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Sixth Sunday of Easter 05 26 19 

Acts 16:9-15; Revelation 21:10, 22 – 22:5; John 14:23-29 

 

 

Grace to you and peace… 

“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…”  

It’s been more than 40 years since my mother died, but this 

passage will always remind me of her funeral. I was 19 years old, 

and my family had no connection to a faith community. We knew 

little of funeral arrangements and how things were done, so we 

cobbled things together in our own ways. I knew of remembrance 

cards that serve as keepsakes of the deceased, but I had no idea 

how they came to be. So my sisters and I purchased some white 

embossed note cards and painstakingly wrote out the details of 

Mom’s birth and death, and we included this passage from John’s 

Gospel…Do not let your hearts be troubled. Though we had been 

far from any religious denomination for many years we still were 

drawn in that time of grief to God’s promised peace that was 

beyond what the world could offer. Perhaps we could say that 

somehow the word of God was written on our hearts. 

Maybe it’s not surprising that this passage from John gives 

meaning and comfort when facing ultimate things like death. But I 

was struck this week when I realized that the reading from 

Revelation for today also carried for me a personal history of grief 

and loss, of meaning and comfort in the face of death.  
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Toward the end of my first call, about a dozen years ago now, a 

member of the congregation learned of his diagnosis with multiple 

myeloma. Bob was an active member of the church, had served 

as Council president, and had had a successful career in 

business. Upon receiving his diagnosis, in addition to seeking the 

very best options for treatment, Bob began a journey of spiritual 

exploration, and he invited me to be his listening companion on 

the journey. We talked regularly and he would share what he was 

experiencing medically, but more than that he shared the way in 

which God was opening his heart and his perceptions to see 

things he had not seen before.  

One example was the realization that his status as an affluent, 

well-educated white man afforded him treatments like a bone 

marrow transplant that were well beyond the means of someone 

with less privilege. He was nearly overwhelmed by the recognition 

that though his life was not more valuable than other lives, he had 

the opportunity to extend both the length and quality of his life 

because of his privilege. His heart was broken open. 

He took up walking as a spiritual practice during his illness. It 

became for him a walking meditation time of close prayer and 

conversation with God. One day he told me, with tears in his 

eyes, about a vision he had on his walk. It was a warm early 

spring morning, and the walking path had little streams of water 

on it here and there. He looked up and the sun reflected on the 

water in such a way that it looked to him “like the river of the water 

of life, bright as crystal, flowing from the throne of God.” There 

were trees all around the path and my friend witnessed to the 

healing in the leaves of the tree of life.  
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Though he knew he was soon to face his own death, the 

overpowering sense of God’s presence right here in the midst of 

God’s good creation filled him with awe and reverence, and with a 

sense of wonder that he should be given such a glimpse of 

eternal glory. Perhaps we could say that God’s word of presence 

and peace was written on Bob’s heart.   

In the reading from Acts Paul’s vision in the night of a plea from 

Macedonia to “come and help us” took him across the sea to the 

city of Philippi, a Roman colony. With its primacy as a Roman city, 

it was unlikely that there was a Jewish synagogue there, so Paul 

and his traveling companions went outside of the city to the river, 

where they supposed there was a place of prayer.   

Indeed, women were gathered by the river for prayer and we 

learn of Lydia, a “worshiper of God.” Lydia was a transplant from 

the city of Thyatira and a dealer in purple cloth; that is, she was a 

business woman with a trade in valuable goods, and she is 

named with no reference to any male relative. The writer of Acts 

tells us that “The Lord opened her heart to listen eagerly to what 

was said by Paul.” Paul, having been transformed by his own 

experience of the Living Christ on the Damascus road, was driven 

to share the word of God given to him wherever he was called to 

go.  

Out of a vision in the night, a faithful word, and an open heart, 

God wove together a fabric of new community among the Jewish 

and Gentile women gathered for prayer, as Lydia extended 

hospitality to Paul and a new church was born. 

Jesus told us this is how it would work. “Those who love me will 

keep my word, and my Abba God will love them and we will come 
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to them and make our home with them.” And more, “the 

Advocate, the Holy Spirit, whom Abba God will send in my name, 

will teach you everything, and remind you of all that I have said to 

you.” 

On this Memorial Day weekend, the unofficial beginning of the 

summer season in Minnesota, the whisper of death hovers 

around us. We remember those whose service in our military cost 

them their lives, and we strive to honor them. As we do so we are 

encouraged by the culture around us to idolize American 

exceptionalism and celebrate the violence that is war in the name 

of “honoring their sacrifice.”  

But for followers of Jesus the season is Easter, the tomb is empty, 

and the word the Holy Spirit proclaims is “PEACE.” On the cross 

Jesus faced the full force of Empire and its claim to ultimate 

power through violence; and in the resurrection God spoke a 

different claim: power that comes through vulnerability, strength 

made known by extravagant love.  

While the powers of this world insist that borders must be 

enforced and people from other places are to be feared because 

they bring only threat, God’s word points us to the holy city 

Jerusalem coming down out of heaven from God. 

While the world warns of the need for security systems and lock 

downs to keep us safe, God’s word speaks of the holy city whose 

gates are always open. In God’s vision, every nation will be 

gathered into the holy city bringing with them only honor and 

glory.  



5 
 

While the world threatens war over natural resources, God’s 

vision is grounded in the river of the water of life flowing from God 

and the Lamb, streaming through the city bright as crystal.  

While the world contaminates the environment for the sake of 

“production” and healthcare is hoarded by the few and priced out 

of reach for the many, in God’s vision the tree of life with its 

twelve kinds of fruit produces fruit every month; and the leaves of 

the tree are for the healing of the nations. 

These images are symbols of community, abundance, healing, 

peace, and joy…these images are symbols of the reign of God 

come near! 

Peace I leave with you, says Jesus; my peace I give to you. Jesus 

does not give as the world gives. The systems of this world give 

demands and despair, enticements and damning critiques. The 

world gives false hope and false claims and endless distractions. 

The world gives isolation masked as independence and greed 

disguised as success.  

The Word of Jesus gives peace and healing, reconciliation and 

new life. 

“Those who love me,” says Jesus, “will keep my word, and Abba 

God will love them and we will come to them and make our home 

with them.” God’s word is written on our hearts that we may live in 

hope. 

By which vision do we choose to live?  

Amen. 


