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Pentecost – Liturgical Year C 

Did you ever ask yourself: “How did we ever get here?” We’re so different. We have 
different ideas about God. We have different priorities: you think Our Lady of Fatima 
holds the key to the future. The one sitting behind you holds no truth with 
apparitions. We have very different ideas about how to be church; he’s convinced 
that matters of economy, law, and public policy should never be mentioned in 
church; she, on the other hand, does community organizing in the name of Jesus. 

Different? Sure, you say. Differences are part of being human. Besides, the Bible is 
very complex, and no wonder people read it differently. Modern life is complex and 
stuff like euthanasia, divorce, and remarriage, same-sex couples are hard to think 
about clearly. 

I grant we’re different. But I’m wondering on Pentecost how we got here at all. How 
did this church or any gathering of Christians come together in the first place?   

That’s the Pentecost story. Before Pentecost, we were scattered. We were strangers. 
We spoke different tongues. We had very little in common. 

Then the Spirit happened. A huge, explosive, noisy, earth-shattering wind and fire. 
What happened? Strangers could talk to each other. More important perhaps, they 
could hear one another. 

That’s how we got here. Not because we all look or think alike. Not because we come 
from the same background. We are here because of Pentecost, a miraculous, earth-
shattering work of God’s Holy Spirit.   

Still, there are probably things I don’t like about you. Probably too, there are things 
you don’t like about me. But that’s all quite beside the point. We’re together because 
Jesus called us. We’re together because the Spirit has glued us together in this 
fantastic, unlikely gathering we call the Church. 

I remember a young woman who said in a group once: “Sometimes I hate being a 
Catholic. It was because of the church that I went to Haiti on a trip where I saw 
people in grinding poverty. But they had a faith I envied. Now I go back two or three 
times a year. Those strangers and their life have become an obsession. It’s all the 
fault of the church.”   

The Holy Spirit doesn’t guarantee us happiness. The Holy Spirit doesn’t assure us 
that all we do will be wise and good. What the Holy Spirit at Pentecost did and does 
today is make family of strangers and empower ordinary people to live holy lives. 

Blessed Pentecost to one and all. 


