
 
  

  

 The scene is familiar. The disciples are with Jesus, who is close to death. He 

speaks to them of going away. No doubt they are overcome with grief and fear. They 

know the world – their world – will never be the same. And so Jesus speaks to them and 

prays for them, reminding them of what is true for them. They are not alone. “I am 

coming to you,” says Jesus. 

 

 Things are getting hard. This is the tenth Sunday we have worshipped on-line. We 

could almost start a new liturgical season – the 10th Sunday after COVID. I fear for many 

the color would be deep purple, an extension of the Lent waiting and longing.  

 

 Things are getting hard. Families mostly confined to their homes find stress levels 

increasing. Children are tired of being at home, youth are longing for in-person 

gatherings with beloved friends, parents are bent under the weight of seeing that lessons 

are done and that children have things to do, responding to very real pain in the 

household. And families whose children are grown battle a different kind of stress as they 

may have gone months now without seeing those they love in person. Those living alone 

feel an even stronger sense of isolation. Our college students miss out on the unique joys 

and challenges of campus life; and our high school seniors are missing so many things – 

proms and goodbyes and graduations. 

 

 If there is one word I would lift up to us, one word that might serve as an umbrella 

under which we could put all these experiences, it would be the word grief. 

 

 Grief is the unique experience of those of us who have the privilege to love. To 

love is necessarily to grieve, because, sooner or later, we who love will experience loss. 

And because we love, we grieve. I think the world right now has experienced and is 

experiencing a collective loss on many levels.  

 

 As I preach today, there are 82,000 dead in this country from COVID-19, and by 

the time you hear it the number will be higher. We are told those numbers are almost 

certainly lower than the true number of deaths. This is an obvious and wrenching loss to 
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all families who have dealt with the horror of losing a loved one. We’ve also lost so many 

traditions – from family gatherings to sporting events to proms to, yes, communal 

worship, we feel that loss. In so many ways, large and small, we have lost the world that 

existed before COVID and many fear it may never return as it was before. That is a real 

loss, and we grieve.  

 

 And while it is good to try and remain optimistic and upbeat, and to not give in to 

acting on worry and anxiety, it is also good to name what we feel, to name the grief 

before God and one another, because grief springs from love, and God is love and hears 

our cries.  

 

 Know that Christ is sitting with you in your home. He has not stopped speaking to 

his disciples of what is true for us in our grief. 

 

 As always, he speaks of love, a love that ushers in obedience. His command is 

simple and profound – love God, love neighbor.  

 

 But he knows, as we do in our more honest moments, that we cannot love on our 

own. He sends an Advocate, the Holy Spirit. The Greek for the Holy Spirit is “paracletos 

– “one who walks alongside.” This is how Christ doesn’t leave us orphaned, this is how 

he comes to us; through the Spirit we are empowered to love with the love of Christ and 

to walk in his way. 

 

 And then, the transformative words: “Because I live, you also will live.” “Life” in 

John’s Gospel is not only or even primarily about life after death, but life, abundant life, 

here and now, life marked by a radical love of God and neighbor. This life is a gift of the 

Spirit, here and now. 

 

 What is the Spirit revealing to us in our grief about abundant life?  

 

 Surely we are learning how profoundly connected we are, one human family, 

uniquely vulnerable and uniquely gifted to love in the midst of our vulnerability.  

 

 Surely we are learning new ways of living and being that are not bound up in 

constant busyness and movement, new rhythms that bring relief to the environment and 

to our souls, new ways we can take with us into the new world being born on the other 

side of this pandemic.  

 

 Surely we are being opened to the suffering of others, communities who were 

especially vulnerable even before this crisis, who perhaps we now see with new eyes – 



the poor, persons of color, the aged, the isolated, homeless, refugee, immigrant. We are 

being taught afresh how to love our neighbor, who is not the other, but our sibling, fellow 

child of God. 

 

 I know this is true of FPC because I see it every day – record blood donations in 

honor of our sister Darcie, children gathering on Zoom to share their love for one another 

as they play, chalk drawings, generosity of giving, sharing gifts with one another and the 

community, gathering on screens to pray, sing, study, worship, calling on one another to 

see how you are doing, making the decision to give our pledge as a congregation for the 

whole year to our mission partners as an act of love and solidarity, and on and on.  

 

 This is an image of abundant life, even now. This is what it means that Jesus is 

alive and alive in us. This is the Divine web that holds us and all the world. We are not 

orphaned. Christ is in the Father and we are in Christ and Christ is in us, a web no virus 

can break. 

 

 So yes, things are getting harder. And yes, we are an Easter people. The year is 

ultimately not divided into the Sundays after COVID, but the Sundays after and of Easter. 

Christ is alive! Let us draw near to him and one another, naming our grief and receiving 

his gift of life. Amen. 


