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Acts 2:1-13 
 
[Start in church, dressed in cycling jersey] 
When I was a few years into serving my first church after seminary, this church went 
through an incredibly difficult, and painful season, which was also difficult and painful 
and highly-stressful for me, as a brand-new pastor. And so, as a way to deal with my 
stress I started bike riding. The more stressed I was, the more I found myself on my bike, 
until I wound up signed up to participate in a 100-mile charity bike ride. Which should 
probably be a bit of an indication of the amount of stress that I was facing in the church 
at the time. It was crazy. 
 

It was springtime which, here in Pennsylvania I am discovering is an absolutely gorgeous 

time of year. But in New Mexico, springtime isn’t the most beautiful of all seasons. In 

fact, I think that it might be my least favorite of the seasons because instead of 

songbirds and flowers and perfect temperatures and gardens that spring forth life, New 

Mexico gets wind. Lots, and lots, and lots of wind. Crazy wind. 

 

I remember being in about 3rd grade or so, about the same age that my son is now, and 

when we would go out for recess in the springtime, I remember playing on the monkey 

bars and swinging back and forth, and back and forth, and the wind blowing so 

ferociously that I would imagine letting go of the monkey bars and the wind just 

sweeping me right up and blowing me away to another planet. 

 

[Begin putting on bike helmet] 

And so one thing that I quickly learned is that riding your bike, in New Mexico, in the 

springtime is not for the faint of heart. I also learned that not all wind is created equal. 

 

[Outside, while mounting bike] 

For a cyclist, there are basically three different kinds of wind, that we have to deal with, 

and each one of them we deal with differently. 

 

[While riding] 

First, we have the headwind. This is when you are riding in one direction, and the wind 

is blowing in the other direction. Headwinds. Are. Exhausting. Every pedal stroke you 

take, takes effort. When you are trying to ride in one direction, and this invisible force 

that you cannot see keeps trying to push you somewhere else. It makes you feel like you 

have a 50-lb weight strapped to the back of your bike, or like you are going forever 

uphill, even if you’re not. It’s a constant fight, a constant struggle. If you are really 

strong, or really motivated, you can ride into the wind. And it’s actually a good exercise 
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– it makes you stronger. I had a cycling coach that year who loved to shout over and 

over again from the back of the line of cyclists “the wind is your friend!” And we would 

all grit our teeth and resist the urge to throw things at her, because at the time it didn’t 

feel like the wind was our friend. It was our bitter enemy. But in the end, we knew that 

she was right. Feeling the wind’s resistance developed us all into stronger cyclists. 

 

Then, there is the crosswind. The crosswind is when you are going in one direction, and 

then the wind comes in from the side. The headwind is annoying. The crosswind is 

downright dangerous. The headwind makes you work harder to get where you are 

going. The crosswind might actually knock you off your bike. And especially if the 

crosswinds are coming in gusts. When you are having to constantly adjust the angle of 

your bike, based on the force of the wind, so that you can stay upright. Riding in the 

crosswinds is scary, and unnerving. 

 

So headwinds are tiring, and crosswinds are scary, but there is one kind of wind that 

every cyclist loves. And that is the tailwind. When you and the wind are going in the 

same direction. 

 

Tailwinds are a little bit tricky, because quite often, when you have one, you don’t even 

notice that it’s there. Everything feels easier, for some reason, and you don’t realize 

why, until you turn around and start riding into the wind and realize that the wind had 

been helping you the whole time. With a tailwind, you can go faster, you feel stronger, 

you can ride longer, and further. And there is no other feeling quite like it. 

 

[From sanctuary, taking off helmet and gear] 

The old Irish blessing “May the road rise to meet you, may the wind be always at your 

back” – that blessing took on a special meaning for me that year. And as I would spend 

hours, and hours, and hours on the bike, fighting the wind, playing in the wind, riding 

into the wind, or sailing with the wind at my back, my whole understanding of the day of 

Pentecost and the work of the Holy Spirit began to change. 

 

[From sanctuary] 

“When the day of Pentecost came,” the writer of the book of Acts tells us, “all the 

disciples were together in one place.” The word “Pentecost” literally means “fiftieth,” 

and in biblical times, the celebration of Pentecost, also called “The Feast of Harvest” in 

the book of Exodus and “the day of first fruits” in the book of Numbers, was the fiftieth 

day after Passover, and it was an annual springtime celebration of God’s bountiful 

creation. It was a celebration of new life, of the fruits of God’s creation, of another year 

of growth off to a fruitful start. It was a time to offer back to God the “firstfruits” of the 

spring harvest and to remember that literally everything we have is a gift from God. 
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But here in the book of Acts, God changes the script. Pentecost was a day to celebrate 

new life, and the people were gathered together to do just that. “And suddenly,” Acts 

tells us, “a sound like the rush of a violent wind came from heaven and filled the whole 

house where they were sitting.” 

 

It’s important to note that we’re not talking about a gentle breeze here. Or a gust or two 

of wind. “The rush of a violent wind.” The kind of wind that you simply cannot ignore. 

The kind of wind that shakes you, that rattles you, that maybe even does damage or 

causes injury. The kind of wind that you take shelter from, and certainly don’t ride your 

bike in. The kind of wind that you immediately recognize is stronger than you are. 

 

Violent winds can be nasty, and unpredictable. They are the stuff of thunderstorms, and 

tornadoes, and hurricanes. An especially violent wind can devastate a community. It is 

powerful. And noisy. And scary. And it cannot help but to get your attention. 

 

And this is how the Spirit of God appears to the disciples. Sometimes, I think that when 

we think of the Holy Spirit we think of something quiet and gentle and serene, and 

relatively benign. But the Holy Spirit is not that. The Holy Spirit appears like a rush of 

violent wind, and when the Holy Spirit shows up, you cannot help but to take notice. 

 

And then, the next thing that happens when the Holy Spirit appears, is that what look 

like tongues of fire appear from heaven, and divide, and come to rest on all of the 

people. 

 

So here, we have the Holy Spirit showing up in the rush of a violent wind, and then God 

adds to that mix, tongues of fire. 

 

Wind. Plus fire. That’s the other thing that I did not like about springtime in New 

Mexico. My husband David was a volunteer fire fighter, for quite a few years. And he 

always stayed glued to his fire pager, especially on windy days in the spring because if a 

fire would break out, and the wind was blowing, that fire would spread. And it could 

spread fast and get quickly out of control. 

 

But that’s exactly what the Spirit of God has come to do. To show up. To get our 

attention. To maybe rattle us. To make us nervous. To open our eyes to the fact that 

something new is happening. And then, to take off, dangerously, wildly, like a fire on a 

windy day. To do things that we don’t expect, and to move us in the directions that we 

don’t expect to go. That is the Spirit of God at work, blowing and igniting, and setting 

our spirits on fire. Lighting a fire underneath us, in some cases, forcing us out of our 

comfort zones. Knocking us off our bikes. Pushing us in the opposite direction of where 

we are headed. And then blowing our minds with the power of God working within us in 

unexpected ways. 



Pentecost Sunday  Crosswinds! 4 
 

 

And it is rarely a comfortable experience. 

 

On that first day of Pentecost, when the church was birthed, the Spirit’s first item of 

business was to send a violent crosswind into their midst and knock them all off their 

bikes. To have this huge gathered group of people who had very little in common – 

people from all different countries, speaking different languages, holding as sacred 

different traditions and customs. People who looked different from one another and 

acted differently and believed differently and interacted with the world differently. 

 

Parthians, Medes, Elamites, and residents of Mesopotamia, Judea, Cappadocia. 

Republicans and Democrats. Blacks and Whites. English speakers and Spanish speakers 

and Pennsylvania Dutch speakers. (I’m paraphrasing here) United Methodists and 

Lutherans and Mennonites and Catholics. All of a sudden, everyone is speaking their 

own language – and everybody else fully understands them. 

 

Friends, if that isn’t a miracle in and of itself, I don’t know what is. That everybody 

would feel heard and understood. Fully. By those on the other side of the dividing lines. 

No longer were the Democrats accusing the Republicans of being hateful bigots, but 

instead they were listening and hearing their opponents speak on a deep level, and 

receiving what they had to offer. No longer were the Republicans accusing the 

Democrats of being Godless baby killers but they heard and understood what was truly 

and deeply important to them, and they cherished that. For the first time, people were 

able to speak, and not be misunderstood, or mischaracterized or judged prematurely 

based solely on somebody else’s worldview. 

 

Basically, when the Holy Spirit showed up, the Spirit gave each one of these people the 

gift of being able to see other people not through their own lenses, but through the 

eyes of God. To see the beauty, and the depth, and the nuance, in other people’s ways 

of thinking, and to see the image of God written upon each of their souls in slightly 

different and yet collectively beautiful ways. 

 

And then, the Spirit took that whole group of different people, from different places and 

with different experiences, and holding different worldviews and cherishing different 

ideas, and said, “THIS is the church. People who maybe don’t belong together, or would 

not ordinarily choose to be together, but they nevertheless come together and unite 

together because of this one thing they hold in common: The image of God written on 

their souls. The Spirit of God moving in their midst. The love of God blowing and burning 

within them, recreating them yet again into the image and likeness of God.” 
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And then, the Holy Spirit picked them all up off the ground, set them all back on their 

bikes again, and gave them a beautiful tailwind, as the church and the Holy Spirit all 

began to move together in the same direction. 

 

Friends, on this Pentecost Sunday may we all open ourselves up to the leadings of the 

Spirit: 

• May we find ourselves blown in the direction that the Spirit is moving, and may 

the Spirit knock us off our bikes if necessary;  

• may we find our hearts and our minds and our lives set ablaze by the power of 

God working in our midst.  

• May we be shaped yet again into the image of God that is written on our souls; 

• May we discover the new places where God is leading us,  

• And may we discover the beauty and joy of a powerful tailwind as we join 

together with what God is doing and allow the Holy Spirit to work within us. 

 

[Close with Irish Blessing] 


