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Once a minister was out taking a late-afternoon stroll, when she met a young member of her
congregation fresh from his first year away at college.  They struck up a conversation and walked
together down the dusty country road.

“What do you know about the Bible?” the young man asked abruptly.
“Oh, real useful things, like that it tells of the world’s first tennis match,” the pastor replied.
“What?”
“Oh, yes,” the pastor said with a twinkle in her eye.  “Joseph served in Pharaoh’s court!  It’s

right there in Genesis.”
“No, really . . . what are some true facts?”
“Well, let’s see . . . 39 books in the Old Testament, 17 in the New.  Shortest verse is John

11:35:  ‘Jesus wept.’  Longest verse is Esther 8:9, and I won’t quote that one.  Shortest chapter is
Psalm 117.  Longest is just two doors down, Psalm 119.  World-changing facts like that.”  She
glanced at the younger man.  “Anything special you’re fishing for?”

“Oh, no . . .”  He began, kicking a pebble.  Then he stopped and turned full toward his
minister.  “Yes . . . yes there is.  I’ve been going to church all my life, and I’ve never questioned
anything.  But now . . . now I sort of don’t know about some things.  Oh, I don’t doubt you or anyone
else, it’s just . . . well . . . how do you know it’s all true?”

“True?  What, the Bible?”
“Yeah.  That, faith, God . . . the whole works.  How do you know?  How can I be sure?” 

Once the dam burst, it all came spilling out.  “How can I be sure anything is true?  What is truth,
anyway?”

“Hmmm.  Sounds like a heavy load.  Mind if we keep walking?  Good.  I talk better when
I’m on the go.  You know, it’s funny, in a way.  There was once a man who asked that very question: 
‘What is truth?’  The sad irony of it all was that the truth was staring that Roman governor Pilate
right in the face all the time.  Jesus once said, ‘I am the Truth.’”

“I know that, but that was a long time ago.  What about now?  Besides, he died.”
“Yes, yes, he did.  But he didn’t stay dead.  Just a minute—”  the minister pulled out her

smart-phone, and tapped the screen and slid her finger across it a few times.  “Mmmm . . . ah!  Here
it is:  ‘These things I have spoken to you while I am still with you.  But the Counselor, the Holy
Spirit, whom the Father will send in my name, will teach you all things, and bring to your
remembrance all that I have said to you.’  Remember that.  I’ll quiz you on it tomorrow.”

“Oh, come on!  I’m trying to be serious.”
“Okay, okay.  And they say preachers are too serious-minded!  Here’s the scoop:  Jesus knew

that his followers would be facing your very same problem. Sooner or later, someone would say,
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<Well, how do you know for sure?’  But he had that one covered.  After he was raised from death on
Easter morning, God would send him back, in the form of the Holy Spirit.”

“The Holy Spirit?  But, isn’t that just for miracles, and speaking in tongues, and weird stuff
like that?”

“Some people seem to think so.  And some of them become quite enthusiastic about it all
. . . and, reacting to such excesses, others drop the whole idea like a white-hot rock.  It helps if you
look at how the biblical writers handle it.  Most folks concentrate on Paul’s letters, particularly First
Corinthians.  For Paul, the Holy Spirit binds Christians together into the Church, and sprinkles gifts
and talents among them to keep it going.  According to him, each Christian is given at least one
special job to do, and the ability to perform it . . . all by God’s Spirit.  And, yes, tongues is in there,
one gift among many.”

“But what’s that got to do with my question?”
“Ah, patience, my young friend.  I’m getting there.  I only want you to know the truth!”
“Ouch!”
“Luke, on the other hand, sees the pushy side of God’s Spirit.  For him, the Holy Spirit

shoves the Christian Church first out onto the streets of Jerusalem, and then out into the world.  The
Spirit provides the drum-beat for the march of Christianity to flood the world with Christ’s love.”

“Yes, but I don’t see what. . . .”
“I’m getting there, never fear.”  The minister stopped to pick up a stick.  “Look, just as there

are many different parts to this stick, and just as many ways to describe it, so it is with God’s Holy
Spirit.  Paul tells of one function, Luke another . . . but it’s the one same Spirit.”  She flung the stick
into a nearby creek, and smiled at the splash.  “John gives us still another picture.  He calls the Holy
Spirit the ‘Paraclete.’  There’s no best translation for that word . . . and maybe that’s not all bad.  It
kind of keeps us digging.  The Paraclete, for John, is our supporter, our helper, our comforter, our
guide, leader, teacher, counselor, and friend.  It . . . or rather, He . . . or maybe even She . . . is God
dwelling within those God loves.  Well, those who will let God in, anyway.  And here’s the
beginning of an answer to your question:  this Paraclete is our guide into what the truth really is. 
‘When the Spirit of truth comes She will guide you into all the truth,’ Jesus said, just a few moments
after that first quote I read to you a moment ago.  All the truth!  Believe me, there is more to truth
than just facts.  Remember when your little brother, Alan, was born?  Remember how it felt the first
time you held that squirming, red-faced few pounds of flesh?”

“Yeah!  Ugliest little thing I ever saw!  Hasn’t gotten much better.”
“Great!  You’re a lot of help!  Okay, seriously . . . wasn’t that a very special moment?”
“Well . . . yeah, you’re right.  It felt . . . it felt like here was something new, clean and alive. 

Someone new.”  The youth’s voice grew soft.  “A new, shiny person . . .”
“Bingo!  That is truth!”
“Hmmm . . .”
“The truth that this Paraclete shows us Christians is kind of like that.  It’s the truth of the

heart.  And when you boil it all down, this truth of the heart really comes down to two basic facts
about life:  there is great love and goodness in this world, and there is great evil and suffering.  And
it makes all the difference in the world which side you’re on.  ‘God is love,’ John tells us – and
brilliantly.  God sent the Paraclete to show us the truth of love, and how to give it to this world that
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hungers for it so.  If Jesus was the truth, then wherever you find truth, you’ll find him.  And wherever
you find him, then, sure as shooting, you’re going to find love.”

“So, why is there still evil?  Can’t people learn?”
The pastor rolled her eyes heavenward.  “Out of the mouths of babes!”  She stopped and

faced her companion, a sad smile settling on her features.  “That’s what killed Jesus.  Because,
somehow, people don’t seem to catch on easily.  They get used to untruth, to un-love . . . and, like
Pilate, they can’t recognize the genuine article even when it is staring them right in the face.  Truth
of the heart is sometimes not obvious at all.  That’s why the world needs someone to guide us.  And,
just as you and I need a guide, so does this world.  That’s the Church’s job.  We have to show the
way, the truth, and the life, or else this world will fall to pieces.  There is no truth in hatred.  That’s
why we shout out against things like torture and terrorism, and parents beating up their kids.  There
is no truth or love there . . . just a lot of suffering and lies and pain.  But wherever God’s will is being
done, there you will find truth.  And the Paraclete will teach us to see what God’s will truly is.  If
we lose our sensitivity to the Spirit of God, if we go tone-deaf to the truth, then we are lost, and we
will get spiritual laryngitis, and our world will lose its way, and we will all surely die.”

The young man turned to her, his face set in a newfound resolve.  “Okay, preacher, how do
I let this Paraclete in?”

“Oh, that’s simple,” the minister replied.  “Jesus said, ‘If you love me, keep my word, and
we will make our home with you.’  Prayer, Bible study, worship . . . that’s the sort of thing he was
talking about — and living a Christ-like life.  A good rule is to check things using Jesus as a
yardstick.  If whatever you’re thinking about is something he would do, you’re probably on safe
ground.  And that is a very secure feeling.  Fair warning, though.  He did rub some folks the wrong
way.  He did knowingly break some rules, and he did so because those rules served human fears
more than God’s loving will.  That’s why Jesus did not die peacefully in bed in his eighties.  And
one more thing; let’s call it ‘truth-in-advertising.’  You’re entering a lifelong process.  You won’t
learn the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, in one day.  It’s a growth process . . . one
day at a time.  You may not notice the changes for a while.  And, to be honest, sometimes this
Paraclete will lead us in directions that seem, shall we say, counter-intuitive.

“It’s a little like this story:  Once there was young man, much like yourself, who wanted to
become the world’s leading jade expert.  And how do you become such an expert?  By becoming
the apprentice to the current leading jade expert, learning from him.  So that’s exactly what this
young man did.  Well, the first day, his new teacher took him into a room, sat him down in a chair,
put a piece of jade in his hand, and left without saying a word.  He returned an hour later, took the
piece of jade from his apprentice, and told him to go home.  The younger man was having lunch with
a friend, so he told him about his strange apprenticeship:  ‘My new teacher is so weird!  You’ll never
guess what he did.  He sat me in a chair, alone in a room, put a piece of jade in my hand, and left for
an hour.  Then he came in, took the piece of jade back, and told me to go home!’  Well, every day
was just the same:  the boy would sit in the chair for an hour, holding a piece of jade in his hands,
then go home.  After six months, he was having lunch with his friend, and said, ‘Now this guy has
really flipped!  You know what he did today?  You know what he did?  Took me into the room, sat
me in the chair, like always – but today, he put a piece of fake jade in my hands!’”
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When the minister’s young friend had recovered, the pastor bent down, scooped up a pebble
from the road, and said, “You put this in your pocket, and every time you start to wonder whether
the Paraclete is still working on you, grab this pebble . . . and think again about that fake jade.”

“Thanks!” said the young man, dropping the pebble into his pocket.  “You’ve been a big
help!”

“You’re welcome,” his pastor replied amiably.  “Just think of me as someone the Paraclete
sent your way.”

The young man froze and stared at her.  “You mean . . . .”
But the pastor just winked and walked on.


