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Pentecost Sunday - Liturgical Year A 
 
So there they were, that first Christian Pentecost Sunday. There were probably 120 of them at the 
most. Our first reading tells us they were “all gathered together”. The doors were likely shut. 
Probably they were having a prayer time. It’s all very familiar, a lot like our Sunday gatherings here. 

Then comes the unexpected! Tongues of fire come down on them. They start acting strange, almost 
as if they were drunk. The whole building shakes and rumbles as if it threatened to burst apart. The 
doors fall off their hinges. A fire breaks out. Welcome to the first Pentecost!   

Today we hear that part in our first reading. Too bad, but the folks in Rome who put together our 
readings left out the next part. It’s definitely what Paul Harvey of radio fame would call “the rest of 
the story”. Let me tell you about it and then ask a Pentecost question. 

The disciples filled with the Holy Spirit pour out onto the streets outside their little makeshift 
church. A crowd gathers quickly, drawn no doubt by the noise, the fire, and the seemingly drunken 
lot of Spirit-filled disciples. 

Peter stands up and calls for attention. What happens? In about 3 minutes of bare-bones preaching, 
he converts about 3000 new members. That’s right - 3000. There’s the real Pentecost. Sure, the 
Spirit filled the 120. But the Spirit that day, in under 5 minutes, add 3000 new members to the small 
Jerusalem church. 

On average, Our Lady’s parish enrolls 3–5 new members or families a week. In modern Catholic 
numbers, that’s average. But let me ask you. Suppose at the end of my homily today 3000 people 
came crashing through the doors. Where would they sit? Would there be enough worship aids? 

Well, you say – Father Dennis, that’s just not going to happen. No, probably not. But are you and I 
happy with that? I, for one, would love to see it happen, we’d have a huge problem.   

For one thing, our nice familiar routine would have to be changed. We would not just be a friendly 
little family. Those 3000 would be people we hardly know. Worse, since the Holy Spirit did the 
inviting, they’d probably be people we wouldn’t choose to be members. Then, too, they’d start 
asking questions: Why do you do it this way? They’d ask for new programs. We’d have to knock 
down familiar walls, open new doors, and - God forbid - change. 

Pentecost warns us: Get ready for the invasion. If you settle into the comfortable and the routine, 
you’ve probably banked the fire. If you like a cozy religious club, you’ve probably stopped the noisy 
whirlwind. 

Pentecost told those 120 they were not yet the church. They were not the church until they were 
open to the 3000 new souls the Holy Spirit was calling. Pentecost gave that first Jerusalem church a 
problem. Pentecost asks this church a few questions. How willing are we to give up our cozy family 
and comfortable sense of clubbiness? What about all the new people? Will we say, “All are 
welcome”? Do we mean it? Really? Then light the fire and open the doors. Let the Pentecost wind 
blow freely. Come Holy Spirit. Renew us. Burn us. Blow us away. Where to? They didn’t ask that first 
Pentecost. Neither should we.  


