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2022.05.29  SERMON Jerusalem Sunday (7 of Easter)    ©Gyllian Davies† 
 
It seems like this morning’s themes run in two streams…  Captivity. And release. 
Paul and Silas are thrown in jail – captives. And then… in the midst of singing hymns 
and praying, an earthquake breaks open the prison. Only – they don’t take this 
opportunity for release. For freedom…  Why not? Why don’t they all run away, all the 
prisoners? Maybe this story is about a different kind of release. And a different kind of 
captivity…   
 
There are so many ways to be in captivity, aren’t there… And so many ways to be 
released. 
 
Think about captivity… the many ways we can find ourselves captive…  Recognizing 
that we can be willing or unwilling captives to all kinds of things… Maybe captivity is 
when the angels of light grab hold of us and they’re such experts at looking good,  
looking like service and ministry and loving the world that we don’t even notice we’ve 
become their captives…  until we end up saying yes to so many things we no longer 
have space to be peaceful, to be still and notice the beauty of life. Or we no longer 
have any time to be with the ones we love. Or to be with God… 
 
Or maybe captivity doesn’t look like an angel of light. Maybe it looks like darkness, 
like being enslaved to cultural values even when we know they don’t feed us, even 
when we know they leave us feeling a terrible hunger. Or when we decide others are 
enslaved to counter-cultural values and living in darkness – why can’t they see that! 
And we no longer see the mote in our own eyes… 
 
Captivity can show up in so many ways…  we can be captive to fear – as the different 
governments of the world seem to fear the ones they are ruthlessly oppressing. We 
can be captive to scarcity thinking, to feeling like we are never enough, or that we 
never will have enough. We can be captives to grief or captives to anger, to debt or 
to greed. We can be captives to our past.  And… we can be captives to our story of 
how we want the world to be.  
 
Maybe captivity is whatever eats away at our soul, whatever causes us harm, 
whatever causes us to be out of harmony with ourselves, with each other… 
 
And of course - humans can be quite literally captives to punitive and heartless 
systems such as racism, genocide, apartheid…  such as are found in the Holy Land. Or 
here in our own country…  For sure that’s being out of harmony with justice and 
peace, with love and truth. 
 
Captivity does terrible things to our souls…. When I used to live in Portland, Oregon  
I would walk my black dog, Alice, off leash. But I began to notice something  - 
whenever I met an African-American person coming towards me  they would cross 
over to the other side of the street. Once I noticed that, whenever I spotted a person 
of colour coming I’d put Alice on her leash. And I pondered – what was going on?  
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She was a friendly, peaceful dog. Was it just because of her size and colour? What 
made her seem so threatening? 
 
And then one day I got it – the connection between a large unfamiliar dog and obvious 
fear. The people who were afraid came from a fairly recent past of brutal slavery. 
Only 150 years ago. 3 or 4 generations. Recent enough to hear stories from 
grandparents, great-grandparents…  Stories of escaping as slaves and then being 
hunted down with dogs. The light came on. They weren’t in a place of rational 
thinking. They were responding to hard-wired fear. It’s called psychogenetics. 
 
Once I watched a video of Reverend Father Martin Brokenleg talking about PTSD [post-
traumatic stress disorder] as it shows up in residential school survivors. Memories 
influencing and affecting 2nd and 3rd generations of people who did not themselves 
experience the schools. It doesn’t matter.  
Researchers have discovered that these memories and responses, this understanding 
that the world is unsafe and dangerous is pervasive throughout indigenous peoples in 
Canada. In North America.  If a person is indigenous they know at the level of DNA… 
that they are less worthy of respect and appreciation. At a genetic level they know 
they are more likely to end up in prison. More likely to have their children seized.  
More likely to experience loss of loved ones through suicide, addictions, and other 
forms of violence. 
 
These are the fruits of genocide and apartheid. This is the captivity of the heart. 
Captivity which takes away basic human rights.  
 
Five years ago I got to go to the Holy Land. I was with the clergy from the Diocese of 
Saskatoon doing a 10 day course, “Following in the Foot-steps of Jesus”. And before 
the trip was planned we all said we wanted to have time with Palestinians. We 
wanted to know their reality. We wanted them to know they are in our hearts. So we 
got our wish. Many times over. One day we were taken to the oldest refugee camp – it 
was opened in 1945. We had a talk from a young man who worked with youth at risk.  
And then we got to ask questions.  
I wanted to know what the big barrels or boxes on the rooftops were for. Water tanks, 
I was told. To capture rain? (And I’m thinking – what rain? Because they were in year 5 
of a drought.    No. When the water gets turned on they store it in the tanks.  
Who turns the water on? The Israelis. And then they turn it off. Ok… how often is it 
turned on?  One day a month.  
 
So what about release?  There it is in our Gospel. The high priestly prayer, the 
Farewell Discourse… in John we’ve been hearing over the past weeks.  Jesus is all 
about release. About releasing all of us into the Creator’s care.  

“I ask not only on behalf of these, but also  
on behalf of those who will believe in me  

through their word, that they may all be one.  
As you, Father, are in me and I am in you,  

may they also be in us, so that the world may believe that you 
have sent me. 
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Release. Yeah, I think release from captivity is about when we remember we are all 
one. When we remember that God is in all of us, that Jesus watches over and cares 
for every single one of us…  Listen to this story from the Holy Land… 
 
During October of 2017 30,000 women walked for peace through the biblical desert of 
the Holy Land. You heard all about it, right? 30,000 women, Jews, Muslims and 
Christians. All walking together. Many of them dressed in white. They said the 
politicians didn’t seem to understand that peace is necessary. Possible. Essential. 
They call themselves Women Wage Peace. Their intention is to end war in the holy 
land. Some news sources – the few that covered it – called it the Mother’s Walk for 
Peace. 
 
They began at the Dead Sea, the lowest land point in the world. They walked through 
the dessert for two weeks until at last they came to Jerusalem. (Those who were 
allowed in…) There they put up a white tent and called it a tent of reconciliation, 
naming it Hagar and Sarah – after the women who birthed the patriarchs of Islam and 
Judaism – Ishmael and Isaac… They want only one thing – a lasting peace agreeable to 
all sides.  
 
They walk with the power of their hearts, the power of mothering love  for all 
children, small or grown. 
 
Today, on Jerusalem and the Holy Land Sunday, the Anglican Communion around the 
world calls all of us to celebrate the Mothers of Jerusalem. The seekers of peace. The 
builders of harmony.  Let us celebrate them. 
 
Cause Jesus prays this for us. That we will all be one. Because whatever wounds any 
of us, wounds all of us. As long as one us is still in chains, none of us are free. Believe 
it. It’s right here in the Gospel of John. 
 
Maybe ultimately, it’s about willing captivity. Maybe Jesus wants us to allow God to 
take our hearts prisoner, so that we know to the core of our being the reality of God 
being one with us. And then of all of us being one with one another. 

I made your name known to them, and I will make it known, 
so that the love with which you have loved me may be in them, 

and I in them.” 
AMEN. 


