
 

Grace and peace to you from God our Father and our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 

Amen.  

 

Three years ago, I stood in my sister’s bedroom, looking around, but not actually 

seeing anything, wondering how on earth it had happened. I had become an only 

child. This did not bring me glee, as it may have some of my friends. I was 

incredibly sad to no longer be living with my two older sisters who were now off at 

college. My brain almost couldn’t comprehend what this meant. I had never gone 

for more than two weeks without seeing either of my sisters. Growing up the 

youngest of three girls, my older sisters had a huge impact on how I lived my life, 

and really who I was. While I knew I would see them over school holidays, faced 

with a year without them, I didn’t know what to do. 

 

In the gospel this week the disciples are faced with a similar problem: their leader 

leaving them although in this case it’s to join God in heaven. They likely felt 

nervous, terrified even, at the prospect of being on their own. This person who they 

had grown to love and trust, who they finally believed to be the son and living 

word of the Lord, was leaving them. When reading this passage, an image formed 

in my mind of God the father, Jesus the son, and the disciples as the younger 

brothers and sisters, all apprehensive of Jesus leaving them, an image I could 

completely relate to. The disciples were beginning their journey of loss, just as I 

felt I was at the beginning of my freshman year. 
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I would love to tell you that in starting High School I was confident and cool, and 

my faith was stronger than ever… but that’s not the case. Instead I began my High 

School career scared, and worried that I would not fit in. I deeply felt the losses I 

was experiencing- that of my old school and friends, and most of all my sisters. 

While these may seem small to some people, they were really big things to me as a 

14 year old, and still things I value today. And as my life changed more and more, 

I began to feel God less and less. This was incredibly difficult for me, being raised 

in this church, and had always felt that God was with me. Now, questioning my 

faith and what it meant to have faith, I didn’t know what to do or who to turn to. I 

felt embarrassed, because I had just been confirmed. Just a few months previous I 

had stood in front of my confirmation class and said that I knew God’s love was 

unconditional and constant. How could I, mere months later, say I wasn’t so sure 

anymore? I decided to just stay quiet. The more that I stayed silent, the less I felt 

God around me. I felt completely alone.  

 

Matters were not helped when, in November, we got the news that my 

Grandmother had died. This really sent me for a spin. My Grandma’s life was 

filled with nothing short of miracles. Aside from being the most loving and 

amazing Grandmother anyone could ask for, she fully recovered from two strokes 

and cardiac arrest, and lived for nine years after flatlining. All the years that we 

had her for were a blessing. If she was no longer around, her miracles felt less real, 

they had less impact. She had still died in the end. This was also my first encounter 

with a family member dying. It only added to my questioning of God. 
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The disciples also questioned God. They wondered if Jesus would actually come 

back to them, and worried that they would be left on their own. But Jesus prayed 

for them, and God took care of them, just as he was taking care of me. I just didn’t 

know it yet. 

 

In February of my Freshman year, I had the opportunity to go to one of my favorite 

places: Mt. Cross. The Mt. Cross campus is situated in the Santa Cruz mountains, 

surrounded by redwood trees. Any of you who have been there have experienced 

this wonderful and almost sacred space, where the air is fresh and life just seems so 

much brighter. During these weekend retreats youth from all over our synod gather 

together and are real with each other about their lives and their faith, taking a break 

from their daily norm and growing as people in Christ. While I was delighted to be 

able to go on the trip, I was also worried. What would happen if someone asked me 

to talk about my faith? What answer could I give them? 

 

During that weekend God hit me like a freight train- blasting away all my doubts 

and fears, and telling me with absolute certainty that God was there. The weekend 

had a theme of different types of form- conform, inform, reform, your get the gist. 

The speaker spoke so openly with us about his life and his struggles, and while 

weaving stories and scripture together told us that it was ok to have faults and 

fears, ok to question our faith and question God. Hearing him speak about his own 

faith journey, and how he had lost trust in God, but found his way back gave me 

hope that I could do the same. 
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On the last night of the trip, our speaker had us gather on the patio for campfire. 

We sat in the near darkness- a gaggle of high schoolers in a circle of picnic tables, 

all around this speaker and a fire in a small hearth. Our speaker then began an 

activity that I would invite all of you to reflect on later this week, and apply to your 

own life, and struggles that you may be going through in this time.  He instructed 

us to close our eyes, and imagine a dark room, as dark as can be, but with a single 

lit candle in the middle. As he walked us through the activity, the candle began to 

melt, as candles tend to do, and we turned our imaginations away from the light, 

and focused instead on the melting wax. Our speaker asked us if we were the 

candle, what things would we want to melt and flow away? I thought about the 

pain and the fear that I had been holding onto for so long, fears that I was not 

enough, that my faith was not enough. Worries about my family and school flashed 

through my mind, and I sat, terrified.  

 

We transitioned into the upstairs meeting room, and the speaker had us write out 

the things that we wanted to let go of, and attach them to a web, and then he cut the 

web down, releasing us of our doubts, fears, and all that we felt we had to conform 

to. As he did so he told us that we had been released of these pains, if we let them 

go, because God would take care of them for us, because God loves us 

unconditionally. At this tears began to stream down my face like the imaginary 

wax, despite my best efforts to stop them from falling. I felt heard, cared for, and 

most of all loved. 

 

This experience set me on a path to finding God in a truer and more personal way 

than ever before, a path that I am still walking, and finding my way along, but now 
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I am confident that I don’t take that journey alone. I began to rebuild my trust in 

God, and see the parts of my faith that I still had not as less than, but as completely 

valid. I could finally see the things that had happened to me over the past year in a 

new light, seeing the good things they caused. I was re-taught about God being 

ever-present and ever-loving, and that I didn’t need to be anything else, I was fine 

as who I was, and God loved me for me. As I came down from the mountain that 

weekend, and left the bubble of safety that the redwood trees had provided, I felt 

renewed, and excited to share all that I had learned and seen and heard and eager to 

continue building this faith that God had helped me rediscover.  

 

During this quarantine, I am sure there are many things on your hearts and minds 

that you wish could drip away. Everyone is being confronted with loss of one sort 

or another- of activities, quality time with friends and family, milestones, and even 

the lives of loved ones. As each experience is cut away, it stings as if it were the 

first. It can feel like pieces of you are being extinguished- your job, your hobbies, 

your friends and family. Death and disease are on our minds now more than ever, 

and honestly, it’s frightening. Our world has begun to fill with these opposites that 

we don’t know how to combat- protecting yourself from something you can’t see, 

helping others that you can’t touch or hug, being unified while remaining apart. 

But luckily, God gives us the strength to overcome these losses and struggles. 

After all of the hard things have melted out of your candle, you are left with a light, 

burning brightly in the darkness. This light contains all the bright things in your 

life, and in the light of Christ our hardships can begin to flow away. A single 

candle can light up the darkest room, if it is only given the ability to shine. When 

feeling losses we need to let go of the melted wax, and instead search for and focus 
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on these lights, and bring them together so that they may all shine in unity. What 

these lights represent vary from person to person. For me during this time it means 

doing a million crafts, baking up a storm and coming up with an event calendar for 

my family. For others it might mean calling a friend or catching up on a show, 

devoting time to things they maybe couldn’t before. 

 

And just as Jesus did, we can all pray. We can pray for the safety of first 

responders, and thank God for the brightness that is around. Jesus looked back at 

his time on earth and saw what he had done, and prayed to God saying “I have 

made your name known to those whom you gave me from the world… And now I 

am no longer in the world, but they are in the world, and I am coming to you. Holy 

Father, protect them in your name that you have given me…”. He asked for his 

works to continue and for good to happen in the unknown. Likewise, we must also 

look at our time in quarantine and see the good that has come from it- increased 

time with family, a break to take care of mental health, a chance to realize our 

purpose in life more clearly than ever before, and we can pray to God for the things 

that are unknown and frightening, pray that the darkness is brightened. As you go 

about your life this week, I challenge each of you to focus on the light, and share 

that light with others. You are not alone. Jesus walks with you every step of your 

way, and even when you find yourself feeling incomplete, flawed or broken, you 

are surrounded by the light and love of God. Journey on, and may you live in light. 
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