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SERMON 6th Sunday of Easter  May 22 2022  ©Gyllian Davies 
 
When my father retired and sold his pharmacy in Rossland my parents were so happy 
to move to Christina Lake and live there year round. The lake was a constant source 
of delight – fishing, swimming, bird life galore. My mother even convinced my father 
to go out in the canoe with her – though he thought it a very unreliable vessel. Not 
being a strong swimmer I’m sure he worked hard at not thinking about how easily it 
could tip! They loved the lake. Kind of busy for those two months of summer but the 
rest of the year it was so beautiful. So peaceful.   
 
Roll the clock forward 29 years, my mother had been gone for 19 years, and at the 
age of 102 my dad was ready to move out of the house. At first we thought we’d 
found the perfect place, living with a family right on the lake. His bedroom had a 
killer view – looking for miles up the lake. It seemed so perfect. So peaceful. 
 
But… after 8 months it became clear that his new home was a bit of a nightmare. I 
looked and looked for a new place for him and finally I found one. Living with a lovely 
woman who was a retired rehab nurse. Only, not only was it not on the lake, it was in 
town. And even worse it had no beautiful view from any of the windows. The living 
room looked across the street to a small strip mall. The kitchen looked out on the 
back of a tire store. But I was desperate to find him a home – I lived a 9 hour drive 
away in another country. So I told him I’d found a possible place. “But Papa, I’m 
really sorry,” I said, “there’s no beautiful view. Really!” 
His reply?   “A person can get awful tired of looking at this lake you know.” Huh.  
 
So we moved him into town. Well, it turned out that in the strip mall there was a 
Curves Studio and guess what – he didn’t mind at all watching the women come and 
go. And you know with a store-front window into that studio…  lots of activity!  And 
the tire store? Well there was always something going on there and his new care-giver 
was happy to go across the alley and get all his questions answered by the guys 
working there. Not only that, but he was only a block from the main drag and it was 
easy for his friends to drop by for a visit when they came into to town to do their 
errands. NOW… he had a peaceful heart. Now he experienced a peace that was deep 
and rich and full of life. For my dad it was like an advance experience of heaven. 
 
I suspect that might be the kind of peace Jesus was talking about in the Gospel - rich 
and full of life. I think as humans we often fall into the trap of thinking of peace as an 
absence of troublesome things. You know – an absence of war and conflict. An 
absence of chaos and noise and upheaval. An absence of unknowns and unpredictable 
situations. An absence of all kinds of violence. Which I suspect is why Jesus made it so 
clear –  

“Peace I give to you. My peace I give to you. 
I do not give as the world gives.” 

If we’re paying close attention we will hear – do not expect my peace to be what 
you’re accustomed to thinking of as peace. NO. 
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Yes, we lean towards thinking of peace as an absence of that which troubles us, which 
makes our lives difficult, which frightens or appals us. 
 
But what if true peace is not about absence. What if it’s about presence. The 
Presence of God with us.  What if it’s about the presence of cooperation and co-
creation. What if it’s about authentic relationship. And about Generosity and 
Kindness, Laughter and Playfulness.  
And…What if true peace is about sacrifice and discomfort in order to attain more of 
the Presence of the Holy of Holies for everyone. What if true peace is about 
extending forgiveness and respect to those we’d prefer to reject, dismiss, or even 
sometimes punish. Imagine. What if God’s peace means welcoming someone whose 
politics make you nauseous or furious. What if God’s peace means giving up what you 
love…??? 
 
As one writer put it: “The peace that Jesus gives is nothing less then the consequence 
of the Presence of God.”   The peace of God, it turns out, is actually about 
relationship. Relationship between the Creator and the ones who are beloved of the 
Creator. Relationship, intimacy, trust… between you and the Holy of Holies. Between 
you and Jesus. More beautiful than words. More powerful than we could ask or 
imagine. We have good reason to rejoice with our psalm this morning: 

Let the nations be glad and sing for joy,  
 

Do you think  we  could actually allow ourselves to step into this terrifyingly powerful 
intimacy and closeness? Do you think we might be willing to admit our great longing 
for God’s breath on our faces, God’s light in our eyes, God’s touch on our hearts? 
And who would not long for this: 

Then the angel showed me  
the river of the water of life, 

bright as crystal, 
flowing from the throne of God and of the Lamb 

through the middle of the street of the city. 
On either side of the river 

 is the tree of life with its twelve kinds of fruit, 
 producing its fruit each month; 

and the leaves of the tree are for the healing of the nations. 
Nothing accursed will be found there any more. 

But the throne of God and of the Lamb will be in it, 
and his servants will worship him; 

they will see his face, and his name will be on their foreheads. 
And there will be no more night; 
they need no light of lamp or sun, 
for the Lord God will be their light 

 
And then what? As my Quebecois prof at seminary used to say: 
for why would we want this?   What will it do to us, this peace of God? 
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I suspect the peace of the Christ will give us strength. Strength to live into whatever 
comes our way, so we can be resilient and wise with our personal world and the 
challenges we face. So we can encounter addictions and mental illness in our families 
and among friends with grace and love. So we can face illness that turns our world 
upside down with kindness and courage. So we can live through the tragedies that 
come our way, so we can lift up those who fall next to us. And so we can still find it 
in ourselves, in the midst of all that, to rejoice for the gift of our life. 
 
I suspect this peace of Christ will give us strength for the wider world. Strength to be 
faithful and persistent in the face of the world’s wounds and brokenness, to be both 
gentle and fierce in the face of the world’s cruelty and fickleness 
To be a light in the darkness, a calm in the storm. 
 
But above all I believe the peace of Christ will open us up, will make us capable of 
holding, breathing, touching the deep longing within our hearts to FEEL God’s 
presence , to feel God with us, to know that dear companion, to no longer live in 
confusion or isolation. 
And then…   I think we might be filled with gratitude. I think our prayer might be 
Wow! Thank you!  Overflowing gratefulness. 
I think e e cummings nailed it in his poem, I thank you God. 
 

i thank You God for most this amazing 

day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 

and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 

which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

  

(i who have died am alive again today, 

and this is the sun's birthday; this is the birth 

day of life and love and wings and of the gay 

great happening illimitably earth) 
 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing 

breathing any-lifted from the no 

of all nothing-human merely being 

doubt unimaginable You? 

  
(now the ears of my ears awake and 

now the eyes of my eyes are opened)  
 

We thank you God. Amen. 


