
Pentecost Homily 2020 

 

There was a very quiet volunteer at 

St. Martin in the Fields, Anne 

Nightingale, who chatted to the 

homeless men who came in, never 

made a big fuss, just got to know 

them.  One day, after she had been 

coming for a while, she gently 

suggested that as she knew some people at the National Gallery across 

the road, perhaps she could take some of the guys over there.  Some 

of the men who volunteered were a bit off-the-wall in certain ways 

but off she went with a bunch of them.  Over the next weeks she got 

tours of the paintings in the gallery for them with guides, she began 

art classes, and by the time she had finished there was a whole set of 

cards made out of the paintings the guys had done.  The National 

Gallery helped out and the pride those men had, seeing their cards on 

sale, was amazing. 

 The gifts we have can be very well buried.  All sorts of events in 

our lives can help bury them.  But one of the great messages the Holy 

Spirit has for us is that we are all gifted in a huge variety of ways.  

Sometimes the way society works does not allow us to discover our 

gifts and use them well, perhaps we are not a school person, perhaps 

our gifts do not fit with getting a job.  So many of us do not suit the 

way our society works. 

 One of the blessings of Jesus’ message of his sending the Holy 

Spirit, and then St. Paul beginning to try and uncover and work out 

what this Holy Spirit is about, is simply about how precious we all 

are. And how each one of us has a lot to offer to our world. 

 Anne’s great gift, or one of them, was just being able to look at 

a pretty  rough crowd and know that each of them, given the 

opportunity, could share their gifts.  One person’s gift being able to 

open up for another their gift. 

 For me, one of the joys of this feast of Pentecost is that it opens 

our eyes to others, and also to ourselves.  How often do you hear 



people say, “I am not good at anything, or I could never do that, or 

something like it,” and yet they have never been given the opportunity 

to have a go, or given it a chance. 

If we lived in  a society where we trusted totally in the Spirit, we 

would be rushing to put all our resources into helping others find  and 

use their gifts.  And we would not say, “Well, we only want those 

gifts which we deem useful to the economy,” or “We do not have the 

time or patience to spend on one person or the resources.” 

 Talking among friends, so often we hear of young people who 

have found dealing with the modern world tough.  A world which 

seems to give them so much, yet offers little emotional warmth in so 

many ways and they crumble and need help, especially with their 

mental health.  And yet as a society we do not put in the resources. 

Our society finds them too difficult, unresponsive or not cost-

effective.  

 If we trusted in the Holy Spirit and the message of this feast, we 

could not look at such a waste of human life without reorganising 

ourselves completely to bring about new life for them.  

 And this is where the Holy Spirit completely changes us (and 

that is the scary thing about the Holy Spirit, she changes us, and asks 

more of us, and that is uncomfortable) changes us and our lives.  We 

see the world and people in a new way. 

 You might remember the verse from John chapter 3,  

“The wind blows wherever it pleases. You hear its sound, but you 

cannot tell where it comes from or where it is going. So it is with 

everyone born of the Spirit.”
 
 With the Spirit we are sort of out of 

control.  We are being pushed out of our comfort zones, but for a very 

good purpose. 

 

 Picture the scene at the event of Pentecost: Mary and eleven 

very scared guys hiding in a room. Not well-educated, there is a huge 

feast going on around them, one of the three big Jewish feasts, and 

Jerusalem is packed with people from Jewish communities all over 

the world.  Suddenly there is this wind and fire and they rush out to 

preach to all these strangers.   



 Courage is the gift that has transformed them now. 

In a carving of Pentecost on the wall of the church, the wind seems to 

have swirled round the figures merging them into one.  While the 

tongues of fire descend on each of them individually.  The Spirit 

comes to bind us together (as the hymn says) to unite us in the love of 

God, and so love for each other, but at the same time she comes to us 

individually to enable us to discover and share what gifts we have for 

the good of everyone. 

 The transformation comes in two ways, one that we see people 

in a new way, the Spirit is the end of cynicism and criticism that is 

not-upbuilding for others, but at the same time the Spirit comes to 

show us what gifts we have and gives us the ability to use them.  We 

often need that courage.  I remember when I first went out to Rome to 

study to be a priest I had no intention, on the journey, in the plane, of 

telling anyone what I was doing (I thought they would think I was 

mad, and I wasn’t too sure about my sanity myself at the time.)  But 

by the third year I gave up the excuses and found that when I did 

share it, people were actually pretty interested (usually). 

 In the gospel Jesus breathed life into the community, (divine 

life) as God does in Creation as we mentioned last week. 

 The Holy Spirit is that life.  When we truly discover the Spirit 

and help others to do so, it is a liberation. 

 Instead of meeting a new challenge with “I am not sure I can do 

that,” it’s “Well, let’s see about this.” 

 The Holy Spirit is always positive, (especially about us) a 

refreshing change from so much in our world. 

 

 

 

 


