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Originally my sermon title was Life Abundant, and 
the sermon was to be about Pentecost. But then 
George Floyd was murdered. So, I changed it to 
“Life Abundant?????” No longer life abundant for 
Mr. Floyd. No longer life abundant for those who 
loved him, were friends with him, who worked with 
him.  No longer life abundant for the rest of us? 
Who is us? If it’s those of us who were born into 
white privilege and have lived with it all our lives, 
then we have choices to make. I can sit in my home 
in the suburbs virtually untouched by his death, by 
the protests peaceful or not, by the fires, by the 
police conduct good or bad, by the looters and 
anarchists taking advantage of this situation--If I 
chose, I can be virtually untouched by George 
Floyd’s murder. Or I can make other choices unlike 
many folks who have been directly impacted.  Life 
Abundant????? 

Today I am choosing to share with you what my 
experience has been, what others have said, how I 
understand God at work.  This is all from the 
perspective of a white, middle class, straight, 
Christian woman.  I cannot speak for anyone else.   

Like many others as a white person, I believed we 
took care of racism in the 1960’s.  Protests, new 
laws, all was well. Then I learned this wasn’t the 
case at all. I volunteered to be on the Racial Justice 
Initiative at Plymouth Church where I’m a member. 
They were trying something different, maybe 
similar to what you have done over the last ten 
years. They decided that it wasn’t about trying to 
integrate the congregation, though that would be 
great. Rather it was about changing the 
understandings, the culture, the beliefs about 
racism within the hearts and minds of the 
congregation. We hired consultants to help us 
through this.  We had book studies, workshops, 
conversations—a wide variety of events. I learned 
so much about my white privilege---as white I 
wasn’t afraid of the police-- I didn’t worry about 
being stopped on the freeway or about being 

followed around in a store, or if my kids went out 
for an evening would they come home or be 
incarcerated or killed. I learned about mass 
incarcerations---much greater percentage of 
people of color arrested and given long sentences. I 
didn’t worry about people calling the cops on me 
while watching birds in Central Park asking a white 
woman to put her dog on a leash, with signs all 
around saying keep your dog on a leash and have 
her call the police on me.  Or be a Black reporter 
and be taken into custody while my white 
colleague isn’t. Or be arrested for using a possible 
counterfeit $20 bill and be murdered by the 
arresting police. In my privilege these possibilities 
would never cross my mind and still won’t.   

No, in my white privilege I did have fears, many of 
which I didn’t know I had. Many years ago a white 
woman was telling a story, which I am greatly 
abbreviating---a story about a white woman 
walking down the street, at night, hearing 
footsteps behind her at which point the story teller 
said now why would it be worse to be raped by a 
Black man than a white man. Well, I thought of 
course one wouldn’t be worse than the other, what 
a great story to use to make a point and didn’t give 
it much thought. I suppose it’s been 30 to 40 years 
since then when 3 or 4 years ago I was sitting at a 
stop light and a Black man walked across the street 
and suddenly out of nowhere the thought went 
through my head ---I don’t need to be afraid of 
him. I was astonished---absolutely astonished that I 
would think that---and I realized that yes, all these 
years I had been afraid of Black men 
subconsciously, that it was part of my racism, my 
stereotyping people and it was so freeing to realize 
it and how stupid it was and a gift from that Black 
man crossing the street. I thank him often, which I 
count as a prayer for him. 

Through the books I’ve read and the workshops 
I’ve been to I’ve learned that my racism is with me 
every day.  That it is the normal, that it permeates 



our whole beings, that it is insidiously the norm 
within our culture, that I say and do things every 
day, though I don’t want to, that hurt my fellow 
human beings because they are different than I am, 
which I have probably done in this sermon. It is the 
reality that we must battle every day.  Figure out a 
new way of being that truly values and celebrates 
both our differences and our sameness.   

Today is Pentecost—when our faith began. On that 
day a group of people gathered, men and women, 
young and old, people who were different from 
each other---different countries, different customs, 
different clothes, different languages.  The most 
amazing part of the day, the biggest takeaway for 
today is that they all spoke in their own language 
and everyone understood each other.  What if 
today we listened to each other and understood 
each other, understood our differences, and saw 
them as gifts from God. The I Corinthian texts talks 
about the body of Christ, made up of different 
parts, different skills, different abilities, different 
jobs to do, different. The most amazing gift of this 
chapter is a comma found only in some versions at 
the end of this chapter. After describing the 
importance of all these different parts, it closes 
with “But strive for the greater gifts. And I will 
show you a still more excellent way,” and goes on 
to the next chapter “If I speak in the tongues of 
mortals and of angels but do not have love, I am a 
noisy gong or a clanging cymbal. . .and this chapter 
ends with “And now faith, hope, and love abide, 
these three; and the greatest of these is love.”    

I believe our differences are gifts from God and are 
to be cherished. I believe our differences are what 
can make us great as families, as religions, as 
nations, as the world. Our differences are to be 

valued and we are to love each other. We are to let 
the love God has for every human being---those we 
support through this horrible event and yes, those 
we do not support---we are to let this love live 
through us. We are to question societies norms.  
We are to explore and deal with our racism. We are 
to work for systemic changes so that there are no 
more murders of people like George Floyd, 
Breonna Taylor and Ahmaud Arbery, Botham Jean, 
Eric Garner, Philando Castile, Walter Scott, Tamir 
Rice, Michael Brown, Sandra Bland, Alton Sterling, 
Freddie Gray, Laquan McDonald. 

Rev. Jim Bear Jacobs, on the staff of the Minnesota 
Council of Churches, in an e-mail earlier this 
morning asked that we white folks not ask for 
peace because to people of color this means going 
back to the old law and order and law and order to 
his people does not mean peace.  He went on to 
say that “we need to be comfortable with our 
discomfort, we need justice, we need upheaval of 
the systems created to oppress others.”   

We do not need the anarchists, the looters. We do 
need activists and protesters, leaders working to 
change our systemic racism. We can work with 
groups who are working on systemic changes. We 
can learn about our own racism which is at times 
so deep we don’t realize we are racists. 

Love each other. Let us use love rather than hate or 
fear.  Love---our differences---all gift from God. And 
help change the world.  As awful as this is, it can 
also be an opportunity and in opportunity there is 
hope. Jesse Jackson said, “Don’t let this break your 
faith. God created diversity to show oneness in the 
divine.” Amen 
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