
Sermon for Second Sunday in Advent - Peace in the Wild Places

We often think of peace in terms of quiet, calm, stillness, a truce or unity.

As I was finishing this sermon this week I looked over to the couch in our 

living room and there was our dog Kali, who some of you know to be rather 

boisterous and loud, all curled up and tucked beside the my daughter’s cat 

that now lives with us.  It was a beautiful picture of peace.

But not all peace is like that.

Jesus said, as he prepared his disciples for his own death,

Peace I leave with you, my peace I give to you.  I do not give to you as the 

world gives.

The peace that Jesus disciples would come to know and proclaim would be 

known in the midst of persecution, disappointment, conflict and sorrow.

Our gospel today passage takes us to the story of John the Baptist this 

second Sunday in Advent. 

He appears to us and to the people of Israel, in the wilderness - a man of 

the wild.  He dresses in camel’s hair and eats locusts and wild honey. 



The wilderness, though likely literal, was also a euphemism for a place of 

spiritual preparation.  Throughout the early church you often hear of people 

going out to abandoned or wild places to be more observant in prayer and 

spiritual practice.  This, of course, includes Jesus and his 40 days in the 

desert.

I must say I am profoundly struck by this relationship between the wild 

places, wild people and peace.  For John the Baptist was a prophet of 

peace.  He was the one who proclaimed the coming of the Prince of Peace.  

Yet, if we imagine our typical images of a peaceful person, we aren’t likely 

to picture a wild man dressed in camel’s hair with sticky grasshoppers on 

the end of his fingers ranting and raving about the coming Messiah.

We wouldn’t likely even picture Jesus as he really was either.  Though 

taking the title of Prince of Peace, he was anything but a peaceful and 

peace-making person - at least not in the “I’m calm, you're calm, everything 

is OK” kind of way.

As I was putting together the Advent Meditation for peace this week I 

stumbled on this poem by one of my most favourite poets, Wendell Berry.



 It is entitled “The Peace of Wild things”

When despair for the world grows in me

and I wake in the night at the least sound

in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,

I go and lie down where the wood drake

rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.

I come into the peace of wild things

who do not tax their lives with forethought

of grief. I come into the presence of still water.

And I feel above me the day-blind stars

waiting with their light. For a time

I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.

Perhaps peace is not something we attain or acquire.  Perhaps it isn’t 

something we seek out or passively wait to descend upon us.

Perhaps Peace is a practice and a wild one at that.

Richard Rohr, another favourite of mine, wrote:

“ there is no path to peace but peace itself is the path”



What if peace is walking the pathways of the wild places with hope, 

courage and faith?

Or, like Wendell Berry writes, taking ourselves into the wild places, sitting, 

standing or lying down, and being fully present?

What if peace is resting in the grace of the world in the midst of a 

recession, a pandemic, panic, fear, anxiety and worry?  Not escaping it.  

Not pining for it to be over.  Not denying it.  

But running right into it. Right into the middle of it and stopping.  Opening 

our eyes to see the “day blind stars waiting with their light”.

I invite us all to open our hearts to the surprising and unexpected ways the 

peace of God may come to us in this time.  We will need to turn our hearts 

and minds away from the despair of this world, away from the frustration 

and anger and discontent that our current culture incites within us and the 

media we attend to daily only fuels.

Instead of living there, let us go to the wild places where God is attending 

to the hearts and souls of those around us - our medical workers on the 

front lines, the staff in nursing homes, the isolated seniors in our midst, 

families out of work and friends suffering from mental health issues 

exasperated by this season.  Let us go to the wild places of our own hearts 

and souls, to the disappointment and fear and anxiety.  Let us stand in 



those wild places and open our eyes to the vision of God that Isaiah 

proclaimed many centuries ago to the people of Israel 

See, the Lord GOD comes with might, and his arm rules for him; his reward 

is with him, and his recompense before him.  He will feed his flock like a 

shepherd; he will gather the lambs in his arms, and carry them in his 

bosom, and gently lead the mother sheep.  (Isaiah 40:10,11)

Perhaps peace is not always a calm, beatific scene.  Perhaps if we stand in 

those wild places with open hearts waiting for the Prince of Peace John 

proclaims, we will find the deeper peace that grounds and roots us in the 

truth of God in our midst.

Come Lord Jesus.  Come soon and bless us with Peace.  Amen



Jesus as the Prince of Peace??


Peace is a practice.


Peace is a practice.   It is intentional and active.


We so often want peace to come to us - we long for it like something just beyond our reach.  
But peace is a living practice that is always within our reach.  


In times like these, it is important for us to remember that peace is a practice. 



