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 Amos (meaning “burden” or “burden-bearer”) was an inhabitant of the rugged region of Tekoa, located in 

the territory of Judah about 12 miles south of Jerusalem. He was a shepherd and tended to sycamore fig trees. 

He yearned to spread his message to all. My kinda guy. 

 To be honest, you guys, I was really disappointed in myself as I started writing this. When Pastor Marjo 

asked me to preach today, because the reading was on justice, I readily agreed. ‘I’m a social justice WARRIOR, 

and activist, an intersectional feminist killjoy- Psh, I GOT THIS. But once I got started, I found myself taking 

things a little too personally. I found myself getting downright offended when Amos proclaimed that God didn’t 

want anything to do with our earthly worship if it didn’t proclaim and assure justice for all. I kept circling back 

to my personal struggle, particularly when my partner passed away from injuries sustained from a hate crime in 

August.  

 The words I spoke stuck in my throat like stale coffee cake- dry, crumbly, and jagged. No matter how much 

I tried it just wouldn’t go down. And more importantly, I couldn’t pin down why. I mean, fostering Shalom, 

Salem, Salaam, peace. It sounds awesome. Fighting for justice is all about God, and don’t I want to be all about 

God? What the heck is up? Blessed be the peacemakers, no? I found myself in the shower, in the car, in my 

prayers thinking: “Why am I being such a huge jerk about this?” 

 Christians often say ‘walk in the light.’ This light is a sliver of the light of God, a primordial light older than 

the planets and the stars.  This light is the same light people sing of in South Africa: Siyahamba- we are 

marching in the light of God. This is the light of love overcoming the shadow of evil, tyranny, oppression, and 

fear. That old song of freedom and justice, of righteous rage and faithful courage, still rings true today. And the 

fight for said justice is even older. Who are we to say we’re too discouraged, too exhausted, or too scared to 

keep singing? Who are we to lay it down? Our lives are a miniscule pinpoint in an extensive arc of struggle and 

sorrow, of striving and of hope. Who are we to betray our elders, or our children, or our neighbors, by opting for 

despair?  

 In the face of such enormous obstacles, those known and those not yet known, we keep going. We keep 

trying, singing, and looking for that light. We look for light both in and for each other, and we are able to do it 

because of each other. This may be the clearest lesson our faith has to offer. Our grace-filled interdependence 

that binds us to each other.  

 A few months ago, I found this piece of poetry by Adrienne Rich: 

“My heart is moved by all I cannot save:  

So much has been destroyed  

I have to cast my lot with those who,  

age after age, 

perversely, with no extraordinary  

power, reconstitute the world. 

 I keep a copy of these words in my glove compartment, so I have them with me always. It helps me live my 

truth. The words have seeped into my skin, into every fiber of my being. It reminds me when I feel most 

isolated in a personal struggle, like loss or fear or regret or sadness or shame or worry or doubt, I am not alone. 

It also serves as a reminder that people have been struggling since the beginning of time- against destruction of 

each other, devastations of the spirit and of the body.  

 People have been struggling, people have been grieving, for a long time. And for generations, those who 

have come before us recklessly waded in the river of justice and cast their lot for hope, for compassion, for 

justice. They cast their lot for freedom, for human and civil rights, and they were people with a lot more to risk 

than a lot of us here. They cast their lots for dignity, kindness, beauty, truth, and mercy. Against the odds and 

against powerful, normative rules and realities, people come together to combine ordinary powers and 

reconstitute this world. It is an honor and act of love to sign on to that history and carry on. This is about love, 

not politics. Or maybe it’s the kind of love that is politics, the faith that unfolds both in the public square and the 

private heart.  



 “It is midnight in our world and the darkness is so deep that we can hardly see which way to turn.” Martin Luther 

King spoke these words more than half a century ago. He continued, “If the church will free itself from the shackles 

of a deadening status quo, and, recovering its great historic mission, will speak and act fearlessly and insistently in 

terms of justice and peace, it will enkindle the human imagination and fire the human soul, imbuing women and men 

with a glowing and ardent love for truth, justice, and peace. People far and near will know the church as a great 

fellowship of love that provides light and bread for lonely travelers at midnight.” 

 I think of the social environment of the beginning of his ministry, the early 1950’s. It was literally another 

universe. If not King himself, then someone, or many someones, held in their mind the seemingly impossible vision 

of an African American president, a Latina woman on the Supreme court, or a Muslim Americans in Congress. They 

envisioned the reality of marriage equality revolutionized understandings of identity and sexual politics. I imagine 

someone looking back on the continuum, yet peering into gauzy, unimaginable future. They perceiving the streets of 

Ferguson, New York, Chicago, Orlando, Minneapolis, everywhere, filled with people marching for justice. 

 Moreover, their marches are led by brilliant, powerful, young, queer, millennial leader of color. I like to think 

people like MLK squinted into the future from the church basements where they organized and sang, and even saw 

us gathered here. Not for sanitized and sentimental recitations of safely whitewashed legends from the civil rights 

movement. Rather, looking at how we take up the tradition of radical love, and radical love alone. The heavy, gritty, 

sometimes risky, and usually unglamorous work, casting our lot with fellow lovers of life and answering a new the 

same call in a 21st century key.  

 Many of these calls have come our way recently through the treatment of immigrants, people of color, the 

working poor, non-Christians, women, and the LGBTQ+ community. These bodies have been seen as illegal, 

unclean, immoral, savage, and weak for too long. But here’s the thing: the call can also come from the rich White 

guy who makes racist jokes and brings his gun into Target when he grocery shops, who lifts his hands and proclaims 

“Have mercy on me, O God, a sinner.” How uncomfortable, but how necessary.  

 In the face of barriers along the long arc of struggle toward a more just world, we draw on the inspiration of 

those who came before us, the strength of community. The second grade class where I student teach make me beam 

with pride. I literally cannot shut up about them, they are already twenty of the sweetest, spunkiest, smartest littles I 

have ever known. Several anti-Semitic hate crimes have occurred in our district, including a sixth grade student 

finding a Post-it note on her locker proclaiming that ‘Jews will burn.’ 

 Rather than assume ‘well, if it doesn’t affect me, it doesn’t matter’ attitude that too many hold- One of my 

students, Sadie, along with her twin brother Andrew and three friends proposed the idea of a Kindness Club to our 

principal.  Friday marked the official start of the club, and you’re looking at the faculty liaison. The idea was born 

out of the current social studies unit on citizenship, rights, and responsibilities. Tears were rolling down my cheeks 

as Sadie spoke to 900 of her fellow students and countless faculty and staff: 

 ‘Rights are something everyone is deserving of, no matter their gender, the color of their skin, the person they 

love, the religion they practice, or how much money they have. We all have a right to justice. But it is our 

responsibility to make sure it is not taken away from anyone else. Cast your lot with wonder, be proud of who you 

are, and choose kindness.’ Then she read this quote, from a book the whole school has been reading together. You 

may recognize it, it’s called Wonder. It’s based on a true story of a boy with Treacher-Collins syndrome, which 

leaves noticeable facial deformities, as he is mainstreamed at school. Auggie Pullman is quoted saying “If every 

person in this room made it a rule that wherever you are, whenever you can, you will try to act a little kinder than is 

necessary - the world really would be a better place.” But then the quote continues… “And if you do this, if you act 

just a little kinder than is necessary, someone else, somewhere, someday, may recognize in you, in every single one 

of you, the face of God.” 

 If an eight-year-old gets it, can’t we? I am always adamant that we have more to learn from kids than they learn 

from us. Like Sadie said, cast your lot with wonder. Never kill wonder in those who have this way of letting the love 

and kindness be louder. These people help us realize this ability is in all of us. How lucky am I to have so many of 

these kind of people in my life? We are called more boldly than ever before, to a faith that is more often than not 

hard to articulate. The answer can come in whispers, when we’re afraid, confused, and unsure. The answer can come 

in mighty shouts and thunderous chants, a million voices strong. We must imagine and inhabit the circumstance of 

someone else if we are going to even think about finding the answer. It comes from our history. It comes from the 

resilient courage, moral clarity, and the tears and laughter. We are reminded once again that salvation is communal, 

always, and we are saved by Love, with a capital L, who allows us to wade in the river of justice forevermore.  

Amen 


