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Acts 2: 1-12 

When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all together in one place. 2And 

suddenly from heaven there came a sound like the rush of a violent wind, and it 

filled the entire house where they were sitting.3Divided tongues, as of fire, 

appeared among them, and a tongue rested on each of them. 4All of them were 

filled with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other languages, as the Spirit gave 

them ability. 

5Now there were devout Jews from every nation under heaven living in 

Jerusalem. 6And at this sound the crowd gathered and was bewildered, because 

each one heard them speaking in the native language of each.7Amazed and 

astonished, they asked, “Are not all these who are speaking Galileans? 8And how is 

it that we hear, each of us, in our own native language? 9Parthians, Medes, 

Elamites, and residents of Mesopotamia, Judea and Cappadocia, Pontus and 

Asia, 10Phrygia and Pamphylia, Egypt and the parts of Libya belonging to Cyrene, 

and visitors from Rome, both Jews and proselytes, 11Cretans and Arabs—in our 

own languages we hear them speaking about God’s deeds of power.” 12All were 

amazed and perplexed, saying to one another, “What does this mean?” 

Prayer 

Loving God, we thank you for the gift of your Spirit.  And we pray that you open 

our minds and prepare our hearts to receive your Spirit, regardless of the words 

spoken or unspoken in this hour.  Through Christ, we pray. Amen.  
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Professors of my seminary would donate from their collection to our library’s 

annual book sale. I found a treasure when I found a bible embossed with the name 

Samuel Escobar, one of my beloved professors who was a missiologist from Peru. 

It was a small, leatherbound bible that became my travel partner, and it 

accompanied me on my first international mission trip to southern Chile, where I 

met Raul. Raul was also a seminary student, so we had much to talk about, but his 

English was about as good as my Spanish – which was not good at all.  Seminary 

students love discussing theology, and we were the same, but we had no translator.  

Instead of theological debate, Raul and I settled on sharing our favorite bible 

verses with one another.  I would point to one of my favorite verses in my bible 

and Raul would be able to find the same verse in his bible so he could read the 

passage in Spanish, so he could understand it.  Then he would point out a favorite 

verse in his bible which I would then find and read in my English version.  

 

We did this for hours and our bibles, the Word, somehow deeply connected us with 

one another.  This was twenty years ago, and I can recall this sense of connection 

which superseded understanding.  That evening, as the sun set over the mountains 

and as darkness began creeping in, it was time for our limited conversation to come 

to an end.  As I closed my bible, the golden embossed name, Samuel Escobar, 

caught Raul’s attention.  Perplexed, he asked a two-word question that I 

understood; he asked “Samuel Escobar?” “Ah, he is my professor,” I replied in 

broken Spanish.  Raul got quiet.  His eyes welled up, and tears began flowing.  A 

translator helped me to understand Raul, who to my surprise stated to me that 

Samuel Escobar is his spiritual mentor.  I asked, “How do you know him?”  Raul 

clarified, he said he has never had the opportunity to meet him, but Dr. Escobar 

had mentored him through his publications.  Raul said he decided to enter 
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seminary after reading Dr. Escobar’s writings of connecting faith with action.  

Through his writing, Dr. Escobar mentored Raul, though they never met. 

 

Of course, I knew then why I carried Dr. Escobar’s bible to southern Chile.  

Through the translator I told Raul that this bible belonged in Dr. Escobar’s home 

continent, and I asked Raul to receive the bible as a gift and be a steward God’s 

Word.  I never learned how to say ‘bear hug’ in Spanish, but that is the gift I 

received from Raul.   

 

Again, I cannot explain the depth of connection I felt with Raul, and was amazed 

to have such a connection with neither a common culture nor a shared language.  I 

have had similar experiences each and every time I have opened myself to cross 

into a culture outside of my own.  I now refer to these experiences as Pentecost 

moments – moments of deep understanding beyond any logical understanding, 

connections regardless of language and cultural divide. Pentecost moments, as the 

Spirit continues the practice of drawing us toward one another. 

 

Today is Pentecost Sunday, a day we often refer to as the birth of the church 

because this day commemorates the receiving of the Holy Spirit.  As you recall, 

last week Jesus led the disciples toward a hilltop and before ascending to heaven, 

Jesus instructed them to remain in Jerusalem and await the gift of the Holy Spirit.  

In our dramatic text from Luke’s book of Acts, with allusions of creation the Spirit 

descends, and the disciples are filled with the Spirit. They begin speaking in 

different languages, different tongues.  To be clear, the Spirit was no tamed dove 

gently descending from heaven to the shoulders of the 150 or so who were 

gathered.  No, Luke says it was more like the rush of a violent wind that filled 

inside the home, and not only inside the home but inside the disciples themselves 
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as they began to speak other languages.  In this brief passage, Luke says twice that 

all were amazed. Not amazed as if they had just witnessed a magic trick.  Another 

translation could easily be, all were frightened by Spirit’s presence.   

 

We often refer to the Holy Spirit as the ‘Comforter,’ and certainly the Spirit 

comforts those in distress, but the Greek word is ‘paraclete’ and it means more 

than comforter.  Literally the word means ‘to come alongside another.’  On that 

day of Pentecost the Spirit came alongside the disciples and those who were 

gathered, enabling them to come alongside of one another.  Gathered alongside 

those disciples in Jerusalem was this eclectic group of sojourners, who traveled 

from every region and surrounding culture with multiple languages represented.  

Gathered alongside those disciples was a gathering of immigrants.   

 

Westminster, we have a history of Pentecost moments when the wind rushes 

through, and the Spirit comes alongside us and guides us to come alongside others.  

A bit over a century ago we opened the Westminster House to help immigrants 

settle into this city, and the Buffalo Federation of Neighborhood Centers carries 

this tradition of helping residents become rooted with the community.  A bit more 

than a decade ago some of you dreamed dreams to, once again, improve the lives 

of immigrant and refugee neighbors.  And the Spirit came alongside you as you 

established Westminster Economic Development Initiative, lovingly known as 

WEDI.  A ministry that not only helps neighbors navigate the divide between their 

first language and English, but teaches also the language of finance, and equity, 

and entrepreneurship, and community, and of valuing neighbor.  A ministry which 

puts to practice the approach of the paraclete, as WEDI journeys the long journey 

alongside others.  Be reminded, through your support via our Preserve the Pinnacle 
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campaign WEDI is expanding their reach into the east side of Main Street, and 

may we practice the approach of the ‘paraclete’ and come alongside their efforts.   

 

I do hope you were able to arrive to church early to tour our ENERGY space, a 

place which is full of Pentecost moments nearly any day of the week.  A place 

where children of WEDI’s programing gather with volunteers who come alongside 

them to help with homework lessons and to strengthen their reading, writing and 

English skills.  A sacred place where a volunteer may learn to greet a child in her 

first language to foster this idea of journeying alongside.  Some children within 

this congregation have benefitted directly from ENERGY, and some may argue 

that volunteers from this congregation have the greater benefit – they experience 

those Pentecost moments.    

 

Westminster, you have this history of journeying alongside others.  It is in our 

DNA, here.  It is who we are.  It is who we are called to be.  It is who we were 

created to be, through the power of the Holy Spirit.  Though it may not be in your 

language to state that ‘the Spirit of the Lord is upon me,’ as you journey alongside 

others, ‘the Spirit of the Lord is upon you.’  Those recently journeying along the 

Alali family, the Spirit of the Lord is upon you.  As the family opens themselves to 

welcome you, the Spirit of the Lord is upon them as well.  The Spirit of the Lord is 

upon the Etulo family, who years ago took the risk of inviting us to journey 

alongside them.  And congratulations to Donald who recently, incredibly graduated 

with his bachelor’s in health service management.  The Spirit of the Lord was upon 

you when you became a More Light congregation decades ago, helping to pave the 

way for the greater Church to repent and include fully into membership our 

LGBTQIA+ siblings.  And may the Spirit be upon you as you journey alongside 
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neighbors during this Pride Week.  Along with the Spirit, may we continue our 

journey alongside one another. 

 

To come alongside another – Paraclete – the Holy Spirit.  Luke tells us on that first 

Pentecost, all were amazed and perplexed.  Through the Spirit, God united those 

gathered in a new way, beyond any one of their dreams.  God proved to be greater 

than they could have ever imagined.  With their understanding of God expanded, 

the reach of God expanded beyond those speaking only Hebrew.  Amazed and 

perplexed, they began saying to one another, what does this mean?  On this 

Pentecost, be amazed and perplexed, asking what does this mean?  For the Spirit of 

the Lord is upon you. 

 

In the name the one who creates, who redeems, who joins alongside.  Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 


