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I remember it like it was yesterday.  It was August of 2009.  Leticia and I had just gotten married 
and then 14 days later landed in South Korea to  spend the first year of our marriage teaching 
English in the public school system in a suburb to the North of Seoul called Paju.   
 
When we landed at the airport in Seoul we were met by a driver who led us to a car and 
unexpectedly drove us to a hotel in Paju.   
 
We struggled to communicate with our driver but after a few phone calls we eventually figured 
out we would spend the next 7 days in quarantine because of the H1N1 virus.  7 days later we 
were picked up and driven to our new apartment where we would live for the next year.   
 
We weren’t sure how exactly the apartment would be paid for.  We didn’t know how to get 
Korean phones and internet.  We needed furniture but weren’t sure how to go about getting it or 
how to get it to our apartment.  We talked to lots of people who were incredibly helpful and 
gracious and generous but we struggled to understand each other.   
 
We found our way to a grocery store and walked around trying to look at pictures on boxes and 
touch and smell fruit and vegetables to figure out what exactly we were getting.  Then, on our 
way back to the apartment, we both heard something and stopped immediately.  We looked at 
each other to make sure we had both heard the same thing.   
 
Then we heard it again, “hello, are you new here?” We turned and were met by Bron and Ewald, 
a South African couple who had arrived to teach English about 6 months before us and lived in 
the same building as us.  We began to chat and a weight was lifted as for the first time in a 
couple of weeks we were acknowledged and recognized in a way that was familiar to us, in a 
language that was familiar to us so we could understand each other, and, at least for a moment, 
we felt like we belonged, we felt home.   
 
It’s a feeling I felt again when I talked to my friend Travis about my anxiety and learned I wasn’t 
alone in those sometimes uncontrollable spirals that lead me to dark places.   
And again when my dad who knew nothing about soccer and probably wished I would have 
chosen literally any other sport, came to my games and cheered louder than anybody else, 
albeit not always at the right times… 
 
And again in a conversation with Tish last Sunday as we talked about life with little ones at 
home during this pandemic and realizing I’m not alone in feeling constantly exhausted and like 
I’m failing in so many areas and being reminded some days just making it through the day with 
everybody in one piece is enough.   
 
Have you ever had that experience or that feeling?  Of being acknowledged and recognized and 
understood in a way that you know you matter, in a way that meets you where you are so you 
know you belong, you know you are home?   
 
I imagine the Parthians, Mesopotamians and Cappadocians and so many other Jewish folks 
living as immigrants or visitors in Jerusalem, might have had those feelings as, unexpectedly, 



they begin to hear their native languages, some for perhaps the first time in years.  Clearly there 
was some disbelief and confusion, but at the same time they were amazed and surprised and I 
imagine filled with joy, as, at least for a moment, they felt like they belonged again, they were 
home.   
 
One of the miracles and messages of this Pentecost thing we celebrate each year, this 
unleashing of the Holy Spirit that marks the birth of the church, is about a God who 
acknowledges and recognizes us and meets us where we are, who understands us to our very 
core, and who seeks to journey with us toward something new and beautiful.    
 
A God who challenges these disciples who have been living in this weird liminal space after the 
resurrection, they are somewhat in hiding, enjoying some final moments with Jesus, asking 
Jesus if it’s finally time for the kindom of Israel to be restored and Jesus exclaims no, you are 
worrying about the wrong things, there is work to do, and then Jesus ascends and the angels 
remind the disciples again, there is work to do, why are you standing there looking toward 
heaven. 
 
 
they head back to their houses wondering what’s next and vote on who is going to replace 
Judas and then this crazy moment, people are gathered from all over for this Jewish festival of 
Shavuot, and this wild Holy Spirit shows up reminding them yet again there is work to do and 
showing them the scope of the work, the scope of God’s grace and love, is so much greater 
than they could imagine.  The Holy Spirit shows the disciples just how radically inclusive the 
kindom of God is meant to be 
acknowledging and recognizing these Jewish people from across the world and crying out to 
them in their own language so they know beyond a shadow of a doubt they are welcome and at 
home in God’s kindom.      
 
This Pentecost miracle shows us God and the church cannot be put in a box.  This work of the 
Holy Spirit is uncomfortable and disturbing because it begs the question is there anywhere, or 
anyone, on whom such a Spirit won’t blow?  And like Job refusing to go to Nineveh that makes 
me uncomfortable because, I don’t want the Spirit to blow me in certain directions and perhaps 
at times I don’t think the Spirit should be blowing on certain people.   
 
But being a Jesus follower amidst this fierce howling fiery wind will blow the church, and each of 
us, to encounters with God’s grace and love in unexpected places with unexpected people as 
this Spirit challenges and invites us to meet others where they are so they might feel at home in 
the embrace of their Creator.   
 
In a reflection on this Pentecost text Amy G. Oden, a Professor at Saint Paul School of 
Theology, asks a question that gets to the core of this Pentecost miracle.  What language would 
you speak in your missional location, if you were filled with the Holy Spirit? How might those 
outside your congregation hear their mother tongue and be welcomed home?  Can we ask the 
Holy Spirit to gift us with such native languages? 
 
And people of God, particularly white folks, this week, I can’t help but feel the Spirit blowing and 
hear the Spirit crying out that we need to be listening to and learning the languages of our black 
and brown siblings.  We need to do the hard work of antiracism.   
 
From George Floyd in Minneapolis to Christian Cooper in New York City to Breonna Taylor in 
Kentucky to Dreasjon reed in Indiana to Daemon Shepard in North Carolina to Ahmaud Arbery 



in Georgia and so many more the Spirit of God is weeping as the kindom of God is being 
robbed of life after life of our siblings of color by racist systems of power and oppression and 
people who are complicit in those racist systems by our silent acceptance of the privileges they 
afford us.  
  
These systems thrive on our understanding people of color as dangerous and threatening and 
we are programmed to feel as such in all kinds of subtle and not so subtle ways.  They thrive on 
white folks protesting with assault rifles being called good people and people of color protesting 
being feared.  They thrive on us passing judgment and dismissing those rioting as thugs rather 
than remembering how we celebrate the Boston Tea Party in our history books and wrestling 
with what conditions might lead someone to riot.  And it’s so important that we wrestle with this 
because how can we be the church that the Spirit of God breathed life into on Pentecost when 
the breath of life is being driven from a black man’s lungs by the weight of the sin of racism?  
 
Preparing for this sermon this week I was reminded of the words from Dr. Martin Luther King 
Jr.,   
 
“a riot is the language of the unheard. And what is it America has failed to hear…It has failed to 
hear that the promises of freedom and justice have not been met. And it has failed to hear that 
large segments of white society are more concerned about tranquility and the status quo than 
about justice and humanity...” -Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. “The Other America” Grosse Pointe 
High School March 14, 1968 
 
“I have almost reached the regrettable conclusion that the Negro's great stumbling block in his 
stride toward freedom is not the White Citizen's Counciler or the Ku Klux Klanner, but the white 
moderate, who is more devoted to "order" than to justice; who prefers a negative peace which is 
the absence of tension to a positive peace which is the presence of justice; who constantly 
says: ‘I agree with you in the goal you seek, but I cannot agree with your methods of direct 
action’; who paternalistically believes he can set the timetable for another man's freedom; who 
lives by a mythical concept of time and who constantly advises the Negro to wait for a ‘more 
convenient season.’” -Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. “Letter from a Birmingham Jail” April 16, 1963 
 
“And so we must still face the fact that our nation's summers of riots are caused by our nations 
winters of delay. As long as justice is postponed we always stand on the verge of these darker 
nights of social disruption.” -Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. “The Other America” Grosse Pointe High 
School March 14, 1968 
 
 
So what do we do?  Where do we start?   
 
I can’t and won’t presume to answer that for our siblings of color, but for us white folks, I think 
the big picture of the work we can do falls into 3 categories that kind of build on each other.    
 
Working on ourselves and with fellow white folks.  We need to educate ourselves.  We need to 
recognize our privilege and put it to work for those who don’t share in it.  
 
Acknowledge, Recognize and listen deeply to our siblings of color.  Listen to their stories.  
Listen to their lived experiences as people of color in our communities.  Listen. Listen. Listen.   
 
Work with our siblings of color when and where we are invited to do so.  Show up as allies.  
Show up as accomplices.   



 
But before we can do any of that I think we begin by resisting the temptation to defend 
ourselves as non-racist.  It’s gut wrenching to wrestle with.  I don’t want to admit it myself.  And 
yet, as a white person and especially a white male I was born into the role of oppressor and 
raised in a world that filled me with unconscious and implicit racial biases.  I was born into a 
culture with an ongoing legacy of a sinful past built on slavery and a sinful present built on 
institutional racism and I don’t have to like it to benefit from it.   
 
This doesn’t make me a bad person, it makes me, like the disciples, need the grace of God and 
the Holy Spirit to recognize how limited my view is and how expansive God’s kindom is.  It 
reminds me I need the Holy Spirit to begin the work of meeting people where they are.   
 
And to be clear, I’m not an expert by any means and I’m trying to do this work myself and Tish 
and I are trying to do this work as we raise our girls, but if you’re looking for ways to do this work 
there are lots of places to start and lots of great resources from people of color and from white 
folks who are committed to this work.  I’ll include links to some options in the transcript of this 
sermon which can be found on our website, but I’ll also list a few here.     
 
Read books by people of color.  Shop at stores owned by people of color.  If you have children 
or grandchildren give them books with protagonists and heroes of color and buy them diverse 
toys and dolls.  Follow the Conscious Kid on Instagram and Facebook.  Watch movies and 
shows starring and written and produced by people of color.  Seek out diverse groups of friends 
and educators for yourself and your kids.  Listen, listen, listen to the stories and lived 
experiences of people of color.  Read books specific to this work like How to be an Antiracist or 
White Fragility or I’m Still Here: Black Dignity in a World Made for Whiteness, better yet, start or 
join a book club and read through these books together.  Work in your companies and with your 
HR folks to disrupt predominantly white channels of recruiting.  You can get involved with your 
local chapter of Standing Up For Racial Justice.   If you are in Nashville you can support the 
Nashville People’s Budget Coalition which is working to shift funding in our city’s budget from 
policing and jails to public goods.  You can connect with Gideon’s Army in North Nashville to 
volunteer and participate in their training sessions.  Join your local NAACP chapter and pay 
attention to what legislation they are supporting and opposing and join their efforts by calling 
and writing your legislators, bonus for us in Nashville, our current NAACP President is the Rev. 
Keith Caldwell, a United Methodist minister.  
 
The list goes on, but don’t let it overwhelm you.  Pick a place to start and make a plan to 
start.  Write it down.  Tell someone you are going to start so they can hold you accountable or 
invite someone into the work with you.  Feel free to e-mail or call me or any of our pastoral staff 
and share what you plan to do.   
Know that it will take time.     
 
As Tish and I continued our time in South Korea we missed home and we were counting down 
the time until we would come back and see our family and friends.  But over time, we built 
friendships and made connections.  A teacher at my school invited me to play in a soccer 
league with him.  Other teacher’s took us out for more dinners and evenings in Noraebong’s 
then I could count.  We went on school trips and ate and laughed with our students and 
teachers at lunch each day.  Our students asked us all kinds of questions and wanted to learn 
about who we are and what we love.  Strangers never hesitated to stop and help us when we 
seemed lost or confused.  A Korean university student started a travel group and invited us to 
travel and explore the country with him and others.   
 



About 10 months into our time there after a painless trip to the grocery store and a lovely 
evening out with my co-teacher and his family Tish and I looked at each other and realized we 
felt different.  We weren’t longing for home like we used to.  We had been surrounded by love 
and care and people who were meeting us where we were.  People who listened and shared in 
life with us.  We knew we mattered, we knew we belonged, and while it took 10 months and in 
many ways I think we were just scratching the surface, we had been surrounded by the 
welcoming embrace of the Spirit of God and we felt at home.   
 
Yes, like the disciples filled with the Spirit on Pentecost we have work to do, and I don’t think 
this wild Pentecost Spirit of God is interested in our guilt or shame, but rather that 
transformative, life giving, Spirit of God power is howling for us to do the work we need to do so 
that our siblings of color and all of God’s beautiful creation would feel safe and home in the 
kindom of God here and now.     
 
That’s the beauty of Pentecost.  Feel that fierce wind of the Spirit working to rip the doors to the 
church off their hinges because there is work for us to do so that we may be the radically 
inclusive church the Spirit of God created on Pentecost.     
 
Antiracism Resource List: 
 
https://medium.com/equality-includes-you/what-white-people-can-do-for-racial-justice-
f2d18b0e0234 
 
https://docs.google.com/document/u/0/d/1BRlF2_zhNe86SGgHa6-VlBO-
QgirITwCTugSfKie5Fs/mobilebasic?fbclid=IwAR0V93RxoMgOZ55zpl2FUtPsJRrK1dtMhjLSyUw
4rF30jpxahnPIGU_zvgo 
 
https://blacklivesmatter.com/ 
 
https://www.naacpnashville.org/ 
 
https://surjnashville.org/ 
 
https://www.rebuildnorthnashville.com/ 
 
Follow Gideon’s Army on Facebook 
 
Follow the Conscious Kid on Facebook and Instagram 
 
https://episcopalchurch.org/racial-reconciliation/resources 
 
https://sojo.net/articles/our-white-friends-desiring-be-allies 
 
https://sojo.net/articles/our-white-friends-empathy-not-enough 
 
https://sosspeace.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/05/Appendix-1-Pyramid-of-White-
Supremacy.pdf 

 

https://medium.com/equality-includes-you/what-white-people-can-do-for-racial-justice-f2d18b0e0234
https://medium.com/equality-includes-you/what-white-people-can-do-for-racial-justice-f2d18b0e0234
https://docs.google.com/document/u/0/d/1BRlF2_zhNe86SGgHa6-VlBO-QgirITwCTugSfKie5Fs/mobilebasic?fbclid=IwAR0V93RxoMgOZ55zpl2FUtPsJRrK1dtMhjLSyUw4rF30jpxahnPIGU_zvgo
https://docs.google.com/document/u/0/d/1BRlF2_zhNe86SGgHa6-VlBO-QgirITwCTugSfKie5Fs/mobilebasic?fbclid=IwAR0V93RxoMgOZ55zpl2FUtPsJRrK1dtMhjLSyUw4rF30jpxahnPIGU_zvgo
https://docs.google.com/document/u/0/d/1BRlF2_zhNe86SGgHa6-VlBO-QgirITwCTugSfKie5Fs/mobilebasic?fbclid=IwAR0V93RxoMgOZ55zpl2FUtPsJRrK1dtMhjLSyUw4rF30jpxahnPIGU_zvgo
https://blacklivesmatter.com/
https://www.naacpnashville.org/
https://surjnashville.org/
https://www.rebuildnorthnashville.com/
https://episcopalchurch.org/racial-reconciliation/resources
https://sojo.net/articles/our-white-friends-desiring-be-allies
https://sojo.net/articles/our-white-friends-empathy-not-enough
https://sosspeace.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/05/Appendix-1-Pyramid-of-White-Supremacy.pdf
https://sosspeace.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/05/Appendix-1-Pyramid-of-White-Supremacy.pdf

