course that took place in an instant. Let’s take note that these languages 

were “as the Spirit enabled them” (v. 4). Instead of the language of hurt and 

anger and revenge, the church become fluent in the language of forgiveness 

and peace. Instead of limitation and doubt and anxiety, we speak abundance 

and hope and joy, just like natives. Instead of accusation and blame, love rolls 

off our tongues as though we were born to it, with a perfect accent. 

The second part of the story is what spills out into the street. That’s when you 

know it’s a party worth going to—when it can’t be contained. At the Pentecost 

party, the neighbors complained. There are those who wondered what this 

violent wind from heaven meant. They were suspicious and afraid to breathe 

the new air of Pentecost. “They have had too much wine,” they hissed. Are 

they out of their minds? Are we out of our minds? Maybe we are. Out of the 
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minds that kept us from breathing this air and speaking this language before. 

Out of the minds that wanted only revenge, or wanted only to lick old wounds 

and pout in the darkness. We are out of our minds, because the Spirit drove us 

out. Drove us out into the wilderness of living in a world that sometimes hurts 

us, sometimes rejects us. But then the Spirit gave us a blast of oxygen and 

words to say, a language to speak and live. 

Pentecost is an explosion!  It’s the Tower of Babel undone, but this time, 

nobody can miss the message. But let’s not get so caught up into the Spirit’s 

fireball descent or the pyrotechnics of multiple languages that we miss the 

point.  Crowds in the street, people from every corner of the earth, amazed and 

astonished, are quick to recognize what these Spirit-drunk Christians are so 

excited about.  The crowds put it this way: “We hear them declaring the 

wonders of God in our own tongues!” (v. 11). 

The Spirit enables those early Christians not only to talk in a variety of 

languages, but to live and breathe a message about God’s action in the world.  

They have something important to say, and they’re not afraid to say it. Not only 

does the Spirit breathe them back to life, but the Spirit turns them into talkers 

about how God wants the entire world to inhale and exhale once again.  God 

has resurrected Jesus, and having gotten into practice wants to resurrect the 

entire dead world.  That’s something to sing about!  That’s something to shout 

about!  Patiently and powerfully God moves these first Christians from fearful 

silence to powerful praise.   

Such is Pentecost, when the Church was launched as the universal fellowship 

of praise and thanksgiving, in what I would call the BIG PENTECOST, but it 

doesn’t stop there. Just as the Father is still for us, and Jesus is still with us, so 

the Spirit is still in us and among us, doing what the Spirit did on the very first 

big Pentecost. And what did the Spirit do? He filled Christians with breath to 

praise God’s deeds of power. Every day can be a small Pentecost as we 

recognize the Spirit in us and among us. It’s as simple as breathing. Every day 

we can declare the wonders of God.  
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Maybe God wasn’t really closer in those days. Maybe it just seems that way 

because Jesus’ followers find a God “excuse” or a God “explanation” for 

everything that happens. Maybe if we decided to start looking deeper into 

everything that happens, we would see that the Holy Spirit is closer than we 

realize. We think we are alone because we don’t hear the freight train, but the 

Spirit is resting upon us, as near as a breath, as close as a heartbeat. 

Pentecost still has something to say to us. It’s a word of inspiration, a call to 

action, and a reminder of the presence of God in this broken world. The main 

question for us is this: “Because of Pentecost, do we have something to say to 

the world?” As on the big Pentecost, so on our little Pentecosts, with every 

breath we breathe, we can “declare the wonders of God.”  

In that way our very breath has a wonderful purpose.   

Our breathing achieves its purpose every time we declare God’s wonders and 

speak his praise. Amen. 


