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Sermon, Pentecost, Year C, June 9, 2019, Jane A. Beebe 
 
“Very truly, I tell you, the one who believes in me will also do the works that I do 
and, in fact, will do greater works than these, because I am going to the Father.” 
(John 14:12) 
 

When I think back over the arc of the Church year, beginning with Advent, 

there seems to be much imagery of pathways, highways, and gates—especially in 

places where there appear to be none. In Isaiah, we hear: “In the wilderness prepare 

the way of the Lord, make straight in the desert a highway for our God.” (Isaiah 

40:3) And in reference to these words, John the Baptist cries out, “Prepare the way 

of the Lord, make his paths straight.” Just a couple of verses before our Gospel 

passage today, Jesus has said, “… “I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No one 

comes to the Father except through me.” “I am the way…”  

In love, Jesus has established the pathway to God. He has walked it: all the 

way down, and all the way up. It is this love that makes life worth living. It can 

break into prison cells, hospital rooms, homeless shelters, and any tomb one cares 

to name. It is akin to the Holy Spirit in that it is not we who control where Jesus’ 

love appears. Yet we can open the windows and doors of our hearts and invite this 

love in. As it says in Psalm 84: “Happy are those whose strength is in you, in 

whose heart are the highways to Zion.” (Psalm 84:5)  

Jesus’ comings and goings, beginning with the Incarnation—and from 

John’s mystical insight, from before Creation itself—through his death and 
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Resurrection, and finally the Ascension, are not random. Jesus has not only taught 

us about God, Jesus has shown us God. (I can see Jesus’ eyebrow lifting when he 

admonishes Philip: "Have I been with you all this time, Philip, and you still do not 

know me? Whoever has seen me has seen the Father. How can you say, 'Show us 

the Father'? (John 14:9))   

What then is the work of the Holy Spirit? Maybe it is sweeping the path 

clear, blowing open windows and doors, whispering in our ears so that we may 

comprehend. It makes sense of our confusion. It doesn’t seem that many weeks ago 

that I opened my windows for the first time, having finally shut off the furnace. 

Then there was the first evening when I left the windows open overnight—granted, 

still with the down comforter on the bed. Earlier this week we had a couple of 

breezy days. It was wonderful to walk into the wind and hear it soughing through 

the trees. It kept the bugs away, too!  

The soft movement of air through the windows, the scents of growing 

things, the sounds of birds and frogs: all of these things seem to renew my spirit. I 

take a breath, and then another, and I find I am breathing more deeply. The winds 

of the Holy Spirit can come in a rush, or more subtly. The cobwebs of my brain are 

blown away; I am inspired to remove the literal cobwebs on my ceiling. It seems to 

me it is our work to cooperate with the movement of the Holy Spirit. Sometimes 

the Holy Spirit moves quickly, inspiring us to action.  
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Sometimes, though, the work of the Holy Spirit is to give us that extra bit of 

energy or insight that we need to keep going for the long haul. I remember a friend 

sharing a story of trying to create a hiking path at the back of her property after 

winter was over. She envisioned lovely walks with her dog in spring, summer, and 

fall. However, it was essentially a wild landscape of tangled brambles and 

undergrowth among the trees, with stones and boggy ground. The task seemed 

insurmountable, yet she was determined. Each day she would go with her tools and 

gloves to the place where she had stopped working the day before and clear a bit 

more. While she was in the middle of the process, it seemed as if it would go on 

forever, that there was no end in sight. Finally, there came the day when the path 

was clear. It was now possible to come and go on that path: it was all of a piece. 

She could walk it alone, with her dog, or with her friends. Her faith was rewarded. 

As it says in our Psalm today, when God sends forth his spirit, there is new 

creation and renewal.  (Psalm 104:30) 

In early May, a couple of years ago, I spent a few days on the National 

Seashore at Cape Cod. Much work was being done to prepare for the season, 

especially after the severe winter storms that year. My beloved Marconi Beach was 

closed for repairs, so I explored some National Seashore beaches less familiar. 

Based on its beautiful name, I decided to explore the Head of the Meadow beach. 

Trudging back to the parking area from the water it was hard to find the opening 
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through the sand dunes through which I had just walked. But then I saw a small 

wooden sign with a large arrow that said simply, “Path.” Although one would think 

that it would be obvious which way I should walk to get back to the car, this 

directionally-challenged person was relieved to find a sign. Thank you to the 

National Park Service harbingers of the Holy Spirit who put it there! 

Maybe some of you have a bit of Scripture or a prayer card that you carry 

around with you that keeps you going, or calls you back to yourself. It’s probably 

thirty years ago now, but the Superior at the Community of the Transfiguration in 

Cincinnati gave me a prayer card with these verses from Proverbs: “Trust in the 

LORD with all your heart, and do not rely on your own insight. In all your ways 

acknowledge him, and he will make straight your paths.” (Proverbs 3:5-6) 

Sometimes it is the first part about trust I need reminding of, sometimes the 

second. I can assist, I can cooperate in clearing the path. I can commit to walking 

on that path. Yet it is the fullness of the Trinity that keeps the path straight and 

clear. The Holy Spirit especially is not under our control! To see the truth of this, 

all we would have to do is undo one of these balloons and watch it zoom around 

the room.  

We do not walk alone on this path, this Way, that Jesus has prepared for us. 

The Advocate, the Spirit of truth whom Jesus has sent to us is not merely for our 

individual guidance and wellbeing. As we hear in Acts, the great rushing winds of 
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the Holy Spirit came to a group of disciples who had gathered together. Peter 

reminds them of the words of the prophet Joel: the Spirit is poured out so that 

young and old, women and men, are able to share their visions and dreams of what 

it is to live in and for God. 

There is a lovely poem by George Herbert, entitled The Call, famously set 

by the composer Ralph Vaughan Williams. It is in our hymnal. It begins: “Come, 

my Way, my Truth, my Life: Such a Way, as gives us breath.” Such a way as gives 

us breath. Breathe it all in. Walk the path. Share it with your neighbors. 

  
The Call – George Herbert 

“Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
Such a Way, as gives us breath: 
Such a Truth, as ends all strife: 
Such a Life, as killeth death. 
 

Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength: 
Such a Light, as shows a feast: 
Such a Feast, as mends in length: 
Such a Strength, as makes his guest. 
 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Such a Joy, as none can move: 
Such a Love, as none can part: 
Such a Heart, as joyes in love.” 
 


