
Peace Be With You, April 28, 2019, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Acts 5:27-32; Ps 150; Rev 1:4-8; John 20:19-31 

“Grace to you and peace from him who is and who was and who is to come,” 

Prayer 

“Peace? Peace? I hate the word. As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee.” I can still remember that scene 

vividly—from William Shakespeare’s Romeo + Juliet, maybe not the version you’re thinking of. I have the 

image of John Leguizamo from Baz Luhrmann’s 1996 “modern” film version seared in my memory. If you 

know the scene (from the movie or the play), you’ll know that Tybalt is about to get into another fight 

with members of Romeo’s Montague family. If that scene, “peace” means what we are accustomed to it 

meaning: the absence of war, of bloodshed. As the two families have been locked in this bloody feud for 

years, “peace” would suggest some kind of end to that conflict. I think the end that Tybalt has in mind is 

not one of compromise but one of victory and submission. Is that really peace, after all? 

When particularly altruistic children are asked what they would like for Christmas, they often respond, 

“world peace.” However, when my father (and his father before him, and so on and so on) responded to 

that same question, the “peace” they were looking for was not of the “world peace” variety. 

We use the word in many ways: “peace and quiet”, “keep the peace”, or someone finally being “at 

peace,” among others. I think we can probably agree that it is an important concept—we have a huge 

banner hanging from our choir loft proclaiming it—but as a concept “peace” is multi-faceted. It can (and 

should) mean different things at different times. And most of us are searching for peace, at least some 

of the time—and for one or more of the different ways in which we understand it. 

In our gospel passage today, Jesus uses the same expression, “peace be with you”, three different times 

and, I think, in three different ways. The first instance is when he appears in the midst of the disciples. It 

had been an eventful week, as ours was, last week. We commemorated many of the events in that last 

week of Jesus’ life: the last supper, the washing of the disciples’ feet, Jesus’ arrest, trial, and crucifixion 

(and abandonment), his death, being placed in the tomb, and then, last Sunday, his resurrection from 

the dead, conquering death forevermore. It was a lot for one week. Some of the disciples have seen the 

empty tomb and by now all of them will have heard Mary’s story—that she had an encounter with the 

risen Lord. But it is still a scary time. Jesus was executed. There is even more uncertainty swirling now 

that people believe him not to be dead at all. There is likely even a renewed or more vigorous campaign 

for his death (since the first attempt didn’t “take”). The disciples have every reason to be afraid for their 

own lives. 

And in the midst of this fear and this uncertainty, Jesus appears in their midst. “Peace be with you,” he 

says. This is not the end of war or violence, but the end of anxiety, of fear. “Let not your hearts be 

troubled.” You can almost hear the exhalation. (*exhale*) “Look, here are my wounds, the holes in my 

hands and feet, the hole pierced in my side. And yet, I live.” Jesus brings great comfort to his disciples—

the death that Jesus received did not overcome him. “If God is for us, who can be against us?” What 

reason do we have to fear? Jesus allays their fears and brings them peace—peace from their anxiety. 

Jesus gives them the ability to go back to life, no longer paralyzed by fear. 

But Jesus wasn’t done yet. 



After showing them his hands and his feet he says to them again, “Peace be with you. As the Father has 

sent me, so I send you.” And then he breathed the Holy Spirit on to them. He told them that anyone 

whose sins they forgave were forgiven and anyone whose sins they retained were retained.  

This is a different kind of peace.  

This is something they take with them. This is a peace that is theirs. A possession. This peace fills them 

and gives them strength for what they are being sent off to do. This is the peace of the Holy Spirit and it 

fills them with power. They also have the authority to pronounce the forgiveness of sins. This is a very 

big deal! Jesus got into all kinds of trouble with the authorities when he claimed to be able to forgive 

sins—and now he is giving this authority to all of those gathered in that locked room. 

 

And Thomas missed it all.  

We talk about “doubting” Thomas often. He often receives criticism for his skeptical position—but how 

often do we notice just how much he has missed out on? He wasn’t there when Jesus breathed the Holy 

Spirit onto his disciples. Does that mean that Thomas wasn’t filled with the Holy Spirit? Were those 

other disciples sharing the peace of Christ with others and Thomas wasn’t able to? What was that week 

like? How hard must that have been for Thomas? Because we know the story, we know that Jesus meets 

the disciples again in a week’s time—but they didn’t know that. Thomas didn’t know that Jesus was 

going to see them again—that he was going to get the chance to also receive the Holy Spirit. We spend 

so much time on his need to see Jesus’ wounds for himself that we miss the fact that Thomas was split 

off from the group. For that week he wasn’t the same as they were. We can criticize him for being 

doubtful, but where is our compassion for his isolation? Is it any surprise he is doubtful? Does he really 

question Jesus? Or does he question his friends? These friends of his who he has spent so much time 

with over the last three years. These good friends of his who he has been suffering and mourning with. 

And these good friends who now see him as an outsider—as one who didn’t receive this same gift of 

“peace” that they did. 

So it is into a room of division that Jesus appears a week later. Despite the closed doors again he 

appears in the midst of them and says to them, “Peace be with you.” “Guys, relax. Get along. Stop 

looking at each other like that. Don’t let these supposed differences drive you apart. Be at peace with 

one another.” Jesus offers Thomas his hands and his sides as the proof he requested. But does Jesus do 

it for Thomas’ sake? Or for the sake of the others gathered there in that room? “Here, Thomas, be re-

joined with your brothers and sisters. Be welcomed back into fellowship with them.” 

And Jesus continues to appear in the midst of us and offers us “peace.” And we are still in need of it, 

today. When we hear stories of hundreds killed in Sri Lanka because of their Christian faith we pray for 

peace. When we consider the extreme weather patterns that are affecting so many people—and that 

are likely a result of human actions (and we realize that climate change will continue to affect our 

species for our lifetime and our children and our children’s children’s lifetime)—then we ask God for 

“peace.” When our nation (and our neighbours to the south) head to the polls and elect parties that 

represent only one portion of our population at the expense of the others—and when we can’t seem to 

have civil respectful conversations with people on the other side of the floor (or on the other side of the 

debate), then we plead for “peace”.  



In the sermon on the mount Jesus encouraged his listeners to settle with one another before going to 

worship. If you find out that your brother has something against you, leave your gift and be reconciled 

and then return and offer your gift to the Lord. Being “at peace” with one another was even more 

important to Jesus than making offerings to God. And it is because of this that we “pass the peace” each 

Sunday. Before we offer the gifts of bread and wine and our monetary offerings to God on the altar, we 

are first reconciled with one another. We greet others and “pass [them] the peace.” This tradition has 

long since stopped fulfilling its intention—I do hope, however, if any of you are in enmity with each 

other, that during the peace (which will happen shortly), you will be able to patch things up before 

sharing together at the Lord’s table. But “passing the peace” has become something other than one-

last-chance-to-patch-things-up-with-our-neighbour-before-offering-our-gift-to-God. And I think that is 

okay. When we greet others and shake their hand (or their elbow), or give people a hug or a kiss—as is 

appropriate and welcome, of course—we can reflect on some of the many meanings of this “peace” that 

we are sharing with one another. We say “peace be with you,” just as Jesus said to his disciples. Jesus 

came to extend that peace to all of us, even those who weren’t in that locked room on the first day. And 

that peace that Jesus gave them was exactly the kind of peace that they were most in need of at that 

moment.  

God knows our hearts—God knows where we are at and what we need. As well as we may know those 

who are gathered here today, we don’t know exactly what they are going through. We can shake hands 

and not know the challenges that someone is facing. That someone is living with fear and anxiety is not 

evident in a brief handshake. Someone who is trying to navigate a workplace or a family situation that is 

fraught with anger, resentment, and division may not communicate anything to us as we pass them the 

peace. And some of us are also in need of courage—the courage that comes from being filled with the 

Holy Spirit so that we might share our faith with others. This “peace” may be what is most lacking in our 

lives. 

When we pass each other the peace, may we truly wish and pray for them that they will receive exactly 

“the peace of the Lord” that they are most in need of, in that moment. And may we receive that from 

others as we shake their hands and hold each other in prayer.  

May we all receive the peace that we need from him who is and who was and who is to come. 

Amen. 


