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It’s Dream Cruise weekend! Did you watch the cars or cruise down Woodward? Did you 
experience the sights and the sounds of Dream Cruise weekend?    

 
Our sermon series on Dream Cruise Through the Beatitudes is coming to a close as we take the 
last few laps down the track with only three remaining beatitudes. Today’s beatitude is Matthew 
5:9: “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.” 
 
Will you please pray with me? God of peace, may our hearts be opened to receive a message 
today. May you speak to me and through me. May the words of my mouth and the meditations of 
our hearts be pleasing in your sight…you, God, who are our hope, our refuge, our peace. Amen.   
 

* * * * * 
 

What is Peace? 
 

What is peace? Is peace a feeling? An action? Is it quietness? Is it the absence of conflict or war?  
Is peace when the children are finally in bed, the dinner dishes are finally washed, the dog 
walked, the bills paid, and you get to collapse into the couch and put up your feet? Is that peace? 
What is peace?    
 
In our sermon series on the beatitudes, we have learned the importance of looking at specific 
words of Jesus to understand their meaning and context. This week we need to look at the word 
peace to understand who or what Jesus was referring to when he said, “Blessed are the 
peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.”  
 
In the Hebrew Scriptures, known to Christians as the Old Testament, peace is often understood 
as the absence of conflict or war. But peace has a greater connotation than just the absence of 
conflict or war. In the New Testament, the Greek word of peace is shalom. If you were to open a 
theological dictionary, like I did this week, you would discover that shalom means wholeness, 
wellbeing, peace.1 
 

                                                 
1 Bible Dictionary, 823  
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For me, peace is feeling shalom or wholeness in our relationship with God so that we may extend 
peace to other people through loving and grace-filled actions. Only when we feel shalom or 
wholeness in our relationship with God can we extend peace to other people. Only when we feel 
wholeness with God can we truly be peacemakers in the world.   
 

The Leadership Conference—Letting Go and Receiving Peace… 
 

Jesus commissioned his followers with the call of peacemaking in the world, and we too have 
inherited the call to be followers of a peacemaking path. But only when we feel wholeness and 
peace with God can we truly be peacemakers in the world. So the question is, how do we gain 
this wholeness with God?   
 
Two weeks ago I joined our staff at a leadership conference in Canton, Michigan. The two-day 
Global Leadership Conference was simulcast from a church in Chicago to churches around the 
world. The conference brought in speakers such as Colin Powell to address leadership in the 
church. This conference was certainly intended for church leaders and pastors, yet it was equally 
appropriate for non-religious businesses and leaders.   
 
Wrapped into the theme of the conference was the biblical story of a young man named Joshua. 
He was the leader of the Israelite people following Moses’ death. In passing the torch of 
leadership from Moses to Joshua, God reminds Joshua to “Be strong and courageous, do not be 
afraid, for the Lord your God will be with you wherever you go.”2   
 
In order to be a strong and courageous leader, the conference invited attendees into a time of 
prayer with God. As music played, attendees of the conference were guided through a time of 
reflection. Using their example, I would like to guide you in a similar process. Play along with 
me for a moment.     
 
Take your hands and clench your fists into a tight ball. Now place your hands into your lap while 
I talk for a moment.     
 
As followers of Christ we are called to be peacemakers in the world. Yet we cannot be givers of 
peace unless we experience peace with God and peace with ourselves.   
 
I believe that peace with God begins by saying I’m sorry and asking God for forgiveness. I’m 
sorry, God, for the times I’ve messed up. I don’t mean I’m sorry for the times I messed up 
playing the piano or forgetting someone’s last name. I mean I’m sorry for the times I really 
messed up…the times I had anger in my heart and revenge on my mind. God, I’m sorry for not 
fully loving my family, friends or church. Please forgive me.     
 
Are your hands still clenched in your lap? Keep holding them tight.   
 
I believe that peace within ourselves begins when we ask God to help us let go of unhealthy 
habits. God, help me to let go of my need for perfection and control. God, help me let go of 
worry and instead trust you. God, help me let go of unhealthy habits.   
                                                 
2 Joshua 1:9, NRSV 
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Are your hands still clenched in your lap?    
 
Clenched and closed hands are full; they cannot receive or hold anything else. Clenched hands 
cannot receive what God is offering. Clenched hands cannot receive peace from God because 
they are holding onto other things. What do you need to release to accept the peace that God 
wants to give you? 
 
Take a moment sitting where you are to say I’m sorry to God, and to let go of unhealthy habits.  
Then release your hands, knowing that in return, God will fill your hands with peace.   
 
It feels good to unclench your hands and receive peace from God. But now that you have 
received peace from God, you cannot hang onto it, you have to share it.   
 

Mary’s Prairie on Dudley Street 
 

I grew up in Lincoln, Nebraska—a city of 250,000 people, a college town of young adults, and 
more Cornhusker football fans in the stadium on game day than most small towns in Nebraska. 
Lincoln was a great city to grow up in, but better yet was the neighborhood in which I was raised 
on Dudley Street. It was a neighborhood built in the 1920’s, home to many university professors 
over the years, and beautiful in the fall with old oak trees lining the street. Dudley Street was a 
safe space to learn and grow throughout my childhood. Fourth of July picnics, neighborhood 
block parties, and annual garage sales brought the community together during the summer. It was 
a neighborhood of all ages, a friendly neighborhood that welcomed new neighbors to the block.   
 
Over the years, a middle-aged woman named Mary got divorced and her kids went away to 
college. She lived alone in her two-story house in the middle of the block. For the past ten or 
twelve years, many of the neighbors coined Mary’s house “Mary’s Prairie.” The lack of tree 
trimming, weed pulling, and lawn mowing for about a decade transformed her house and yard 
into a prairie that has badly been neglected by neighbors’ standards. Police have been called. 
Comments have been made. But nothing seems to change the prairie that Mary has created. 
 
I was home in late May visiting my parents, and sure enough, when I drove down Dudley Street 
to my parents’ house, Mary’s Prairie was in full bloom. It was hard to tell there was even a house 
behind all the trees that had overgrown the yard. While visiting my parents, one of the first 
updates I got from the neighborhood was about Mary. My dad informed me that a week prior, an 
ambulance showed up to Mary’s house. They were out in the yard to witness the arrival. When 
the ambulance went to the door, the dog got out, so being a good neighbor, my dad caught the 
dog and returned it to the house. “You hate to see an ambulance arrive at a neighbor’s house… 
yet I bet they couldn’t find the front door of Mary’s Prairie!” Similar hurtful comments came out 
of my mouth too as I heard the story recounted.     
 
My family and I were in the middle of having dinner with my parents’ pastor, of all people, when 
the doorbell rang at 9:30 p.m. We looked at each other, thinking who could be at the door at 9:30 
p.m.? When my father went to the door, it was Mary, standing there with a freshly baked pie to 
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say thank you for returning the dog. She said that she was starting to feel better, and she also 
shared that she had been out of work but things were slowly turning around.   
 
When my dad closed the door, the Hall family looked at each other with tears in our eyes. We sat 
at the dining room table and enjoyed a fresh piece of humble pie. We felt remorse about all of the 
cruel comments towards her house and yard that had been said over the years. She was a woman 
who had been struggling, and we had neglected to help.   
 
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.   
 
It feels good to unclench your hands and receive peace from God. But now that you have 
received peace from God, you cannot hang onto it, you have to share it.   
 
Maybe Mary’s neglected yard was really a reflection of the neighbors who had neglected to help 
over the years and to share the peace of God with her.      
 
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.   
 

Mission Trip—Sharing the Peace 
 

In mid-July, Pastor Chad and I took a group of middle school and high school students on a 
mission trip to Minneapolis, Minnesota. Sixteen eager students and six adults spent the week 
serving children, seniors, and people with disabilities. Serving alongside other youth groups, we 
spent the week being the hands and feet of Christ to those in need. Hot temperatures, long days, 
and little sleep couldn’t stop a group of passionate teenagers.   
 
One afternoon, my group of five middle school students was assigned to serve at Mrs. Peterson’s 
house. She was a woman in her late 70’s who lived alone in a big, two-story house. The task that 
we had been given was to help clean out and organize her basement.    
 
When we knocked on her door and were invited into her house, I looked around and quickly 
realized that Mrs. Peterson was a hoarder. She lacked the skill of organization and she struggled 
to part with possessions. Her two-story house was packed with stuff; a garage and shed also 
overflowed with contents. There was literally no place for Mrs. Peterson because the things she 
had collected over the years were taking up too much space.     
 
The middle school students worked hard alongside Mrs. Peterson, organizing and tossing things 
upon occasion. As the afternoon went on, we stopped for a water break in the backyard. Inviting 
Mrs. Peterson to join us was the perfect opportunity to get to know one another. The youth 
shared their grade levels, hobbies, and summer activities. Then it was Mrs. Peterson’s turn. 
Sitting in a worn-out rocking chair in her garage, Mrs. Peterson shared her deep faith in God and 
love for her church. Then, to our surprise, she shared her commitment to helping people in need 
when natural disaster strikes. For many years she has purchased and assembled personal hygiene 
kits for people displaced by disasters. I was stunned, and so were the youth. We had let our 
judgments about Mrs. Peterson’s hoarding block us from seeing her true character.    
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Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.   
 
The task that we had been given was to help clean out and organize her basement. We later 
realized that the real reason God sent us her was to get to know an amazing woman named Mrs. 
Peterson…a woman who loved God, her church, and helping people during times of disaster. 
While many people may look at Mrs. Peterson and see a woman who struggles with organization 
and throwing things away, when the middle school students looked at Mrs. Peterson, they 
discovered an amazing child of God.   
 
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.   
 

Final Thoughts… 
 

It feels good to unclench your hands and receive peace from God. But now that you have 
received peace from God, you cannot hang onto it, you have to share it.   
 
We all struggle with things. We all have amends to be made, and the words I’m sorry to be said.  
We all have unhealthy habits to be released to God. We all have fists that get clenched.   
 
Yet God wants us to open our fists, release our tight grip, and receive the peace that God has to 
offer us through a relationship with God. Then the peace, shalom, and wholeness that we receive 
from God desperately needs to be shared with the world. It needs to be shared with the world 
freely and openly, without judgments. For when we become peacemakers in the world, we begin 
to see as God sees, and we begin to see that beautiful children of God that God created.   
 
God did not create a woman who lacks weeding or mowing her lawn…God created a woman 
named Mary with the amazing talent of baking apple pies! 
 
God did not create a woman who hoards her possessions…God created a woman with a deep 
faith and compassionate heart to send disaster relief kits around the world. 
 
When God looks at us, God sees God’s beautiful children. When you look around, what do you 
see? A woman who doesn’t trim her trees or a woman who struggles to throw things away?   
 
Release your clenched fists and open up your hands to receive God’s peace…then share it freely 
with the world. 
 
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God. 
 
Amen.  
    


