A quiet and reflective way to retell the story of the Pentecost

Props that would be helpful:
- A box that is fastened securely (doesn't
look like it wants opening)
- A mat/cloth to tell the story on
- Characters (Jesus, a range of disciples,
'hearers' of the disciples in the street, 2
characters in white robes)
- A box (or similar) to represent a room
- A green cloth and small box for a hill
- Grey cloth for a street
- A candle and matches

Beneath is one possible way of retelling
the events of Pentecost. Telling a story is a
personal thing and you may well want to
do it differently, with a different emphasis,
using your own creativity.
I have split it into chunks, with a new
action or prop for each chunk, to aid
memory. Possible "I wonder..." questions
are in italics.

Introducing the story
Bring the story box to the middle of the circle. I wonder what sort of story is hidden in
here? It looks rather like it has been shut away and does not want to be discovered. I
wonder why that is? I'll open the box very cautiously in case there is something scary or
dreadful inside. Fetch out the material/rug/cloth upon which you will tell the story. This
story happened over 2000 years ago, just after Jesus' death.
Bring out the box
Get out the disciples and place them inside the box. Here are some friends. Their best
friend has just been arrested and killed brutally by the authorities so these guys are hiding.
They are scared that they are going to be next. They're also grieving. Their friend was an
amazing guy and they had each given up so much to follow him and be his close and
special friends. And now he is dead. He had been the leader. What were they to do without
him? They were so used to following along. Finger the disciples and move them around
the room as you reflect: I wonder what questions and sad thoughts which of them was
dwelling on as they stayed, hidden away in this room together? How would they make a
living now?
Introduce Jesus
Here's the dead friend. Only something very special and bizarre happened to him. He
died, but then came back to life again. And he wasn't like a ghost. He met up with people
and talked with them, and shared food with them. Lifting him into the room comment on
how he appeared many times to his closest friends to reassure them and comfort them.
This really messed with their emotions, and their understanding of the world and who their
friend, their leader was. Turn the disciples to greet and react to Jesus. I wonder how this
reappearance made these friends feel? Did it make them feel just happy or did it put them
on edge at all or put questions in their minds?
Put down a small box and cover it with a green cloth (to represent a hill)
One day they all set out from the room and walked out of the city into the nearby
countryside and up a hill. I wonder what the friends were thinking as they walked? They
had got used to having their leader back amongst them, but recently he had been saying
some strange things that were hard to understand. Things that were a bit troubling. Keep
moving the characters along and up the hill. He had told them that they were to wait in
Jerusalem, the place they were afraid to be. He told them that they would receive power

from on high, when God the Holy Spirit would come upon them. It sounded like he might
not be around for that much longer because he wanted them to be witnesses and tell
people all the things they had seen and heard. But this was a frightening prospect when all
they really wanted to do was hide. None of the friends wanted to die a nasty death like
their leader had. And they couldn't help but think about that as they walked. I wonder what
other memories of walks they had taken together flooded back? They had spent a lot of
time over the last three years walking, and talking and sharing together.
Lift Jesus up and put him away back in the box
Something very strange happened on top of the hill. Perhaps the friends should have
expected it. After all, strange things had happened over the years on other hills. Once they
had seen their leader feed 5000 people with only a few loaves and some fish. Another time
they had seen him seem to shine in such an unnatural way, and then chat to Moses and
Elijah - heroes of the faith who had died thousands of years beforehand. Anyway whether
it was because of all the recent trauma or whatever, they simply hadn't thought to expect
anything. Silly really. But all of a sudden he seemed to lift up and a cloud took him out of
sight and was no longer there. Jesus, their friend, their newly alive friend was gone. Plain
gone. And they hadn't even say goodbye properly!
Place two characters in white robes on the hill
As the friends were standing, staring up into the sky, trying to make sense of it all, they
suddenly became aware that two men had joined them. They too were looking up into the
sky, but didn't seem surprised by the events. They asked the friends why they were looking
up into heaven. They seemed to also know Jesus and said that one day in the future he
would return in a very similar way to how he had left. It was all really rather mysterious. But
then again, many of the things they had watched Jesus do had been mysterious. And
always he spoke and acted with such confidence. There wasn't any point in hanging
around on the hill so the friends turned round and headed back into the city, back to their
room, their hideout. What did it all mean? What next? They still weren't popular in the city,
so they decided it would be best to keep a low profile. Best to keep themselves to
themselves whilst they waited to see what might happen next.
Place all the disciples back into the box representing the room
One day as they were gathered together, the friends heard a sound like strong wind. (Blow
on the scene.) But it wasn't outside, it seemed to come from nowhere and fill the whole
room. And straight after (light a candle) it was followed by tongues of fire. It looked like the
flames were settling on everyone's head. It was totally bizarre. Not in a scary way. Just in a
way that was so unexpected and yet so right and so unbelievable. They turned to each
other to talk and share the moment, the strangeness, but out came words of other
languages. The words felt familiar, and yet where had they come from?
Lay down and piece of grey cloth to represent the street outside
This wasn't something to keep to themselves. Suddenly the sadness and the pain of the
previous weeks, the fear and the wondering all seemed to make sense and find its right
place. A new sense of peace and purpose washed over each of the friends. Outside a
crowd was gathering in the street. (Start setting more characters on the street.) The friends
went out to meet them and explain, each still speaking in the new language they had been
given. It was a strange gathering in the street. People were there from countries across the
world because they were in the city for the festival celebrations that were happening. Each
person could hear one of the friends talking in their language. It didn't make sense but was
wonderful nonetheless. And as Peter spoke, explaining what the friends had all seen and
heard and been a part of during the past few years, things started to make sense to the

listeners. That day, many more people joined the friends and became worshippers of God
with them. Pause.
I wonder...
I wonder which part of the story had you most excited?
I wonder which part of the story you would have most wanted to be present for and see for
yourself?
I wonder which part of the story you find most difficult to believe and why?
I wonder what questions this story has left you wanting to ask?

