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Breathe, Holy Spirit, Breathe 
 
Well good morning, again, my friends. And welcome to this Pentecost Sunday, 
though we are not in one place, we are nonetheless together, and for that I am 
exceedingly grateful. 
 
I am still, of course, missing the beauty of Pentecost in the sanctuary. The banners, 
the streamers, the overwhelming feeling of the breath of God swirling about in our 
midst, as we gather to sing and proclaim the good news.  
 
I miss the kiddos running down the aisles. The smiles and the kisses and the hugs. 
 
I miss the jokes and the laughs and the tears and the prayers.  
 
And the feeling of goosebumps as the choir sings and the organ belts out, and it all 
just overwhelm the senses. 
 
I miss the miracle of just being together and being transported, but not away, just 
out of ourselves. Not up but into one another.  
 
One of the things I’ve found hardest about Zoom is that my relationship with folks 
relies heavily on the feeling of being with someone. The shared energy that exists is 
a room where two or more are gathered. And so, it’s been really hard to process 
seeing and hearing people, but not feel them and their energy. That may sound 
hippy dippy, but it’s how I am making sense of the dissonance.  
 
And then when we do see each other in person, it’s even harder because we now 
have to think about keeping our distance and whether we are putting each other at 
risk and when this will be over. And it’s just so hard. It’s hard. 
  
As a preacher, I’ve been trained to “preach about my scars, not my wounds.” This is 
from Henry Nouwen’s book The Wounded Healer. Nouwen believes that as 
preachers, we are certainly wounded and troubled, like anyone else, but we are also 
caretakers, called to help folks heal.  
 
So when we preach about something that is hard or has caused us harm, we’re 
supposed to wait until we’ve healed, scarred enough to offer a word that helps 
others heal, rather than inclines hearers to want to help us, the preachers, heal. 



 
This is a helpful instruction for preachers, but I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately. 
For in the current state of our world, where so much is causing harm, it feels 
impossible to heal enough by Saturday week after week to write a sermon from a 
scarred, rather than actively wounded, state.  
 
How is one to heal from potentially deadly wounds when the death blows just keep 
coming? 
 
There’s another instruction for preachers that has been making more sense in this 
time, and it’s actually not exactly an instruction, it’s more of an observation. A thing 
that is true most of the time, whether we intend it to happen or not. 
 
Most of the time, the preacher preaches the word which she most desperately needs 
to hear. The word she most desperately needs to be true. 
 
Friends, this is my way of saying, that I am feeling pretty wounded, as I am sure all 
of you are. And I don’t have a neatly packaged, my wound has healed, kind of 
sermon for you today. I have a messy, confused, heartbroken, and true sermon. And 
it comes from the place, the word, that I most desperately need to be true this day: 
 
that the Breath of Life, the Voice of Truth, the Wind of Justice, the Spirit of God…I 
need it to be true that Spirit of God is here.  
 
I need it to be true that Holy Spirit, which moved over the chaotic waters and 
brought forth life…is here. 
 
That the Holy Spirit, which was breathed into the bodies formed of the earth…is 
here. 
 
That the Holy Spirit which parted the Red Sea and delivered God’s people from the 
oppressive hand of pharaoh…is here. 
 
I need it to be true that the Holy Spirit, which rested upon Jesus of Nazareth at the 
moment of his baptism…The Holy Spirit, which Jesus, the Risen Christ, promised to 
his disciples…The Holy Spirit, which rested upon these beloved followers and 
compelled them out into the world to proclaim God’s truth.  
 
God’s desire for healing and restoration. God’s power to end oppression and 
injustice, greed and sin, in all its forms.  
 



The Holy Spirit, the breath of life, which connects all breathing things. I need this 
Spirit to be here… 
 
To breathe on us. To bring us healing as a people who mourn so much loss and 
experience so much suffering in our minds and bodies and souls. 
 
I need the Holy Spirit to breathe upon us and restore us. 
 
The apostle Peter, quotes the prophet Joel in this text, who promises the pouring out 
of God’s spirit upon all people.  
 
To describe the coming of this Spirit, the prophet Joel uses the imagery of the 
Sharav, which in ancient Israel described a desert wind that marked the transition 
between the dry summer and rainy winter.  
 
As Californians, we know a little bit about this. After months and months of dry 
summer days, golden fields, and destructive fires, we begin to long for the cooler 
days, the rainy days.  
 
Even if we don’t like clouds or rain or cold, we long for what it means when the rains 
will start: when the risk of fire will become no more, the hills become green again, 
and we are once again reminded of the promise of new life.  
 
The prophet Joel uses this imagery to describe the pouring out of the Spirit of YHWH 
(2:28), to mark the genesis of a new season where death and destruction are no 
more. 
 
The apostle Peter proclaims to all these gathered peoples, from all over the world 
that this is the moment they have been waiting for: the rainy season, the pouring out 
of the Holy Spirit, the new life that is free of suffering and violence, free of brutes 
and empires, free of death and destruction. 
 
The apostle Peter prophesies to all these people that the rains are coming, the Spirit 
is coming, new life, restoration is coming.  
 
Friends, these past few days, my head has been spinning, trying to process the grief I 
am feeling George Floyd’s family. Trying to process the despair that so many in our 
country are feeling.  
 
My head has been spinning trying to discern, just like these folks who gathered so 
long ago on Pentecost and asked, “What does it all mean?” 
 



My head has been spinning and my whole being has been yearning for the sharav, 
the desert wind marking the change of seasons, the rain which softens the earth and 
quenches our thirst. 
 
In my being I am yearning for the prophet’s promise, that the Spirit of God will pour 
out on us all. And so on this Pentecost Sunday, when we see destruction and death 
all around us, all I have is a need, a plea, a prayer… 
 

Breathe, Holy Spirit, Breathe… 
 

on us. heal our bodies. mend our broken hearts. set our minds on You. 
 

Breathe, Holy Spirit, Breathe… 
 

on our nation. heal our divisions. mend our broken systems. set our minds on You. 
 

Breathe, Holy Spirit, Breathe… 
 

on Your Creation. heal our planet. mend our broken relationships. set our minds on 
You. 

 
Breathe, Holy Spirit, Breathe. 

 
Amen. 

 


