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Vicar Aimée 
 
So I confess that these last few weeks have been difficult for me. Have they been difficult for 
you, too? My heart has been breaking with the news and images of Ahmaud Arbrey being shot 
while running. By the news of Breonna Taylor being killed in her home. And by the images of 
George Floyd being killed in Minneapolis, my hometown. I’ve been watching the news and 
seeing the protests, not only in my own hometown, but all over the country. The signs have 
said, “Black Lives Matter” and “I Can’t Breathe”. I decided a week ago that the risk of catching 
the coronavirus would be worth going down to protest in Denver with 300 other Lutheran, 
Methodist, and Episcopalean religious leaders. We wore masks, and marched in a silent, 
socially distanced, prayerful protest against racism, and to bear stark witness to the fact that in 
our nation there is no equal protection under the law for Black, brown, or indigineous people. 
One pastor marched with a sign that said, “God Hates Racism. I Repent. The Church Repents”.  
 
We started at the Episcopal Cathedral where names were read aloud of Black people who had 
died at the hands of police. We knelt in a prayer of lament for 8 minutes and 46 seconds. At the 
end of that, we rose, and we marched silently to the Capitol. More names were read aloud, and 
once again, we knelt and prayed in lament for 8 minutes and 46 seconds. And then we stood 
again, and we silently marched to police headquarters here in Denver. And we knelt in lament 
and prayed for 8 minutes and 46 seconds. Do you know how long 8 minutes and 46 seconds 
feels when you are kneeling on the concrete? It’s long enough to ache and start to feel pain. It’s 
long enough to think. It’s long enough to know why and with what intention you are kneeling.  
 
I want to share with you why this means so much to me. You see, I went to the most diverse 
ELCA seminary in the U.S. I sat and learned and listened in classrooms where I was the only 
white person. My closest friends from seminary are Black. And I heard the stories of their 
struggle. I witnessed the systemic racism and microaggressions at my own seminary. And we 
stood up against those unjust systems together. As I’ve talked to my friends these past weeks, 
I’ve heard their pain. My friend and seminary classmate, Sharice, wrote about what it means to 
be the mother of a beautiful Black son. And I’m going to try and get through this without crying. 
She said, 
 
“This is my beautiful Black son. He is 17. He is 6’ tall. He wants to be a mechanical engineer as 
an adult. He is smart and funny and goofy; helpful, loyal, kind, loving, gentle, caring, and 
compassionate. He is not a threat. But everytime he leaves my presence, I can’t breathe until he 
returns. He runs long-distance. His stress reliever is my stress inducer. It takes every ounce of 
my strength to say each and every time he runs, ‘You have your ID? Your phone? Don’t put 
your hoodie on your head. Put in one ear bud so that if the police are calling you, you can hear 
and you don’t think you’re running away. If stopped by the police, no sudden movements. Make 
sure they can see your hands, and don’t argue. The goal is to get home, and I will deal with it 
when you get home.’ Therefore, I know that if trouble comes like George Floyd, he will be calling 
my name because he knows that nobody has him like his Mama. And I can’t breathe. As a 



mother, I’ve done everything in my power to ensure he gets to hold on to his innocence, 
because childhood is fleeting, and I want him to enjoy every moment. As a Black mother, I’ve 
had to destroy parts of his innocence in my efforts to keep him safe from a society that sees that 
beautiful, Black skin as a threat. And I can’t breath.  
 
“He eats Skittles like Trevon; he runs like Ahmaud; he shops like Geoge; he plays sports at 
school like Kendrick; he goes to the park like Tamir; he carries a phone like Stephon; he shops 
at Wal-Mart like John; he says hello like Emmett; he will get pulled over like Walter and Samuel; 
he will be licensed to carry like Philando; he will be in his own apartment like Botham; he will be 
working like Jamel. And I can’t breathe because those boys are my son, and those men are who 
my son will be. Father, husband, partner, friend, employee. Just a man living his life who was 
blessed with beautiful Black skin.  
 
“He isn’t a threat. They weren’t a threat. The list goes on and on and on of simple, everyday life 
activities that he performs or will perform, that can have him brutally and unjustifiably murdered 
and turned into a hashtag like so many of my beautiful Black brothers. And I can’t breathe. We 
have justifiable fear, anxiety, and trauma because your knee has been on our necks for 401 
years. And we can’t breathe.  
 
“I am tired, angry, frustrated. But I will fight with every breath I have to ensure we can breathe.”  
 
So you may be asking yourself right now, “Vicar Aimée, why are you bringing this up? What 
does this have to do with the gospel today? Can’t we have a moment of rest and just hear how 
much Jesus loves us?” The answer is yes. Let me reiterate the gospel, the good news is that 
Jesus came to this earth, walked among us as the very love of God. He showed us the way to 
love one another. He was sin free. He was falsely accused. He was arrested in an unjust 
system of government. He was judged, beaten, and was crucified. Jesus died. But he did not 
stay dead; He rose again. He conquered sin, death, and the devil on our behalf and freely offers 
the gift of forgiveness, of unrestricted love, and grace to everyone. We are all welcome to God’s 
eternal table. Jesus loved so much that we see in our text that He went about teaching the good 
news of the kingdom. He cured every disease and every sickness. Crowds gathered to hear his 
message and to be healed. And when He saw them, He had compassion.  
 
You see, these were people who were oppressed and  mistreated by the system, which did not 
judge people to be equal or even worthy. Women were property. And if you weren’t one of the 
wealthy, honored people, you were the shamed people. In this text, Jesus is even critical of 
religious leaders. He says that the people are like sheep without a shepherd, because the 
religious leaders were not loving and leading their people as they were commanded by God to 
do. He even goes so far as to say that the religious leaders are more like wolves, seeking to 
devour and destroy, than shepherds who care for, protect, feed, and guide their sheep. So in 
compassion, Jesus does not have his disciples shoot rubber bullets into the crowd. And Jesus 
does not have his disciples spray them with pepper spray. No, Jesus gives his disciples the 
authority to care for those who are oppressed, marginalized, broken, hurting, and sick. He tells 



his 12 apostles to proclaim that the Kingdom of Heaven has come near. And so what does it 
mean that the Kingdom of Heaven has come near? Well, dear friends, God was calling them to 
be messengers of love, of healing, of compassion, of showing examples of God’s goodness in 
this world. They called out evil demonic systems of injustice which were oppressing people. 
Have you had one of those moments in your life where you felt God’s presence? Where God’s 
kingdom broke through? Maybe it was in worship or at camp or at a powerful event. These are 
Kingdom of Heaven moments where the power and love of God break through. And it’s often 
because God has used God’s people.  
 
So, let’s talk for a moment about the workers, the apostles that Jesus chose. The people that 
are named in our text for today are a random and diverse group of people. The only thing that 
they have in common is that they’re all Jewish and that they were all disciples of Jesus. We 
have Simon Peter who will later deny Jesus. And his brothers who were fishermen, Andrew and 
James. These two are rough and hard working men. We have Philip and Bartholomew; Thomas 
who will later doubt Jesus’ resurrection; Matthew the tax collector, who was an employee of the 
Roman government; James and Thaddeus; Simon who was a zealot in powerful opposition to 
the Roman government. I’m guessing that Matthew and Simon the Zealot had some interesting 
and diverse political opinions and maybe didn’t always see eye to eye. And then there was 
Judas Iscariot, who betrayed Jesus. This is the ragtag team that Jesus sent out to be workers in 
the field. And when I think about this collection of people and Advent Lutheran Church in 
Westminster, Colorado, I think of the diversity in our congregation. We’ve got Shirley, from North 
Dakota who grew up Moravian. We’ve got Tom from New Orleans who grew up Catholic. We’ve 
got Denny and Warren, leaders and educators. We’ve got Lexi from Ohio and Jill from South 
Dakota. We’ve got Karen with the amazing speaking voice, who came from back East. We’ve 
got Anne and Jerry and Beth who are healers. We have native Coloradans. And former farm 
and ranch kids now living in the Denver area. We are a ragtag team that Jesus is calling to be 
laborers in the field. To proclaim the good news, to be the hands and feet of Jesus showing love 
and healing in this world.  
 
In our text for today, Jesus never promises this mission will be easy. In fact, he promises that it 
will be difficult and painful. And yet, he still calls us today to be witnesses to His love in this 
world. And dear friends, we have people in our country today that God loves who can’t breathe. 
They can’t breathe because they’ve been infected with the coronavirus. They can’t breathe 
because they are hurting or in pain or are traumatized. They can’t breathe because they are 
oppressed by the demonic system of racism. This mission has been handed off to us. We are 
the ones who are now called to be Jesus’ disciples. We are the ones called to bring healing and 
hope and truth and break the systems that oppress in the name of Jesus. We are the ones who 
bring grace and mercy and love...the Kingdom of God. And, dear ones, now is the time. God will 
give us the courage, the words, and the love that we need. But now is the time.  
 
Amen.    
 


