
Dear Friends of Trinity, 

Let us pray:  God of all mercy and consolation, come to the help of your people, turning us from our sin 

to live for you alone.  Give us the power of your Holy Spirit that we may confess our sin, receive your 

forgiveness, and grow into the fullness of Jesus Christ, our Savior and Lord.  Amen.  (Prayer of 

Preparation for Confession and Forgiveness, ELW, pg. 95) 

Today's Scripture: “As they were going along the road, someone said to him, ‘I will follow you, Lord; but 

let me first say farewell to those at my home.” Jesus said to him, “No one who puts a hand to the plow 

and looks back is fit for the kingdom of God.’” – (Matthew 57a, 61-62) 

I want to begin today with a confession.  I have always regretted that I was not a few years older.  Back 

in the 60s, in another time of social unrest, my young age sidelined me from participating in the protest 

marches that were then taking place.  I saw them on television.  I read about them in the newspaper.  

And I heard the reports from my older cousins, who were numbered among both the protesters and the 

national guard sent to protect property and keep the peace.   

The circumstances of the last few weeks have brought these memories streaming back to me.  The 

protesters with their signs, the smashed windows and the buildings on fire, and the people looting from 

the stores that have no defense seems like déjà vu.  I’ve seen this before and I wish that I could have 

been part of it.   

On Monday, I received an invitation.  It was a call that seemed to come from the Lord.  Through our 

bishop, Jon Anderson, the Twin Cities African American clergy and Presiding Elder Stacey Smith of the 

African Methodist Episcopal Church were inviting all other Minnesota clergy “to bear silent witness as 

you are led by clergy of color in a silent clergy and allies march in Minneapolis and St. Paul” on Tuesday 

afternoon.  Thousands of clergy accepted the invitation.  They dropped what they were doing and went 

to the Cities to participate.  I saw their pictures on Facebook.  I wished that I were there.  I was not. 

Instead, I made excuses like the man in today’s scripture.  I said, “It’s not safe.  “No matter how many 

social distancing precautions are taken, I shouldn’t go.  I might get sick, or bring the virus home to my 

wife.”  And I reasoned, “I have many other things to do.  People are expecting me to show up at other 

meetings (online) and do other things that are also important.  If I’m not there, people will miss me and 

things won’t get done.”  And I thought, “Just because I don’t go doesn’t mean that I can’t be supportive.  

I’ll stay home and stay safe and say prayers and observe what happens.” 

Of course, all of that leaves me with a dilemma.  Jesus seems to indicate that there is no good excuse.  

When the invitation to follow is issued, you better be ready to go.  And, if you look back to where you 

were, or where you’ve been, or where you came from, well then, too bad for you!  So, all I can do today 

is confess.  I had a chance.  The invitation was given.  I didn’t go.  I’m sorry.  But there will be more 

opportunities!  As good as yesterday’s march was, it did not solve the issue of racism in this country.  

That will take a lot longer and require a lot more conversation.  I hope that our black brothers and 

sisters will continue to lead us.  And I hope that they will issue more invitations for us to follow and to 

join them in conversation and in doing the work that will bring an end to racial discrimination and lead 

to “liberty and justice for all.” 

Peace be with you, Pastor Art 


