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#IRunWithMaud 
 
From Ahmaud Marquez Arbery’s obituary: 
 

Mr. Ahmaud "Quez" Arbery of Brunswick, GA. passed on Sunday February 23, 
2020 … He was a loving son, brother, uncle, nephew, cousin, and friend. He was 
humble, kind and well mannered. He always made sure he never departed from 
his loved ones without an “I Love You”. He had a smile that would light up a 
room. He loved to tell jokes, to elicit laughter and had a beautiful personality. 
He enjoyed downtime with his family and friends. He loved sports; basketball 
and football were his top choices. He was quite the athlete and chose to wear 
the football jersey #21, which was passed down from his older brother, Marcus, 
Jr. Ahmaud was among the graduating class of 2012 at Brunswick High School. 
He later attended South Georgia Technical College in Americus, Georgia. He is 
survived by: his mother, Wanda Cooper Jones; father, Marcus Arbery, Sr.; one 
brother, Marcus Arbery Jr. of Brunswick, Georgia; one sister, Jasmine Arbery of 
Albany Georgia; two loving nephews… one godsister… one grandmother; ten 
aunts…; six uncles… and a host of cousins and friends.1 

 
On February 23, 2020, Ahmaud Arbery was gunned down by two white men. In 
broad daylight. While he was out for a jog.  
 
Not one of us heard a thing about this man’s tragic death, this family’s unimaginable 
nightmare, until this past week. Because a video of the murder was leaked and went 
viral. Which resulted in the convening of a grand jury, and finally, after 74 days, the 
two white men were arrested and charged.  
 
Friday would have been Ahmaud’s 26th birthday. And folks over all the country ran 
or walked in his honor, 2.23 miles to signify the date his life was so brutally and 
prematurely snuffed out.  
 
When I received this news, I just kept thinking … How long? How long will we as a 
society allow this to go on? How long will we remain complacent and unfeeling in 
the face of such injustice? How long will mothers fear for their black sons’ lives? 
How long will white people kill black people without cause and without 
consequence?  How long? 

 
1 https://www.cbjohnsonreidfs.com/obituary/Ahmaud-Arbery 
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And I feel the question that we must ask ourselves now is: “What are we going to 
do?” Because we cannot go on like this.  
 
It is far past time that we confront the evils of white supremacy, and not just in the 
most extreme expressions of it, but also in the very mundane, very everyday ways 
that white supremacy rears its deadly head.  
 
And my friends, especially my white friends, we have work to do.  
 
I know that this work is hard, it is painful, and it takes courage to look at ourselves 
in the mirror and admit that we have internalized white supremacy, that we have 
internalized racism, that we harbor racist thoughts and process using prejudiced 
thinking. It is hard to admit that we have fallen short.  
 
That we have failed. We have failed our sisters and brother and siblings. We have 
failed Black, Indigenous, People of Color.  
 
It is hard to admit that we have failed, but this is what we have done, what we 
continue to do, and what we must confess daily while we seek to do better.  
 
I think one of the primary reasons it is so hard to admit failure, is that when we do 
we so often follow it up with a value judgment about ourselves. Because I failed, I 
am bad … I am ugly … I am unworthy … I am disposable … I am [fill in the blank] 
with where you go when you are processing your failures in an unhealthy way. 
 
Just because we don’t get something right, doesn’t mean that we are deficient. It 
means that we are human. One of the lies of white supremacy, which we were all 
shaped by and aspire to, is perfection. But we must deep down that perfection is a 
fallacy, a false idol. No one is perfect. No one gets it right all the time.  
 
This is why we have the Prayer of Confession and Assurance of Pardon as a part and 
parcel of our worship. Our lived reality is not perfection. Our lived reality is that we 
fail day after day after day to be the people God created us to be. AND, the Good 
News, the gospel, is that God is unable to give up on us. Day after day after day, God 
extends mercy and grace, and an invitation to try again. 
 
Not all Christian traditions are built on this belief. Many are built on an ideation of 
perfection. The Scripture I read from John is a foundational text for folks who build 
their lives on the altar of perfection and other lies of white supremacy. 
 



This text and others like it in the gospel of John have been so often used to exclude 
and marginalize, primarily anyone who doesn’t fit the Anglo-Christian mold. A mold 
that offers a very clear and very limited description of this path which supposedly 
leads to God.  
 
If it weren’t so sinister, it might be ironic, that a text and a gospel and a worldview 
that prioritized life and healing for the marginalized and the outcast, would instead 
be used as a tool of white supremacy, a physical, spiritual, and psychological weapon 
to be wielded against Black, Indigenous, People of Color (BIPOC), LGBTQ+ people, 
people with disabilities, people of different faiths and traditions. People who don’t 
fit their mold. 
 
Please don’t stone me for heresy, but I don’t think Jesus was perfect. He may have 
even gotten it wrong a few times. Like when he called a Syrophoenician woman a 
dog. Or when let his friend Lazarus, the one he loved, die, all so that he could reveal 
his power by resurrecting him. 
 
Or maybe he was perfect. I mean who I am to really say. But even if he were, 
perfection is not what he primarily modeled for us. With the woman, he modelled 
humility. The ability to be moved and to broaden his understanding. He changed his 
whole mission because of what this outsider said. 
 
With Lazarus and his family, he modeled compassion. Jesus was moved to tears as 
he mourned alongside his people. Even though he knew that he would soon 
resurrect his friend, he still allowed himself to acknowledge and to feel the suffering 
he caused his friends.  
 
Jesus modeled for us how to be human, flaws and shortcomings and 
misunderstandings included, and he showed us how to repent, to admit when we’ve 
fallen short and to be open to receiving direction, to make a change, to turn around 
and try again.  
 
He models for us the way, the truth, and the life. The way to God, paved not by 
perfection, but a desire to be corrected, to try again, and through it all, to rely on the 
grace and mercy and steadfast love of God.  
 
This is the how, and there is one more gift in this text I would like to bring out, 
which speaks to the what. It’s common in the gospels to find Jesus and his disciples 
somewhat at odds because the disciples just can’t get it. Over and over and over they 
fail to understand what is going on right in front of their eyes.  
 



I am moved by what Jesus says to Phillip, “Believe me that I am in the Father and the 
Father is in me,” he says. “But if you do not,” if you cannot … ”believe me because of 
the works themselves.” 
 
Believe me because of the works themselves, and also, if you can believe in that, 
then you too will do the works that I do. 
 
Jesus’ work was about healing physical ailments, restoring communities, and 
bringing forth life where there was only death. And every time he worked, he stood 
in direct defiance of the religious and political leaders of his time. He challenged the 
status quo. Brought the marginalized to the very center of communal life. And did it 
with humility and compassion and a reliance on the steadfast love of God.  
 
In her book I’m Still Here: Black Dignity in a World Made for Whiteness, Austin 
Channing Brown writes this:  
 

I need a love that is troubled by injustice. A love that is provoked to anger when 
Black folks, including our children, lie dead in the streets. A love that can no 
longer be concerned with tone because it is concerned with life. A love that has 
no tolerance for hate, no excuses for racist decisions, no contentment in the 
status quo. I need a love that is fierce in its resilience and sacrifice. I need a love 
that chooses justice. 

 
This, my friends, is the kind of love Jesus calls us to: 

A love that moves us to challenge America’s legacy of white supremacy. 
A love that refuses to allow hatred to cause suffering for any of God’s children. 
A love that is concerned with abundant life for all. 

 
We who seek to go where Jesus is going, to walk a path that leads to God, and to see 
God and live in our God’s house. We who seek to follow Jesus, to find the way, the 
truth, and the life, shall do the works that he did.  
 
And to do it all acknowledging that we aren’t always going to get it right. We are 
going to stumble. We are going to say the wrong thing. Think the wrong thing. Do 
the wrong thing. We are going to fail, but that doesn’t make us failures. It makes us 
human.  
 
What matters is that we admit when we stumble, open ourselves to correction, and 
seek with every passing day to try again, to do better, and to rely on and be moved 
by the steadfast love of God. 
 



Let it be so for us this day and the days to come. In the name of the Triune God, who 
Creates, Sustains, and Redeems us all. AMEN. 
 
 
 


