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“Peace for Our Turmoil” 

Text: Luke 24:26b-48 
 
While at work, a colleague tells a man about marriage counseling he is engaged in.  He tells his 
friend that it has improved his marriage immensely.  “Just the other day, I came home early and 
surprised my wife with a beautiful bouquet of flowers.  She hasn’t stopped telling her friends 
about it.”  The man realizes it has been a long time since he bought flowers for his wife.  In fact, 
it has been a long time since he has done anything nice like that. 
 
So, in the middle of the afternoon, he leaves work early, stops by the flower shop and gets a 
dozen roses.  He feels so good about it, that he even stops by the grocery to pick up a box of 
expensive chocolates.  Rather than walking into the house, he decides to surprise his wife.  So, 
he parks the car in the driveway, walks to the front door and rings the bell. 
 
When she answers the door, there he stands with chocolates in one hand and a dozen roses in the 
other.  She puts her hands to her mouth and begins to cry.  The man is so touched by her emotion 
that he just stands there smiling at her. 
 
Finally she composes herself and says, “This has just been the worst day.  The dishwasher broke 
this morning and spilled water all over the kitchen.  The school called saying Johnny was sick so 
I had to go get him.  The dog dug a huge hole in the backyard and brought muddy paws all 
through the house.  And now to top it all off, you come home drunk.” 
 
Sometimes the best moments don’t exactly turn out how we planned.  And the truth is, seldom 
does like go as planned.  Despite our best efforts, there are always unexpected glitches that 
occur.  That is why I keep a couple of things on my desk.  The first is a photograph of a bag of 
lemons at the grocery store.  The picture was taken by a parishioner who was undergoing 
treatment for cancer.  The irony of the bag of lemons caused her to take out her camera and take 
the picture.  She sent copies to friends with the caption, “When life gives you lemons….”  This 
was a woman who was experiencing her share of turmoil but was finding ways to remain 
positive and hopeful.  It is a reminder of her perspective and an encouragement to me when 
things don’t go as planned. 
 
The other thing I keep handy is a little post-it note with a phrase that means a lot to me.  It reads, 
“Accept chaos.  Give back calm.  Provide hope.”  There is a lot of wisdom in those simple 
words.  Accept chaos: things will never go as you imagined.  No matter how much you plan and 
prepare, there will always be things to don’t go as expected.  Easter will arrive and it will have 
rained all week before making it too wet to hold a sunrise service outdoors.  The Maundy 
Thursday service will be set to begin with a wonderful crowd in attendance and the soloist will 



be stuck behind a train.  Chaos will happen.  But, rather than trying to fight it or expending great 
energy complaining about it, all that we can do is accept that chaos is always present. 
 
Give back calm: this is the part we can control.  When chaos is present, what the people around 
us most need is to see a prevailing calmness.  You move the Easter sunrise service indoors or 
announce to the Maundy Thursday congregation about the circumstances and people understand.  
The calmness first of all gives us the ability to breathe deep and recognize that there are always 
options available.  Here is what has happened, here is what we can do.  Meeting chaos with panic 
and complaints will not fix the situation.  What we need for ourselves and what those around us 
most need is a calmness that is willing to assess the situation and begin to plot a new direction. 
 
And finally, provide hope: what we need to give to those around us is the honest belief that 
things will be ok.  It doesn’t mean that one has to have the answers or even the roadmap for 
getting through it.  Give back calm is just the assurance that we will take a few steps into the 
uncertainty and God will see us safely through.  It often acknowledges that the current state of 
affairs hurts, it might be unfair, it is certainly not what we expected or wanted.  But, we will find 
a way to make lemonade out of the lemons before us. 
 
There is a quote popularized in the movie, “The Best Exotic Marigold Hotel” in which one of the 
character says, “Everything will be all right in the end.  And if it’s not all right, then trust me, it’s 
not yet the end.”  It bespeaks that calm assurance that all will be ok. 
 
The turmoil we face in our lives goes by many different names.  It may be a grief or a loss.  It 
might be a looming change in our lives…retirement, empty nest, a birth of a child.  It might be of 
our own choosing like a new job or change in position or it might be something far from our own 
choosing that was thrust upon us.  We cannot escape the chaos and turmoil.  The best that we can 
hope for is the peace to face these changes with confidence. 
 
I believe this is what the disciples are experiencing as we continue this morning to talk about that 
first few days after the resurrection.  Easter has come and gone.  The women have come to 
announce that Jesus is risen.  What looked like an ending is just a new beginning.  And they are 
frightened by this.  They have locked themselves in a room because of that fear.  And they are 
afraid of lots of things.  They are afraid for their lives.  What if those who killed Jesus come after 
them next?  They might also be afraid that everything has been for naught.  They had invested 
their time and energy in this traveling prophet and look how it turned out.  He was gone.  This 
was not how they expected things to turn out. 
 
They might also be afraid that everything has fallen apart and that Jesus has ultimately failed.  
And they really wanted to see him succeed.  They believed what he taught.  They wanted the 
kingdom he had spoken of to become a reality.  They wanted to be a part of it all.  They were 
afraid that it had all failed. 
 
They might also be afraid that they were going to be asked to continue his mission and they 
weren’t sure they were up to the task.  I mean really, could they walk on water, feed a multitude, 
speak with the kind of authority that Jesus had, practice the kind of loving compassion he had 
shown?  They were looking around that locked room at the realization that none of them was in a 



position to continue what Jesus had started.  It was all going to fall apart because they weren’t up 
to the task.  We might convey the same feelings at times today.  Think about the burden we carry 
each week saying that the message of God’s love is dependent upon us.  There are days in which 
I can barely love the people who are nice to me and now I’m supposed to love my enemies.  
Forgiveness.  There are grudges that I have held for a very long time and now I am supposed to 
exemplify God’s grace toward all.  Love my neighbor as myself, when some days I don’t feel 
very lovable.  Ever had those thoughts?  I suspect the burden of such feelings were present in 
that locked room just as surely as they are present here today. 
 
But, amid the turmoil of their lives, amid the turmoil of our own lives, the resurrected Jesus 
comes to us and speaks a word of hope.  “Peace be with you.”  He doesn’t just say it once, he 
will repeat it for emphasis.  He gives us what we desperately need.  Amid all that we are facing 
each day, we it might be beneficial to begin each morning with that reminder.  God’s peace goes 
with us into each new day, no matter what may come. 
 
There is a great moment in the biographical novel, “Father Joe” written by comedian Tony 
Hendra.  Hendra is reflecting upon his life to his confidant, a Catholic priest who has been a 
friend and mentor throughout his lifetime.  He confesses that his life is a mess.  He has a string of 
bad relationships, he has hurt people along the way, he has been selfish and uncaring.  On top of 
that, he feels responsible for things that were beyond his control but which turned out badly.   
 
Father Joe listens to his confession patiently and then says, “These are great imperfections, dear.  
But they are not what you really want to say are they?”  Hendra knew this was true.  Father Joe 
asked him to speak from his heart.  Through tears Hendra confessed, “I seem incapable of love, 
Father Joe.  Utterly incapable of feeling it, even thinking it.  Even wanting it.  Not, that’s not 
true.  I want to love, terribly.  But it won’t come.”  He continue weeping, his tears falling onto 
his hands and those of Father Joe.   
 
After a period of silence Father Joe said to him, “Tony, dear, you will only be able to love when 
you understand how much you are loved.  You are loved, dear, with a limitless…fathomless… 
all-embracing love.”   
 
Hendra reflected that this was the voice of God speaking to him, albeit through the body of this 
frail friend of a priest.  These hands holding his were the hands of God offering him the healing 
absolution that for which he longed.  They sat in silence holding hands.  Hendra concluded by 
writing, “his hands were older, the skin slacker, as big and bony as ever and as warm.  I sat there 
a long time, feeling its peace flow into mind and through my aging frame. 
 
Peace be with you.  Amid the turmoil of life, we long for that message.  We need that peace.  We 
long for that calm assurance that reminds us that we are not alone, that we are loved.   The 
resurrected Jesus cuts through the fearfulness of our lives offering us a new life, a life free from 
fear, free from all that would cause us to be less than we were created to be. 
 
William Willimon has written a lot about the fearfulness of our culture.  He notes that this fear 
may explain many things.  But then he adds, “I am now fond of saying that this culture is built on 
an even greater fear---the fear of being raised from the dead.” 



 
I believe there is a lot of truth to that.  It is ironic that our fears represent two sides of the same 
coin.  We are as afraid of failure as we are of success.  Our fear of failure locks us in a room of 
self-doubt and uncertainty.  And our fear of success leads us to be hesitant to step out into new 
endeavors.  We are afraid to fail and afraid to succeed; afraid of death and afraid of resurrection; 
afraid of how others may judge us and afraid that they don’t really care.  The result is that fear 
becomes all-consuming and debilitating part of our lives. 
 
The little book, “Running to the Mountain” by Jon Katz has been very meaningful to me.  It tells 
the story of the author’s decision to make radical changes to his life.  He leaves a very lucrative 
career to become a writer.  He buys a little cabin in the wilderness and begins to restore it to live 
closer to the land.  After making these decisions, he has moments of questioning these choices.  
But amid the doubts and fears he writes a statement that is worth re-reading each day.  He says, 
“I’m not nearly as afraid of dying as I am of the hinges inside my mind and soul rusting closed.  I 
am desperate to keep them open, because I think that if they close that’s one’s first death, the loss 
of hope, curiosity, and possibility, the spiritual death.  After that, it seems to me the second one 
is just a formality.  I wanted to oil the hinges, force the doors to stay open.” 
 
With doors locked due to their fears, Jesus enters the room and speaks a word of peace.  He not 
only oils the hinges of the doors, he flings them wide open, inviting them to step out in faith and 
confidence.  He offers them peace that they can take into any situation.   
 
Whatever turmoil we may face in our lives today, the resurrected Jesus offers us peace for our 
turmoil.  And as a community of faith, there is always someone prepared to walk with you, to 
share that peace, to offer calm, to provide hope.  Take that hand, receive that hope and let us 
walk together with God’s peace within our hearts. 


