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 It’s been nearly 12 years since I moved to East Tennessee.  

And I’ll never forget one of the early reminders I wasn’t in the 

Midwest anymore was the relative absence here of wind.   

 It was a striking difference.  You all probably don’t 

remember the last week of July 2014 like I do.  It was the week of 

a major transition for my family and me.  And when we arrived 

here that week, it was unseasonably cool for July, and the wind 

was negligible.  It was heavenly.  And while the heat did ramp 

back up to normal late summer temps as I recall, the noticeable 

lack of wind compared to the wind we left behind in Iowa and 

Nebraska was obvious. 

  Across acres and acres of farmland and prairie in the 

Midwest, wind is just felt more easily.  Wind turbines in recent 

decades have popped up everywhere to take advantage of 

consistently blustery conditions in all seasons of the year and turn 

that wind into energy.   

 Wind there, unrestrained by mountains or heavy tree lines 

comparatively, will rock idling cars, leave yards dotted with tree 

limbs, and cause the need for one’s long hair to be constantly 

pulled back (fortunately, I’ve never had that need). 

 There are even road signs there to remind you of the danger 

of wind.  I was reminded about one of them this week in 

something I read.  The sign is placed along Interstate 80 in 

Nebraska, at mile marker 291.  The sign tells drivers, particularly 

in high-profile vehicles, “Watch for wind on overpass.” 



 For the safety of drivers, especially those driving those big 

trucks, caution is needed so that vehicles aren’t toppled over at 

higher elevations. 

 In thinking about that sign more deeply, though, we really 

can’t watch the wind.  We can’t see it.  We only see evidence of it:  

trees swaying, kites flying, faces wincing, flags waving, leaves 

blowing. 

 And in the extreme case of a mighty, rushing wind like a 

tornado or a hurricane, the effects of wind that we see are more 

than recognizable.  They are pronounced. 

 While we can’t watch the wind, we can watch for it.  We can 

and should be open to where and when it might blow.  Storm 

forecasters make it their profession.  Anticipating where and 

when it might appear can help people prepare for its effects. 

  Watch for the wind. 

 You know, on the day of Pentecost, the disciples were 

gathered somewhere amid the temple precincts (the disciples 

were never far from the temple).  And all of a sudden, the sound 

of a mighty wind filled the house where they were sitting.  And 

Luke tells us that amid the tongues of fire placed upon all of them 

and the others in their vicinity, they were filled with the Holy 

Spirit.  And started to speak in their native tongues.  

 People were confused, as much or more so as you and I 

would be confused if everybody here today started speaking in a 

different language. 

 And amid their confusion, Peter gets everybody’s attention 

and quotes the prophet Joel and assures them that the Holy Spirit 

is indeed at play here.  For God would pour out the Spirit on all 

flesh. 



  The winds were blowing that day, indicating that the Spirit 

was at work. 

 If nothing else, I’ll bet the disciples and the other Jews who 

witnessed this amazing event, from that day on, would’ve been 

looking for the Spirit—at least more so than they had been. The 

sound of a rushing wind, tongues of fire, everybody speaking 

differently—yeah, that’s an attention-getter that prepares one for 

being on guard for it to do amazing things again. 

  The Holy Spirit—the presence of Jesus Christ today—has not 

gone away.  We don’t hear many stories of dramatic events like 

this one, but the Spirit is no less present and no less eager to 

reveal its effects today.   

 We should simply commit ourselves to looking for it, to 

watch for the wind.  Bible scholar Matthew Skinner writes, 

“Peter’s brand of prophecy is interpretation: naming the ways 

and places where God’s salvation is realized, where God’s 

presence and influence can be encountered.” 

 Watching for the wind of the Spirit is “naming the ways and 

places where God’s salvation is realized, where God’s presence 

and influence can be encountered.” 

 In the last few weeks, we’ve had a couple graduations in our 

families and have been exposed to graduates in different places 

and the successes their families and friends have been celebrating. 

 Last weekend, it was Farragut High School.  And one of the 

members of its class of 2026 is a young woman with special 

needs.  And I observed how her classmates accepted her as one of 

their own, how they showed grace and inclusion amid her 

differences.  In award convocations, in baccalaureate and 

commencement ceremonies, she was one of them despite the 



markers that made her different.  God’s influence was 

encountered there.  The wind of the Spirit was blowing. 

 I had a conversation recently with the head of a local 

homeowner’s association who told me of a meeting he had with a 

contractor who was scheduled to do some work for the HOA.  

And this person could tell that the young man seemed distracted 

and more than a bit sullen compared to his recent conversations 

with him.  And this HOA homeowner took the initiative to ask 

him if there was something bothering him.  And the young man 

got emotional, broke down in tears, and told him that his ex-wife 

was going to court that afternoon to ask a judge to take away his 

visitation rights with their son.  It was devastating to him, and he 

couldn’t possibly imagine not seeing his son. 

 Moved with emotion himself, this homeowner whom the 

young man barely knew, volunteered to be a listening ear and a 

shoulder to cry on as he moved through this process.  A stranger 

taking the initiative to console another person in need—God’s 

influence was encountered there.  The wind of the Spirit was 

blowing. 

 And in recent weeks, I’ve been in tune with the results of the 

Fresh Look 2 campaign to refresh our worship and narthex 

spaces.  You all have committed in great numbers to this work, far 

exceeding the Session’s initial goals for the campaign (I’m hoping 

that you’ll receive a detailed update either next Sunday or the 

Sunday after from the campaign leadership). 

  This overwhelming generosity has me wondering what the 

Spirit is up to.  And it has convinced me the Spirit is active in our 

midst in a way that goes beyond static presence of comfort and 

peace.  It seems God’s influence through this effort is validating 

our future place in our community as one of love for God and 



neighbor and a commitment to going deeper both in our service 

and in our personal and collective faith developments.  It’s like 

God is saying to us, “Go, you Presbyterians, and continue to be 

my church in this place.  This place needs you.”  God’s influence 

has been encountered through this campaign.  The wind of the 

Spirit has been blowing. 

 Each of us has the ability to be watching for the wind of the 

Spirit—its influence and proof of God’s active presence.  For 

perhaps it’s more predictable that we would take notice of it in a 

place and amid a community like this.  But outside our family 

here, the Spirit is bringing possibility and hope.  Where have you 

seen it? 

  A couple days ago, Mary Ellen and Thom Haig and I 

wrapped the colored fabric around the two large pillars on each 

side of the chancel.  They’re wrapped with red, gold, and orange 

fabric to symbolize the coming of the Spirit at Pentecost. 

  When we finished, Mary Ellen, who has a keen eye for how 

visuals can impact a worship service or a theater production, 

made an observation.  As she looked at both pillars she 

discovered that we had started wrapping the fabric from the top 

of each pillar in an outward direction—away from the center of 

the chancel.  None of us had planned it that way, and I don’t 

know as though Mary Ellen thought anything of it. 

 I kept thinking about that, though, that the winds or flames 

of the Spirit embodied in that fabric seemed to be headed 

outward first, in a way that suggested the Spirit is not 

encountered only by us in predictable ways and in predictable 

spaces.  Instead, it is alive and unrestrained—able to penetrate 

even the most unlikely places and impacts in ways we can’t 

understand or predict. 



 We can’t see the wind, but we can watch for it.  We can’t see 

the Spirit, but we can watch for it.  We can and should look for the 

evidence, ways in which God’s influence is presented and felt.  

Through it, God is here. Christ is here.  Love and hope are here. 


