Tears, Sacrifice, Rage, Love
When Immigration Customs Enforcement or ICE surged into Minneapolis earlier this year, Bri Larsons wanted to do something. She knew her neighbors were struggling as many hid in their homes, unable to get groceries, go to work, and were too fearful to pick up Medicine for their sick kids. By posting on social media and recruiting other friends and neighbors Bri has delivered groceries, hygiene products, diapers, and rent money to 100’s of folks in need. But there was one call in particular that brought her to tears.
A baby had gone a day and half without eating. Only three months old the child was soley breast fed when their mother was detained on her way to work by ICE and sent to a detention center in Texas. The baby was now in the care of their 16 year-old sister who just couldn’t get them to take a bottle of formula. So, the 16 year-old called Bri. Bri is herself a single mother of two and in addition to running this expansive donation network in the city, Bri is currently breastfeeding her own baby, and is blessed to be what is referred to as an overproducer. This means when the 16-year-old child called trying to feed their 3-month sibling Bri had a freezer filled with 1000ozs of Breast Milk and so within an hour and half Bri was at their door. She brought 350 oz of breast milk, bottles, a bottle warmer, extra clothing, and instructions on how to safely thaw the milk. Within moments the baby took the bottle, ate and fell asleep. This is what it looks like to have life come from sacrifice.
Bri admits she is filled with rage, that children and neighbors could be harmed so thoughtlessly. Rage at systems that hurts the vulnerable. Rage at those in power who act without compassion. Rage that a 16year old is raising a baby sibling. Yet Rage is not the final word. For the power of love is witnessed again and again in neighbors coming together. Folks like Bri not giving in to fear, or hate, but showing a way of nonviolence that serve as a reminder Love has won and will win.
Tears, Sacrifice, Rage, Love.



A way to summarize this day that we call ‘Good.’ 2,000 years ago the disciples, including Jesus own Mother must have had tears in their eyes at the injustice of it all. Jesus executed for being a threat to those in power. Tears over the betrayal, to have a friend and follower, Judas be the one to turn him over. Tears for feeling powerless to stop what was happening. Maybe we have tears in our eyes this night for some of the same reasons. For the times humanity acts unjustly, for when we betray our neighbors, and when we feel powerless to make a difference.
But God shows us a way forward through loving sacrifice. Resistance not with might, but like a mother who donates Breast Milk, Jesus gives of his own body so that we might have life. The cross serves as a compass for how to live in trying times. 
Yet, we need not ignore or suppress the emotions that arise in us. Good Friday is a day for gratitude and thankfulness but there may also be fear, worry, or even rage this evening. I take comfort that we are not alone in these feelings but when we hear Jesus cry out, my God, my God why have you forsaken me Jesus knows what it is to feel the breadth and depth of human emotion. We hold space for all that weighs on our hearts this night knowing that there is a current moving underneath the entire passion story. A stream or even mighty river that is moving underneath and within our stories and this current is one of God’s great love.
We call this Day good for God in Christ did not run away. Jesus did not ignore the pain, suffering, or brokenness in us or in the world. From the cross he would invite a criminal into paradise and tell God to forgive even those who killed him, for they know not what they do. 
Tears, Sacrifice, Rage, Love. 
Jesus does not abandon neighbors who are hungry. Jesus has not forgotten or overlooked you or I. For divine love sheds tears over suffering. Divine love leads to sacrifice that gives life. Divine love rages at injustice. Divine love does not let evil, sin, or even death win. For love is the beginning and the ending of this and each of our stories. May we hold fast to the cross and let love of Jesus be our guide. Amen.
