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12th Sunday in Ordinary Time  
5th Sunday after Pentecost 

Do you remember what happened five Sundays ago?   

 We celebrated the Feast of Pentecost.   

 We chrismated/confirmed twenty six young men and women.   

 We remembered that the Spirit of Jesus has been poured out on God’s people, 

that have been immersed in God, so that we are now truly the sons and 

daughters of God. 

This is the reason, the purpose, for what we call the “paschal mystery”-  Jesus, the 

Word and Wisdom of God, “in the fulness of time” as St. Paul says in his letter to the 

Galatians, came into this world, into our midst, “born of a woman, born under the Torah 

in order to redeem those who were under the Torah, so that we all might receive 

“adoption” as sons and daughters of God.  And because of this adoption as sons and 

daughters of God, God has now sent, Paul says, the “Spirit of his Son into our hearts” 

so that, like Jesus, we too can call out “Abba! Father!”  This means that we are no 

longer slaves, but children of God, and as children of God we are also now heirs to all 

that God wants and wills for the human race. 

 

And who now stands in this place?  Who now can turn towards the Mystery, the Other, 

the Transcendent One and stand facing the Unknowable, the Indescribable, the 

Inexpressible, and stand there not as fearful slaves of  an ambivalent and terrifying 

deity, but as beloved sons and daughters of a God whom we can address as “Abba”. 
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Everyone, everyone, Paul says, who has been baptized into Christ, who have “put on 

Christ”, who has been made friends and brothers and sisters of Jesus, and who is  now 

willing to stand with and alongside Jesus facing the world, facing life, and facing God.  

These words of St. Paul in Galatians are certainly not intended to create a new kind of 

Christian tribalism, to set us apart from the rest of humanity as if we were the special 

“pets” of God, as has all too often happened in the history of the Church.  Paul’s 

baptismal theology, it seems to me,  is quite simply the recognition of the purpose of 

Christ’s coming- he has come in order to gather around himself a people who share in 

Jesus’ own relationship of sonship with the Father and who want to be Jesus’ disciples.  

And the simple fact is that some people want to be next to Jesus, want to have his Spirit 

live inside them, want to think like he thought, to live like he lived, to be in this world as 

he was in this world, and others don’t. 

 

The proclamation of the good news is that everyone is now invited  by God to the party.  

The doors are wide open.  In Jesus, we hear and see God’s dramatic and powerful 

“Yes” to the human race, God’s “yes’ to each and everyone one of us.  That “Yes” is so 

wide and so inclusive, that now there are no longer, Paul says, either Jews or Gentiles, 

slaves or free people, males or females.  These differences, which in the ancient world 

were permanent and life-determinative differences, are now relativized through the 

mystery of baptism.  They are differences that make no difference, because we are all 

now one in Christ Jesus. 
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The first Pentecost was all about rushing wind and falling fire.  It was about structures 

that could no longer hold the energy of God being broken apart. It was about a Spirit 

who comes to overturn and upset and unsettle all the ways in which we human beings 

try to contain and restrict and circumscribe the presence and work of God.  It was about 

a proclamation of good news that God now no longer belongs to only a few, that God 

actually loves the nations- God had always said that, but God’s people often didn’t know 

what to do with it.  The truth is that God loves Iraqis, Somalians, Israelis, Russians, 

Nebraskans, New Zealanders, Hondurans, and yes, even the Irish and the English.  

God has a white-hot passion to call his children from every jungle, every neighborhood, 

every village and every slum as well as from every suburb and downtown urban area.   

 

Pentecost means that God longs to proclaim his love and his mercy and his holiness in 

all 6,909 languages that exist in the world today.  God loves not just the mainstream 

and the conventional; God also loves  subcultures: the gypsies of Turkey, the hippies of 

Boulder, the cowboys and rednecks of West Texas and southern Colorado.  God has a 

heart for bikers and hikers, for computer geeks, and lawyers and teachers and 

construction workers, for tree huggers and academics, for single moms, for LGBT 

people, for gray-flanneled executives, and dare I say it, even for priests and religious. 

 

If the fire and wind of Pentecost mean anything, if being baptized into Christ and 

receiving the Spirit of Christ into our hearts mean anything, it must certainly mean that 

God’s Spirit has been given to us not so that we can now say, “Whew, that was a close 

shave; I’ve avoided the fiery slopes to hell; so now I’m good, and I can coast through life 
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doing my own thing.”  We have been baptized into Christ and have received the Spirit of 

Jesus into our hearts so that God can unshell our lives and  equip us to be the feet and 

the hands and the voice of Jesus in the world.  To take seriously what we celebrated at 

Easter and at Pentecost mean to accept that the Lord calls each and every one of us to 

speak the languages of the people of this world, to learn the dialect of the discouraged 

neighbor and the homeless wanderer, to understand the vernacular of the lonely heart 

and broken lives,  to become familiar with the idiom of both those who have lost hope 

and those who still think they run the gig and that power is what life is all about.  God 

has given us the Spirit of Jesus so that we can cross all kinds of cultures and borders 

and boundaries in order  to speak and to live the love and justice of God. 

 

As we reflect today on our baptism into Christ and the gift of the Spirit of God’s Son into 

our hearts which enables us to cry out “Abba, Father”,  let me challenge you to ask 

yourself two things this coming week: 

1. With whom do I feel the most fluent?  In other words, to whom can I speak and 

show the love of God in Jesus best?  Teenagers? Drug addicts?  The sick?  The 

elderly? Members of the LGBT community who feel so alienated not only from 

the Church but from Jesus Himself?  God has designed each of us differently 

and has given us different abilities so that we can learn certain languages and 

idioms better than others.  Our task is to find the dialect we speak best, and then 

in that idiom to tell the story of God’s great love shown to us in Jesus, the story 

that has shaped our own lives and that has brought us healing and life. 
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2. For whom do I feel the most compassion?  God doesn’t burden each of us 

equally with compassion for the same things or for everything.  He fashions our 

hearts individually.  When does your heart break and your pulse race?  When 

you spot the homeless? When you see someone who has been turned away 

from the church through demands they can’t possible fulfill?  When you see poor 

immigrant children unfairly treated?  When you see political and economic 

injustice?  Where does your compassion pull you? 

The question that our baptism into Christ and our adoption as the sons and daughters of 

God implants in us is a question that should never go away, a question to which we 

should never give a final answer.  It’s a question we should keep on asking our entire 

lives: “Lord, what do you want of us now?  What do you want of me now?”  “If I have 

been baptized into Christ, if I have received the Spirit of your Son into my heart, what is 

that Spirit prodding me to do?  What is that Spirit pushing me to do?  You call me to 

unshell myself and to partner with you in your mission of love in this world.  So, what is 

my mission,  what is my task?  How am I to live as your son or daughter in this world?  

As long as we are still wet with the waters of baptism and can still feel the wind and the 

fire of the Spirit of God stirring up even the faintest embers in our souls, that’s the 

question we need to keep on asking! 


