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The First Peoples had already encountered the Creator 
God before the arrival of the colonisers; the Spirit was 
already in the land revealing God to the people 
through law, custom and ceremony. 
 
––from the Revised Preamble to the UCA Constitution 
 

Like this year’s celebration of Easter Resurrection that 

fell in the midst of fear and our first days of isolation, 

we will now ironically observe Pentecost Day as the 

church scattered, ungathered in the usual way. There 

will be no myriad shades of red clothing in church 

buildings, no spirited songs and hymns sung in one 

voice, no affirmation of who we are in our 

togetherness. 

 

So, what might it be to open ourselves to the 

promptings of the Spirit in this season of waiting, 

when we cannot simply return to what was––nor may 

we want to––and what will be is still unfolding? 

 

What is the meaning of Pentecost, the gifting of the 

Holy Spirit who emboldens and directs us for loving 

action, in this between and betwixt time? 

 

How shall we celebrate this day when some are feeling 

dispirited and flattened by too much inactivity, screen 

time, and the stress of a constantly changing 

landscape? 

 

At the same time that the Church celebrates 

Pentecost, we are also observing Reconciliation Week 

in our country. Among other things, this week raises 

our awareness of and gratitude for the insights and 

wisdom of the First Peoples as we seek a more 

common destiny together. In the ancient culture of 

the original custodians, I encounter a people who 

know how to wait with intent. I see it in the patient 

stillness needed for the hunt, the gentle, well-timed 

burnings that keep the land healthy and safe, the 

prayerful focus of the artists placing dots on a canvas, 

and in the slow but steady determination for 

recognition and justice.  

Might these and other images point us towards what 

it means to be receptive to the Spirit of God, not just 

in this waiting time but at 

all times? For in these 

snapshots, I hear and see 

an invitation to be 

hospitable to dreams and 

visions from Creator God 

through an attentive, 

open-hearted silence, an 

active waiting for what 

will be to emerge rather 

than a pressing forth or 

insistence on our own way.  

 

I have spoken before about my daylong Walk on 

Country experience last year during Reconciliation 

Week. The event had a two-fold purpose––to expose 

participants to a creation story of the Ngarrindjeri 

people within its place in the land and to raise support 

for one of its young leaders, Sean Weetra, to go on 

pilgrimage to the Taize community in France.  

 

Beyond these stated purposes, what I noticed clearly 

was the alternative space and pace that Sean bore as 

host. As we made our way from Murray Bridge to 

Tailem Bend to Lake Alexandria and the Coorong, what 

he embodied, and therefore invited us into, was a 

wholistic, grounded experience. I got the sense that 

Sean wished for us to smell the air, gaze out quietly on 

the water, get the feel of each place which is part of 

the story itself. There was no rushing here. No pre-

determined agenda or outcome.  

 

In contrast, we as Second People seemed bamboozled 

by the spaciousness at times––What’s happening 

now? What are we meant to be doing? We would 

periodically look at our watches or spend the waiting 

time checking our phones and taking photographs. It 

took us awhile to let go of the drive to make something 

in particular happen, and some of us never were able 

to enter the space and pace reflected by Sean.  



For upon exiting our cars, we would locate Sean and 

take the fastest, shortest path to him in order to 

huddle around for our next instalment. This was, after 

all, the point, wasn’t it? 

 

Whenever Sean paused in his presentation, so-called 

questions were often immediately fired to prompt him 

to talk about the injustices and suffering of his people. 

I say so-called because it seemed to me the 

questioners already knew the answers. Sean’s half-

hearted responses suggested to me he may have had 

feelings about being distracted––or worse, contained–

–by the motivation behind their questions. 

 

In reflecting on this experience now, it is my growing 

conviction that the Spirit is manifested to us within the 

space and pace demonstrated by Sean that day. To be 

open and receptive to the Spirit requires an 

attentiveness made possible by an inner freedom that 

is continually detaching from and letting go of any 

particular outcome or preference.  

 

To be responsive to the force of Spirit, then, entails 

that we be grounded and sober, awake and alert to the 

stirrings within and without. It is quite a different way 

of being than our usual mode of detailed planning that 

hopes to mitigate risk, lag time and possible intrusion.  

 

But might our careful and orchestrated ways of being  

sometimes leave too little room for the Spirit to 

breathe and move? Might we be too absorbed in and 

focused on what we’re doing to notice the Spirit’s 

initiatives and be able to respond with a certain 

amount of spontaneity and even risk?   

 

In speaking of her 

experience of being 

moved by the Spirit, 

Hildegard of Bingen said, 

“I am a feather on the 

breath of God.” A 

feather! Have you ever 

seen one floating in the 

air? Hildegard speaks of a responsivity that takes her 

well beyond anything set in stone or the inflexibility of 

habitual behaviours, customs and ways of relating. 

It is reminiscent of the shattering of expectation that 

happened on the first Pentecost Day as told by Luke-

Acts. For generations, during the Festival of Weeks, 

the devout immersed themselves in what they 

understood faithfulness to mean––obedience to the 

law of Moses and to Torah. They prayed all night for 

the law to be newly inscribed on their hearts and for 

the nation of Israel to be restored to its former glory.   

 

What a surprise to hear the roar of Spirit come upon 

them like the rush of winter wind, to feel the flow of 

the Holy One within and around them inspiring them 

to take up Jesus’ ministry of love in the way of Jesus––

that is, showing up, being fully present, and 

responding to the Spirit’s impulse in each situation, 

every day. 

 

So, as we celebrate Pentecost Day with the fresh 

perspective these days are bringing, what might it be 

for you to be like a feather on the breath of God? 

Where is the Spirit blowing you and inviting you to be 

just now? Where are you finding occasions to love and 

serve? Of what might you need to let go in order to be 

free to move with the Spirit? What does it look like for 

you to wait with intent on the Spirit within the various 

situations of your life at this time? 

 

 

 

Holy Wisdom, Soaring Power, 

encompass us  

with wings unfurled, 

and carry us,  

encircling all, 

above, below, 

and through the world. 

 

––Hildegard of Bingen 

 


