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Easter 7 May 29, 2022 
St. Paul’s/Resurrección, Mount Vernon, WA Rev. Paul Moore 
 

A Kid's Sermon about Making Friends 
 
I made a new friend a couple of months ago.  We have a lot of things that are the same.  
His name is Paul, just like me.  In Spanish we say he is my "tocayo."  He speaks English 
and Spanish just like me, too.  His family is from Argentina and I grew up in Ecuador.  
One day when he left church he said, "Chao," to say "goodbye," just like we say in 
Ecuador.  It made me feel good, like I was close to him. 
 
But then we have some things that are different, too.  He is younger than me, and has 
more hair, and the hair he has is black, where when I had hair, it was blond.  But maybe 
one of the biggest things is that he just got out of 17 years in prison, and I have never 
been in prison except to visit somebody else.  I don't know what it's like to live in prison, 
especially for that long—but he does.  From what he tells me, and what I've heard in 
other places, prison is not a nice place to be.  I admire him for putting up with it for so 
long.  But he is my friend now, and we talk and sometimes I take flan over to his house to 
eat together.  He comes to church here, and I get to say "hi" to him, and ask him how 
things are going.  We have fun together. 
 
There is a story in the Bible readings today about making friends in prison.  The Apostle 
Paul and his friend Silas go to the town of Philippi to preach about Jesus.  They see a 
slave girl who has an evil spirit that lets her foretell the future, and her owners make a lot 
of money off her, by making her tell what is going to happen for people and charging 
them money for it, even though it's not a nice experience for the girl at all.  Well, Paul 
tells the evil spirit to leave her by the power of Jesus, and it does.  That makes her owners 
upset because they can't charge people money now.  They are mean people, aren't they, 
using this girl to make money, even when it's not a nice experience for her, and getting 
upset when they have to stop! 
 
Well, they go and accuse Paul and Silas of all kinds of things that aren't true, and the 
people in charge of Philippi grab them and throw them in prison.  They chain their hands 
and feet to the wall, and put them in charge of the jailer.  In the middle of the night there 
is a great earthquake and all the chains on all the people in prison fall off!  They are free!  
But Paul keeps them from running away.  The jailer comes and he's really, really 
frightened that he is going to get into lots of trouble for letting the prisoners go free.  He 
is so afraid he thinks it would be better to just kill himself.  But Paul shouts to him, 
“Don’t hurt yourself!  We're all here.” 
 
Can you imagine the jailer's relief?  Can you imagine what it felt like to know that all the 
prisoners were there and were safe and that he wouldn't get in trouble?  Can you imagine 
what he thought of Paul and Silas, who saved his life and kept his job for him?  He has 
made a new friend of a prisoner, just like Paul Fuentes and me.  He is so happy he takes 
him out of the prison and takes him home.  He feeds him and makes him comfortable.  
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Paul preaches to him about Jesus, and the whole family gets baptized and become 
followers of Jesus. 
 
Sometimes friends come from places you wouldn't expect.  Who ever thought I would 
have a friend who had spent time in prison?  I certainly didn't, but here we are.  I have 
another friend who is a member of an indigenous tribe in Ecuador.  I've known him all 
my life.  Do you have a friend who is a Native American?  I hope you do.  I have friends 
who don't speak any English/Spanish.  I have friends in lots of places around the country 
and south of the border. 
 
I bet you have all kinds of friends, too.  They are like you in some ways, and they are 
different from you in others.  Friendship needs both, but there's a lesson here.  Be careful 
not to only choose friends who are really like you.  It's tempting, because it is so easy.  
But friends who are different from you make life interesting.  Making friends with people 
who are not like you challenges you to become a better person. 
 
My son had a friend in school whose name was Arabic.  One day he got caught doing 
something he shouldn't have, and the school principal punished him really, really harshly. 
My son knew very well that if the boy had not had an Arabic name, he would not have 
been punished that badly.  It wasn't fair.  This boy was my son's friend.  He felt badly for 
him.  He wishes he had stood up for him, and he promised himself that next time, he 
would.  I've seen him do it a lot since then.  When you have friends who are different 
from you, you stand up for them when life is not fair, and that's a good thing. 
 
There is a new family in our town now who just got here from Ukraine.  You may know 
this or you may not,  But Ukraine is at war with Russia, and this family ran away from 
their home to stay safe.  Now they live in Mount Vernon.  They have three little kids.  
They speak almost no English or Spanish.  They don't have anything.  They are living 
with a relative who does speak English. 
 
What do you think you can do to be a friend to this family? 
What do you think you can do to be a friend to people at school who are different from 
you? 
What do you think your life would be like if you did? 
 


