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On the first day of the week, following Jesus crucifixion, Mary Magdalene 

and the “other Mary” went to the tomb…After an earthquake, an angel of 

the Lord descended and rolled back the stone to reveal an empty tomb. 

Then the angelic being spoke “Do not be afraid, I know that you are looking 

for Jesus who was crucified. He is not here; for he has been raised as he 

said. Come, see the place where he lay….”  

And if that wasn’t enough—as the women made their way back to the 

disciples, filled with fear and great joy, suddenly Jesus met them saying 

“Do not be afraid, go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; there they will 

see me.”  

I can’t help but wonder how the conversation went with the two Mary’s 

attempting to tell the other 11 disciples, that Jesus had been raised from 

the dead and was alive.  

How many disciples thought the women were lying? Or that they had seen 

something but it couldn’t have been Jesus? How many disciples thought 



 

 

 

the women were delusional “y’all haven’t been sleeping for days now and 

it’s catching up to you, he’s dead, we saw it with our own eyes.”  

Somehow -the disciples decide to make their way to Galilee—to the spot 

where Jesus told them to go.  

When they arrive, Jesus appears and they respond by worshiping—and 

yet, even with Jesus, the resurrected Christ, physically standing in front of 

them, the author of Matthew tells us that some of the disciples doubted.  

For the past few months, the world, our country, and the communities we 

call home, have been living through a pandemic. This experience has 

upended everything we find familiar, our jobs and school, the way we go 

shopping, our ability to go out, it has put stress on our healthcare system in 

ways we couldn’t have imagined just a few months ago and every day we 

watch as the number of those infected and who have died, continue to 

climb. 

And in the midst of this pandemic, a few weeks ago we learned of the 

name Breonna Taylor—who was killed by police as she slept in her bed, 

and then on Memorial day, we watched the murder of George Floyd—both 

of these deaths, brought national attention once again to the racism that 

still permeates our nation.  



 

 

 

My news feeds have been filled with stories and pictures, attempting to 

capture the depth of pain that so many people and communities of color 

feel and experience on a daily basis—and yet there is no way to put into 

words or images the trauma endured after centuries of slavery, followed by 

Jim Crow laws, redlining, and police brutality. 

This pain has poured out in non-violent and violent protests.  

The turmoil of our nation makes it feel as though our democracy, is on a 

precipice.  

With all this swirling, questions emerge—How do we understand God’s 

presence in the midst of social distancing, shuttered businesses, illness 

and death? How do we understand God’s presence in light of crushing 

oppression, the outpouring of pain and trauma and state sanctioned 

violence? 

Where in all we are seeing and experiencing, is God?  

As we wrestle with these questions there is comfort in knowing that the 

disciples had questions and doubts too… 

After all, the disciples had witnessed a lot in just a few days; 



 

 

 

they led a procession into the city of Jerusalem, waving palm branches and 

listening to the shouts of the crowd “Hosanna, Hosanna, Hosanna in the 

highest”… 

they listened to Jesus as he sat teaching in the temple and uttering new 

warnings, 

they watched as Judas, one of their own betrayed Jesus with a kiss,  

out of fear the disciples had scattered, abandoning each other and the one 

they had promised to follow to the very end…. 

They listened again as the crowed which once shouted “Hosana”, shouted 

“crucify!”  

They witnessed the death of the one they believed was the Messiah at the 

hands of that state… 

After sitting in shock, silence and grief,-they were suddenly given the gift of 

being some of the first people to witness the resurrected Christ and to see 

that through God, life conquers death,  

and yet, some doubted.  

But it’s in the disciples doubts and questioning about what’s happening and 

what’s going on in the world, that Jesus meets them—not with full 



 

 

 

explanations of what’s happening or why it’s happening, but with a 

commission and a promise.  

Jesus commissions the disciples to go out and make disciples of all 

nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the 

Holy Spirit, and teaching them to obey everything that he had commanded 

them. 

This commission is familiar, we’ve heard it before and we follow it here in 

this sanctuary—every time a child or an adult is Baptized we baptize them 

in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.  

But this mandate has a second half that doesn’t always get as much 

attention—“to teach them to obey everything that I have commanded you.”  

Part of making disciples, is about teaching what Jesus commands us to 

do…  

Even though this passage is vague about what those commands are, the 

echoes of the great commandment come through: To “Love the Lord your 

God with all your mind heart soul and strength and your neighbor as 

yourself.”  

So I wonder, what does it mean for you and for me, to live out our 

discipleship by loving our neighbors right now?  



 

 

 

Yesterday a group of youth organizers, led a protest from the St Louis 

County Library, down clayton rd. to 141. As they marched, organizers led 

chants “no justice, no peace”, and they lifted up the names of George Floyd 

and Breonna Taylor.  

The crowed was made up of little kids, and high school students, young 

adults home from college, mom’s and dads, aunts and uncles, grandmas 

and grandpas—all following the leadership of these young organizers.  

As I watched, listened and joined in in marching and chanting, I thought of 

Dr. Cornell West’s quote: “Justice is what love looks like in public, just as 

tenderness is what love feels like in private.”  

By protesting and working for justice for George Floyd and Breonna Taylor 

and many others, these leaders were showing an outpouring of love—an 

outpouring of love not only for those who have been killed but for those 

who are still living.  

To follow Christ’s commands means to love the Lord our God with all our 

heart soul mind and strength and our neighbors as ourselves… 

So again I wonder—during this upheaval in our nation, how are you seeing 

people loving their neighbors? How are our students loving their 



 

 

 

neighbors? How are you choosing and feeling called to love your 

neighbors?  

Because this is what it means to be Christ’s disciples—and at times of 

crises, this is how we see God present in the world.  

Along with the command to go and make disciples, Jesus also gives a 

promise—that he will be with us until the end of the age.  

I think we have a habit of glancing over this promise…but when our world 

seems to literally be on fire, it takes on new meaning… 

New meaning, that Regardless of what’s happening around us, or the 

social distancing guidelines we’re following, no matter what our news feeds 

look like, or the anxiety that creeps into our hearts, despite how uncertain 

things look or how difficult the conversations may be, Jesus reassures us 

that we are never alone. 

So even as we doubt and question where God is in the these chaotic and 

challenging times, we hear these words wash over us again and again and 

again, “I am with you always, to the end of the age.” 

Family of God, may we go out, not only looking to make disciples, but living 

as Christ’s disciples, loving our neighbors, and trusting in Christ’s promise, 

that God is with us, to the end of the age. Amen.  
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