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In the Book of Genesis we find the story of the Tower of Babel where people 
desire to become like God and God scatters them across the earth and gives them 
different languages so that they cannot easily communicate with each other. In 
doing so he destroys their inflated pride. 

On the morning of Pentecost, when the disciples speak the word of God, people 
from all over the known world understand them in their own language.   

Language can be used as a means to disperse or to unite.  But language used in 
today’s readings is used to mean much more than mere words.  It is a metaphor 
for understanding, compassion, of unity, of connection. 

This past week, once again our country has been faced with a terrible injustice, a 
violent act against a black man, George Floyd, by the people who were entrusted 
to protect life, but instead used that power to destroy a life.  It is a scene that has 
played out too often in our society and it is a symptom of our inability to connect, 
to understand one another.  Its ugly name is prejudice and it is once again 
growing in our society.  While never eradicated, like weeds, it takes hold and 
takes off if not attended to with diligence.  

Prejudice stems from an inability or disinterest in getting to know each other and 
of wanting to understand each other. It results in the categorizing whole 
segments of society with labels and attributes that allow people to be dismissed 
or diminished and therefore dispenses us from our responsibility to know people 
as persons rather than personifications of preconceived notions.  

Prejudice is the antithesis of Pentecost in which we see each person as a child of 
God with dignity and value and potential.  In our inability to communicate, and 
communication always envisions a two-way process, we close down the spirit 
which seeks the common thread of life in us all.  “I can’t breathe” becomes the 
cry of the poor because prejudice cuts off the life that sets people free.  Is it any 
wonder that in the Gospel today when Jesus breathes on the disciples and says, 
”Receive the Holy Spirit” it is followed immediately by the command to forgive, to 
heal, to have compassion?  True communication often has less to do with words 
and more to do when hearts speak to hearts.  



Allow me to share two short stories to illustrate the point.  

Fr. Lorenzo Rosebaugh was a missionary from the Oblates of Mary Immaculate.  
He spent most of his ministry in Guatemala where he was eventually murdered.  
But early on in his ministry he got ill and was sent back to the US and from there 
was sent on a sabbatical to France where his Order had a monastery.  Even 
though he did not speak French, he could be found often sitting on the front steps 
of the Monastery with many street people gather around him.  They were sharing 
food and cigarettes and in lively conversation even though the people could not 
speak English or Spanish or Portuguese, languages he spoke. The point is they 
spoke a common language, the language of the heart, the language of Pentecost. 
A connection was being made. 

The second story is told by a man named Brian Doyle.  As a young man he recalls 
being riding an elevator one day when a father and his four year old daughter got 
on.  He asked them which floor they would like to get off and the little girl replied 
the seven millionth. Brian stands on his toes and reaches as high as he can to 
press an imaginary button.  As they ride they engage in a fun conversation of 
buttons being bigger than dinosaur fingers and the oddity that hotels do not have 
a 13th floor.  The little girl is absolutely enthralled and leaps through the door with 
joy when they reach their destination. The Father hesitates for just a second 
before exiting and says to Brian “Thank you.”  He did not need to say more.  It was 
understood.  Thank you for allowing yourself to be a four year old for a minute, to 
enter into another’s world, to connect. 

We’ve had those moments when we all connect. When we are one city, or one 
state, one people.  Maybe it’s celebrating a Superbowl win, or digging out from a 
snowstorm, or experiencing the effects of a virus that knows no boarders. We 
have a sense that we are in this together. When we make those connections, 
even if its just for a short time, it feels weirdly familiar, like we are home again for 
a moment with family we hardly see.  The way God intended it to be. One.   
 

Pray for our nation.  Pray we find our common voice.  Holy Spirit, breathe on us 
the breath of life.        


