
 

 

Ordinary prophets 

Acts 2:1-18 

May 24, 2015 

 

 A couple of weeks ago, I think I heard a prophet speak.  This prophet likely would not 

have considered herself a prophet.  She didn’t use “Thus saith the Lord,” that Old Testament 

prophets like Amos prefaced their words with.  In fact, she didn’t even use the word God.  

But I think she was a prophet, and that, in her own way, she was inspired by God to speak God’s 

word.  And the essence of her word was, “Stop it.” 

 The prophet’s name was Shauna Hunt, a reporter for a Toronto television station.  On 

May 10, Shauna was outside a soccer stadium, with her camera man, interviewing fans as they 

exited the game.  In the middle of an interview, a young man passing by stuck his head into 

her microphone.  He yelled a vulgar, sexually loaded expression and ran away.  At that 

moment Shauna noticed a group of guys standing around watching and laughing.  She broke 

off her interview and approached them.  Camera running, she asked, “Were you guys waiting 

around to say that “expression” to me live on TV?”  “Yeah, ha ha.”  “That’s a disgusting thing 

to say. It’s degrading to women.”   “I don’t care, it is *** funny.”  “Well,” Shauna retorted, 

“When you talk into my microphone and say that into my camera to viewers of my station, it is 

disrespectful.”   

 That evening Shauna’s encounter aired on the television station, and went viral.  In the 

weeks that have followed, many female reporters from different news agencies—and some 

male reporters also—have come forward to share similar experiences of being subjected to 

obscenities and humiliations while on the air.  On CBC news, a sober Peter Mansbridge asked 

a panel of media experts, “What does this say about us as a society?”  One panel member 

wondered why no one else has stepped up to these people who are flinging the vulgarities, and 

tell them, ‘that’s not appropriate, it’s not funny, it’s not cool.”  Another observed that with 

today’s social media, abuse has become the norm.  Not only vulgarities yelled into 

microphones, but online bullying, and hateful remarks in the comment sections in newspapers.  

And, said this commentator, we’ve been socialized to accept this abuse, to excuse it by saying, 

‘Oh, it’s only a joke, take it easy, don’t make an issue of it.’ 

 But Shauna Hunt did make an issue of it.  You see, prophets make issues of things most 

people let pass.  “This kind of vulgarity isn’t a joke,” she shot back at her taunters.  “It’s 

degrading, it’s abusive, so stop it!”  As far as I know, Shauna Hunt is not a religious person.  

Chances are that she is not in church this morning celebrating Pentecost. Nevertheless, for me, 

she was a prophet.  To my ears, because it challenged a practice that was hurting people, the 

word that she spoke was a word from the Lord. 

 When the Spirit comes on Pentecost, people speak.  Ordinary people.  Our Pentecost 

story talks the Spirit of God coming to ordinary people, and coming to everyone— young men, 

old men, women, slaves even.  Today we might call them fruit farmers, IT workers, massage 

therapists, shop employees, schoolteachers, news reporters, janitors, lawn care workers, 

homemakers, retired persons.  And when the Spirit comes, they stand up and prophesy.  To 



prophesy simply means to speak the word of God into a concrete, practical situation that a 

person or a society faces, to speak words of judgment and grace from God into nitty-gritty, 

real-life places of injustice and pain and need.  Everyone touched by the Spirit of Pentecost is 

given the gift of prophetic speech—“I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh,” says Peter, quoting 

from the prophet Joel, “and they shall prophesy.”  At Pentecost, God’s Spirit turns ordinary 

people into ordinary prophets. 

 It can be challenging, even hazardous, to be a prophet.  Many people, including church 

people, don’t like to hear prophets speak.  That’s because a prophet, while sometimes 

encouraging and consoling, is often disturbing and disruptive.  We heard in our scripture 

reading that when the disciples begin to speak like prophets in the streets of Jerusalem, 

pretty much everyone is “bewildered,” “amazed” and “astonished,” at their words of God’s 

mighty deeds in Jesus.  “Ha, they’re drunk,” the scoffers say.  “They’re crazy.  Don’t take 

them seriously.” 

  Yet, on Pentecost, it’s not just the salaried pastor, but ordinary people, timid people, 

people who might never be found up here as a worship leader or scripture reader, who begin to 

speak words from the Lord.  That’s because God says, “I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, 

and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.”  All flesh?  Our sons and daughters?  Me 

too?  Who me, a prophet?  Yes, you. 

 Your friend has been terribly depressed.  You can understand reasons for her 

depression.   She has gotten back a set of dismal marks from her first semester.  Her 

boyfriend has ditched her.  Her depression seems deep and frightening.  You urge her to get 

some professional help.  And then you added something like this: "I guess we have never 

talked about spiritual things before, but I want you to know that I believe that Jesus loves you.  

He has helped me through crises in my own life, and I believe he can help you through this.  

Would you like to pray together?"  Your friend does, and she later tells you that the prayer 

and your concern helped.  Amazing.  You are sort of shy and unassuming, you can't recall 

when you had ever talked to somebody about your faith so freely.  How did it happen?  “I 

will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 You have a good friend who has forsaken his or her marriage vows, who has been 

unfaithful in the marriage, who has taken another partner.  What would you say to a friend 

like that?  Anything?  You could say, "Well, it's none of my business," or, "I guess they are 

thinking that they doing the right thing."  But you, who don’t have the habit of intruding into 

other people’s lives, sit down and write your friend a letter.  You tell him or her that you are 

disappointed in them, that what they have done is wrong, that they have broken their marriage 

vows and also violated the trust that others had placed in them.  It takes courage to prophesy 

like that.  You may have just lost a friend.  Why do you do it?  “I will pour out my Spirit on 

all flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 You see a kid in your school, or on the sidewalk outside, getting bullied by a group of 

kids.  You don’t know this kid.  And you are not the kind of person who likes to get involved 

in conflict.  But you are troubled by what you see.  You walk up and insert yourself between 

the kid and the bullies and say to them, “This isn’t cool.  Stop it.”  Why do you that?  It’s not 

your responsibility.  “I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your sons and your daughters 

shall prophesy.” 



 In your workplace something unethical is going on.  Some of your colleagues are 

cheating on the job—maybe going shopping on company time, or are abusing other colleagues.  

You feel pressure to join in.  Or maybe your boss is asking you to do something that is not 

right.  And normally you would, because you tend to be a conformist, and do what it takes to 

get along.  But not today.  Today, at the risk of becoming unpopular, you let them know that 

you cannot participate in that kind of activity.  How do you find it in you to do that?  “I will 

pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 Someone you know has just told their family that he or she is gay.  Coming out of the 

closet for this person has not been easy.  His or her parents had screamed, saying that their 

hearts had been broken, and that this child should not set foot in their house again.  You 

yourself have mixed feelings and serious reservations and questions about various gay issues.  

But something moves you to put your arm around him or her and to say, "I am sorry that 

happened to you.  Your parents probably love you, but they also probably don't know how to 

love you at this moment.  I believe that God loves you as a treasured creation.  Please know 

that, remember that, and cling to that."  How do you, who do not go around hanging your 

faith on your sleeve, say something like that?  “I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your 

sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 Since Sept. 11, 2001, and especially since the attack on Parliament in Ottawa last 

October, concern about terrorism is in the air.  That includes suspicion of bearded and 

olive-skinned young men from the Middle East, and of women who wear hijabs.  To the 

disapproval of some of your family and work colleagues, who mutter about these “foreigners,” 

you reached out to some Muslims in your community, trying to build some relationships. 

Maybe you befriend the Iraqi guy who runs the gas bar.  They want to know why you are 

doing that.  You say that you want to work for peace, and somewhere along the way you 

might even mention the name of Jesus.  You, who are not given to social activism, where do 

you get the conviction, the courage, to stand out?  “I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and 

your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 You have a vision for your church.  You’d like to see your congregation come out of 

itself, reach out to its neighbors, be more like the salt and light of Jesus in the place where it 

lives.  You’re not used to speaking up much at church meetings.  But at this meeting you do.  

You stand up and share your vision.  Why?  “I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your 

sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 And finally, your church decides to address some kind of need in its community—let’s 

say an “out of the cold” program, like the Stirling Avenue Mennonite Church in Kitchener has 

done.  Not everybody is happy with this move, some of the neighbors are upset.  But the 

majority of the congregation decides it’s something God is calling them to do.  How does your 

church come to make such a change in its life, to open its doors, literally, to the stranger?  ““I 

will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy.” 

 On the first Pentecost, the Spirit of God comes like a rushing wind, like flames of fire.  

It disrupts, it burns, it enlightens, it spreads, it cannot be contained.  It’s a wind and fire that is 

poured out on all flesh, and moves them to prophesy.  On secular people out there, like 

climate scientists, who warn that our world is nearing an ecological tipping point.  On people 

like Shauna Hunt, who say, “Stop it.”   



 And the wind and fire of Pentecost come upon very common, sometimes shy people in 

here who might feel they don’t have much to say—on sons, daughters, young men, old men, 

slaves.  And that Spirit prompts them to prophesy.  It’s quite a miracle, Pentecost--ordinary 

people, becoming ordinary prophets, because they have been touched and moved, and 

inspired and caught up, and knocked down and run over by the Spirit of God. 


