
            

Pentecost 
Cycle A,5.31.20 

Acts 2:1-11/1 Corinthians 12:3-7, 12-13/          
John 20:19-23 

 
IT’S PENTECOST – WE’RE HOME AGAIN 

FOR A MOMENT…..  HOPEFULLY LONGER 

In his book The Kind of Brave You 
Wanted to Be, the late author and 
storyteller Brian Doyle tells of riding on an 
elevator when a man and his four-year-old 
daughter got on.  Brian asked what floor 
they wanted and the little girl said, Seven 
million.  Brian played along: he reached up 
as high as he could to press an imaginary 
button, and up they went. On the ride up 
they talked about “how the buttons were 
twice as big as any giant’s fingers” and how 
older buildings didn’t “have thirteenth 
floors, isn’t that funny, that an ancient 
superstition would still be reflected in 
modern buildings?” By now the little girl 
was dancing with delight and her dad and 
Brian were smiling at her spritely 
spirit. When they came to their floor, the 
door opened, and the little girl waved 
goodbye and leapt away. But the dad 
hesitated a second and said quietly, “Hey, 
thanks.”  

 

Brian Doyle writes of that moment, 
“I knew just what her father meant — 
something like thanks for being four years 
old for a minute. We have those moments 
when we are all the same age, from the 
same country, with the same language on 
our teeth, and it never lasts too long, but it 
always feels weirdly familiar, doesn’t 
it? Like we are home again for a moment, 
with family we hardly get to see.”  

 
In the Pentecost event, the Spirit of 

God enables Peter and the first community 
of disciples to break down the barriers of 
language to reveal God’s peace in the midst 
of all these visitors to Jerusalem from 
different parts of the Middle Eastern 
world. Just as generosity of heart and a 
little girl’s carefree joy lets her dad and 
Brian Doyle “be four years old for a 
minute,” God’s Pentecost Spirit enables us 
to break down the “adult” barriers of age, 
culture, nationality, race, gender and creed 
to realize God’s vision of an earth that 
serves as home to one human family, 
united in peace, respect and justice. From 
the very beginning of the pandemic we’re 
enduring I’ve maintained that one of the 
benefits, if there be any, is that we’re all in 
this together. COVID-19 is affecting 213 
countries and territories around the 
world. All of us, brothers and sisters, 
children of the one God, all laid low by a 
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sub-microscopic virus. Only by 
remembering our common humanity can 
we find the reason to work together and 
protect one another.  
Yesterday afternoon  Bob Behnken and 
Doug Hurley, the first American astronauts 
in nearly a decade to leave earth’s 
atmosphere, were launched into space on a 
craft called the Crew Dragon. That capsule 
was designed to take people on the 220-
mile voyage to and from the International 
Space Station. From their vantage point in 
space they can look at us and what do they 
see? A single planet, the home of the 
human race – what the astronauts of Apollo 
17 in 1972 photographed and called the 
“Blue Marble” --

 
– one of the most reproduced images in 
history. From their place in the heavens 
they don’t see the patients in COVID wards 
on respirators struggling for their lives. They 
don’t see the police officer whose knee is 
pressing George Floyd’s face to the ground 
as he gasps for breath before he died. They 
don’t see the unleashing of violence and 
destruction in the wake of that injustice as 
cities across America become the scene of 
marches turned into riots. From that 
distance they don’t see the woundedness of 
America, where the divisions between the 
haves and have-nots, between those in 
power and those without have yet to be 
fully acknowledged, confessed, repented 

and forgiven. They don’t see the attitudes 
and systemic inequities that make such 
tragedies commonplace. They see the “blue 
marble,” looking peaceful and serene.  

 
Isn’t that the purpose of the Spirit’s 

coming at Pentecost?  To restore in us the 
vision of the Reign of God that Christ came 
to announce? to take the life, death and 
resurrection of Jesus in all its fulness and 
unleash its power in our own lives, in our 
own day? All Jesus’ words and deeds are to 
come alive in us through his Spirit so that, 
as he did, we will wash clean what is sordid, 
bring life to what is dying, cure what is 
wounded, loosen what is rigid, warm up 
what is frozen, straighten what is warped. 
This is the Holy Spirit at work deep inside 
us, taking the broken parts of us and 
putting them in order and unifying all our 
talents and energies in a Christward 
direction. The Holy Spirit is our living 
connection to Christ.  
  If we are the Blue Marble, the one 
earth when viewed from outer space; if St. 
Paul’s analogy of the body in today’s epistle 
is true, that you and I, though many parts 
are all one body -- then you and I share a 
responsibility in prayer and action to help 
restore the vision of God’s Kingdom. As 
removed as we are from Oakland or from 
any city center where the shades of night in 
the past two days brought out the rage of a 
repressed people, we can bring forgiveness 
and reconciliation, compassion and 
understanding to a nation that has failed to 
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reconcile with our own history. The Risen 
Lord entered the place where the disciples 
were gathered in spite of locked doors and 
breathed into them the Holy Spirit. That 
same Risen Lord breaks into our hearts and 
urges us to go out into the world to 
proclaim the mighty acts of God.    

Margaret Peterson, the CEO of 
Catholic Charities East Bay, offers a call to 
action to all Catholics of our Diocese. She 
wrote in an email yesterday: I ask you to 
join me in speaking up to injustice, even 
when it shows up in the words or jokes of a 
friend.  Pursue justice with rigor, especially 
after the headlines move on to the next 
story.  Hold conversations about what is 
happening and what we are called to do 
about it,  whether at church, in our schools, 
our homes, and our families.  Listen, 
without defense, to the honest experiences 
of our Black and Brown sisters and 
brothers.  Like Brian Doyle and the little 
girl’s father in the elevator, who became 
four years old for a minute, can we not put 
ourselves into the situation of a black Mom 
or Dad who has to give instructions every 
time their son goes out to a movie or a 
gathering with friends about what he 
should do and say if he’s stopped by the 
police? Who of you ever needed to do that 
with your own child? 

 
In the face of a confusing and 

crippling pandemic and now with scenes of 
violence and destruction on the nightly 
news that’s too unbearable to watch, it’s 

difficult to be a people of hope. We need 
the Holy Spirit to help us believe that 
human beings have greatness and holiness 
within them like seeds that open only under 
great fires… to believe that some 
unimaginable essence of who we are 
persists past the dissolution of what we 
were… to believe, against such evil, hourly 
evidence that love is why we are here. 
Come Holy Spirit…and renew the face of the 
earth. 

 
John Kasper, OSFS 


