Pentecost Prose Poem
by Graham Kings

It seems to me that the Holy Spirit may appropriately be called 'He’ or 'She’, but
not 'It’, for the Spirit is profoundly personal not a simple force. For a change,
let’s try 'She’.

She bubbles like a spring, tumbles like a waterfall, meanders like a
river and welcomes us like the sea. You may as well try to bottle the
wind as capture her. She is wild and unrestrained, surprising and
unpredictable, yet true to her character and utterly reliable. She is
reticent and reflective, giving glory to the Son and the Father.

Like the wild desert wind she drives and scorches. Like the oil of the olive tree
she heals and soothes. In a still, small voice she speaks and questions. The
contemptuous proud she resists and brings down. The humble poor she supports
and uplifts. Our imagination she enlarges and stretches. Our humdrum existence
she enlightens and enlivens. Who can resist the draw of her calling to come to
Christ and delight in God?

She does not force and manipulate, but coaxes and draws. She inspires,
enthuses, interprets and invigorates. She warns and reminds, convicts and
convinces. She brings joy and delight, depth and sorrow, a feast in want and
fasting in plenty.

She does not ingratiate but delivers grace. She does not calculate but risks
adventure. She does not rest on her heels but is fleet of foot. She is not
sedentary but agile, not ponderous but quicksilver. All who know her, love her,
for she loves the Son and the Father.
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