
Breathe Again 
Pentecost Sunday 
Acts 2:1–21 | John 20:19–23 
There are moments in life when it feels like the air has gone out of the room. 
You can feel it after grief. After disappointment. After long seasons of fear. After carrying 
stress so long you do not even notice the weight anymore. 
People keep moving. Smiling. Working. Answering texts. Going through routines. 
But deep inside, something has gone flat. 
And maybe that is why Scripture speaks so often about breath. 
Because breath is life. 
When breathing changes, everything changes. 
You can hear it in a hospital room. You can hear it when someone is crying. You can hear it 
after bad news. You can hear it when anxiety rises. 
Breath tells the truth. 
And Pentecost begins with breath. 
Acts says: 
“A sound like the rush of a violent wind came from heaven…” 
Not a gentle breeze. Not background noise. 
A rushing wind. 
Because the Spirit of God does not merely decorate life. The Spirit awakens life. 
And the disciples desperately needed awakening. 
Sometimes we imagine the disciples as fearless spiritual giants. But before Pentecost, 
they are hiding. 
Afraid. Confused. Uncertain. 
The resurrection has happened. But they still do not know what comes next. 
And honestly… that feels familiar. 
A lot of people know what it feels like to sit inside uncertainty. 
To wonder: “What now?” 
What now after loss? What now after change? What now after disappointment? What now 
after the life you planned did not unfold the way you expected? 
And into that locked room… Jesus breathes. 
John says: 
“He breathed on them and said, ‘Receive the Holy Spirit.’” 
Do not miss that. 
The risen Christ does not hand them a strategy. He gives them breath. 
Because before God sends people outward, God restores them inwardly. 
And maybe that is important for some of us to hear. 
We spend enormous energy trying to hold ourselves together. Trying to stay productive. 
Trying to stay strong. Trying to stay composed. 
Meanwhile our souls are exhausted. 
And the gospel does not begin with pressure. It begins with presence. 
Jesus comes into fearful rooms. And breathes peace. 
That is still how the Spirit works. 
Not always loudly. Not always dramatically. 



Sometimes quietly. Steadily. Like air returning to tired lungs. 
I think many people today are spiritually winded. 
Worn down by outrage. Noise. Division. Constant pressure. 
People are carrying griefs they never processed. Anxieties they never named. Loneliness 
they do not know how to explain. 
And yet Pentecost says: 
God still breathes life into weary people. 
Not because they earned it. Not because they figured everything out. 
Because that is who God is. 
The Spirit has always moved toward chaos. Toward emptiness. Toward dry bones. Toward 
exhausted hearts. 
Toward us. 
And then Acts says something remarkable happened. 
The disciples began speaking in many languages. 
Now notice: The miracle of Pentecost is not that everybody suddenly became the same. 
The miracle is that people could finally understand one another. 
Difference remained. Connection emerged. 
That matters. 
Because the Spirit does not erase humanity. The Spirit restores communion. 
In a divided world, that may be one of the holiest things the church can offer. 
Not more noise. Not more outrage. 
But people who know how to listen. People who know how to forgive. People who know 
how to stay at the table. 
Pentecost is not really about spiritual spectacle. 
It is about God creating a new kind of community. 
A community where fear does not get the final word. Where shame does not get the final 
word. Where death does not get the final word. 
A community alive with the breath of God. 
And maybe the deepest truth of Pentecost is this: 
The same Spirit that moved over creation… still moves over human lives. 
Still creates. Still heals. Still renews. Still surprises. 
There are people who walked into this room today barely breathing emotionally. 
Holding it together on the outside. Running on fumes inside. 
And maybe Pentecost is not asking you to try harder. 
Maybe Pentecost is inviting you to breathe again. 
To stop carrying the world alone. To stop believing exhaustion is holiness. To stop believing 
you must save yourself. 
Because the Spirit of God is already nearer than your next breath. 
And maybe this is the line to carry home: 
The church does not exist to manufacture life. The church exists to receive and share the 
life God is already breathing. 
And another: 
God does not wait for people to become fearless before using them. God breathes courage 
into fearful people. 



And maybe one more: 
Pentecost reminds us that exhausted hearts are not abandoned hearts. 
So breathe deeply this week. 
Notice people. Slow down. Listen longer. 
Step outside at sunrise. Feel the wind. Remember that every breath is gift. 
Because the Spirit is still moving. Still breathing. Still creating new life in places people 
thought were finished. 
And the good news of Pentecost is this: 
God is not done with the world. 
God is not done with the church. 
And God is not done with you. 
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. 
Amen. 
  
 


