One of the things | like most about Sunday mornings is the quiet of being in church. Not
the quiet that comes from whispered voices...but that deeper quiet. The quite that
engulfs you, inviting you to breathe, to slow down, to simply be. The kind of quiet that
feels like a gift.

Well, today’s story from Acts is anything but quiet.

Pentecost doesn’t whisper. It is one of those days in the church year that refuses to sit
politely in the corner. It doesn’t wait for us to be ready. Pentecost interrupts...loudly,
boldly, and with holy purpose. It's a moment when God shows up in a way no one
expected — and it has a lot to say about the interruptions in our own lives.

As we heard in today’s reading, the disciples were all together in one place. They
weren’t preaching. They weren'’t strategizing. They weren’t even out doing ministry.
They were simply...waiting. Maybe praying. Maybe wondering what came next. Maybe
still carrying some fear from the days after Jesus’ death.

And then, without warning, the Spirit arrives like a rush of violent wind. Tongues of fire
appear. Languages that they have never studied spill out of their mouths. The whole
neighborhood hears the commotion and comes running.

Nothing about Pentecost is calm or controlled. Nothing about it is predictable. Itis a
holy interruption.

If we had been there that morning, | imagine most of us would have reacted like the
crowd: What is going on? Are these people drunk? Has the world turned upside down?

And truthfully, we all know something about interruptions.
Maybe not the wind-and-fire kind, but the everyday kind.

You’re halfway through your to-do list when the phone rings, you see it's an
acquaintance from work and you think, “I do not have time for this.” But you answer
anyway, and it turns out this person really just needed someone to listen.

Or you’re rushing out the door, already late, and your neighbor waves you down. You
think it's going to be a quick hello, but suddenly they’re sharing something
heartbreaking about a family member - something they’ve been carrying alone.

Or maybe you’ve had that moment when a child asks a deep, unexpected question right
when you're trying to get out the door. Something like, “Why does God let people be
sad?” And you're standing there with the doorknob in hand thinking, “Really? Right
now?”

Interruptions rarely come at convenient times. But sometimes, when we look back, we
realize those interruptions were places where God was doing something important.



The disciples didn’t plan Pentecost. They didn’t rehearse it. They didn’t even
understand it. But they were available. And sometimes availability is all the Spirit needs.

The miracle of Pentecost isn’t just the wind or the fire. It's that every person heard the
good news in their own language. God didn’t wait for the world to learn the disciples’
language. God empowered the disciples to speak the world’s language.

And God still works that way.

I've heard many people say something along the lines of, “I never would have chosen
this... but looking back, | can see God was opening a door | didn’t even know existed.”

Someone loses a job, and it's painful and frightening - but months later they say, “If that
hadn’t happened, | never would have discovered this new calling.”

Or someone reluctantly agrees to help with a ministry — maybe teaching Sunday
School or leading worship — and they say, “l only said yes because no one else would.”
But then they discover gifts they didn’t know they had and maybe even find some
enjoyment in doing it.

Or maybe you've had a moment when a setback — an iliness, a delay, a
disappointment — ended up connecting you with someone you never would have met
otherwise. And that connection changed you.

That’s Pentecost. God turning what feels disruptive into something life-giving.

Think about Peter. Just weeks earlier, he denied Jesus three times. He was afraid,
uncertain, ashamed. But on Pentecost, filled with the Spirit, Peter stands up and
preaches the first Christian sermon. The same man who once said, “| don’t know him,”
now says, “Let me tell you about him.”

That’s what the Spirit does. It turns fear into proclamation. It turns hesitation into
courage. It turns ordinary people into witnesses.

Paul’s words to the Philippians echo perfectly with Pentecost:

Rejoice in the Lord always...
Let your gentleness be known...
Do not be anxious...
And the peace of God...will guard your hearts and minds.

Paul isn’t writing from a place of comfort — he’s writing from prison. Yet he speaks of
joy, gentleness, and peace. Why?

Because the Spirit who interrupted the disciples’ fear is the same Spirit who guards our
hearts today.



And we need that peace, don’'t we?

We need it when the bills come in higher than we planned. We need it when the family
discussion goes sideways — again. We need it when the doctor calls with results we
weren’t expecting.

We need it when life feels like one long list of things we can’t control.

Pentecost isn’t just a story about wind and fire. It's about the inner transformation that
allows us to welcome God’s interruptions with trust instead of anxiety.

The question Pentecost asks us is, “Where is the Spirit interrupting your life?”

Maybe it's a name that keeps coming to mind — someone you haven't talked to in a
while. Maybe it’s a tug to forgive someone, even though it's uncomfortable. Maybe it's
noticing someone sitting alone and feeling that nudge to reach out. Maybe it's a
restlessness that says, “There’s something more I’'m being called to do.”

And here’s a harder question, “Where are we resisting the Spirit because it feels
disruptive?”

We like routines. We like predictability. We like to know what’s coming next. But
Pentecost reminds us that God is not confined to our comfort zones.

The Spirit blows where it will. And when it does, it brings life, courage, and new
beginnings.

Pentecost really is a holy interruption. It is God breaking into our fear with courage. God
breaking into our silence with proclamation. God breaking into our closed rooms with
wind and fire and possibility.

And the same Spirit that filled that room in Jerusalem fills this room today. The same
Spirit that empowered Peter empowers us. The same Spirit that created the church
continues to create, renew, and send us.

So may interruption of Pentecost allow us to be open. Open to interruption. Open to
transformation. Open to the wild, life-giving movement of the Holy Spirit.

Amen.



