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This Gospel lesson is one among many in the Bible that concern peace and forgiveness, anxiety 

and aggression. Christians are a people of the Book, following a religion of redemption, of new 

beginnings. And the entire story of God and humanity is one of God rebuilding our relationships 

after we’ve gone and mucked them up, again.  

 

But in this season of Easter Sundays, it’s funny to me that the reading would come from a 

section of a goodbye address, something that Jesus said to the disciples on the night of the Last 

Supper. I wonder why the people who planned the readings for this season didn’t choose 

something that more readily lends itself to something more of a mission statement or something 

that can be characterized as inaugural.   

 

But if these words are some of Jesus’ last before his wrongful arrest, detention, and death, then 

for the early church, there must have been a bittersweet memory for disciples when they recalled 

and shared aloud Jesus’ saying of peace and forgiveness, anxiety and aggression.   

 

Because this promise is shared in scripture, Jesus’ gift of peace is not just conveyed to the first 

disciples, the first followers, the ones who betrayed him, denied him, and misconstrued his 

teaching to the end. These words - “my peace I give to you” - are powerful enough to continue to 

hold sway over the church, from one generation to the next, even as we grow further and further 

removed from a personal encounter with the man who walked the dusty roads of Nazareth.  

 

I love these words: “Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you. I do not give to you as the 

world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled, and do not let them be afraid.”  

 

There are other passages in John which speak to me. Earlier during the Supper, Jesus bends 

down and washes the disciples’ feet, saying “if I, your Lord and Teacher, have washed your feet, 

you also ought to wash one another’s feet. For I have set you an example, that you also should do 

as I have done to you. Very truly, I tell you, servants are not greater than their master, nor are 

messengers greater than the one who sent them. If you know these things, you are blessed if you 

do them.” He says much else to that end, that we ought to bear with one another and share in 

each other’s lives.  

 

And, as far as we know, the early church listened. They met regularly and often, shared things in 

common, and had meals together. They worshiped God in community and sought to serve one 

another, learning as they went. And you could say that we’re still learning, even today.   

 

But we still experience the same set of heartaches as we go about our daily lives. Whether it be 

fatigue, frustration, pain, grief, shame, anxiety, or guilt, we have to agree that our lives are, at the 

moment, far from perfect.  

 

I wish that when Jesus said “Come to me, all you that are weary and are carrying heavy burdens, 

and I will give you rest” that he meant we would find physical rest for today, and not the spiritual 

rest for our souls that he in fact promised. Or when he said “do not worry about your life, what 



you will eat or what you will drink,” I wish he meant that he would take care of doing the 

groceries for me or running errands. Or maybe I could just be taught to worry a little less about 

mundane things, things that don’t matter at all when it comes down to it. That really would be 

nice.  

 

But when Jesus says, “my peace I give to you,” it’s not the kind of peace that arises from sitting 

on the porch for a morning, sipping coffee and watching the pelicans dive underwater for 

breakfast. It’s not the kind of peace that comes from an hour of meditation surrounded by 

candles, crosses, and icons. And it’s not the kind of peace that a good meal produces at the end 

of a long week.  

 

The peace of Christ, the forgiveness of God, is the utter absence of being at war with God, the 

release from being pursued by a vengeful and vindictive God, the freedom from being convinced 

and convicted of certain doom. Instead, the peace that Jesus offers is the affirmation that Christ is 

in the Father, and we are in Christ, and Christ is in us. And I cannot imagine any greater 

wholeness, any deeper completeness, than that.  

  

I would love to have this kind of assurance every day. Sometimes I think it will dawn on me 

when I finally pass from this age to the next. Then I will have peace and comfort and forgiveness 

in God. But Jesus doesn’t say, when all history ends and we all live in the New Jerusalem, then 

and only then will we be one with God.  

 

He says, “my peace I give to you;” I leave it with you; it’s yours now; wherever I go, and 

wherever you go, you will always have my peace.  

 

We aren’t waiting anymore. We aren’t living through an unending quest for forgiveness and 

peace. We don’t have to keep digging deeper and deeper inside ourselves in order to be “whole 

enough” to approach God.  

 

We have already been brought into Christ’s peace. We are already incorporated into God’s reign. 

And we get to witness all things being made whole - even the things inside ourselves, even the 

things we think are irreparable.  

 

We have no reason to be afraid anymore, no reason to let our hearts be troubled. Because we 

belong to God. And Christ’s peace is ours to keep.   

 

Thanks be to God. Amen.  

 

 


