Second Sunday in Advent. 6 December 2020. Finding peace.
Last week we were having security cameras installed in the Parish Office. A good thing to do as
part of a series of improvements in infrastructure in the Parish. The problem at that particular
time though was the noise. Have you ever tried to have a conversation with someone when just
of the other side of a thin partition wall someone is using a power tool? Just as well I wasn’t
trying to tell jokes! They lose all their impact if the punchline is interrupted. “And then the
Leprechaun said ‘BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ’”.
Though you could say that it was bad enough trying to work through various important
preparations with Amanda for the busy season ahead.
Noise. It overwhelms us. It crowds out conversation and it crowds out the opportunity to think
and it crowds out peace.
There are lots of things that create the sort of noise that is distracting. Negative noise and even
positive noise. It can include excitement which fills us so much to the brim that the internal
noise bubbles up and overflows. Our first reading from the second section of the book of Isaiah
is like that. (Isaiah 40). We read it gently and serenely with perhaps a little passion. But this cry
from the prophet was actually an explosion of noise which was news, real news, exciting and
extraordinary news. The people were going home! A collective cry perhaps like the feelings that
bubbled up in Kylie Moore-Gilbert when she was released last week from two years in prison in
Iran and allowed to return home to Australia, but magnified and multiplied thousands of times
over.
Lots of the psalms are that sort of noise. Many of them are more of a trumpet blast than a
whisper, more radical declaration than mere statement, more an explosion of delight than a
mere comment on life. Look at the words of the psalms which we read in such quiet demure
voices. Instead of letting them just wash past us … feel the passion with which they were
written as declarations. That is positive noise, often like the explosion of fireworks.
Psalm 85:11 ‘Truth shall flourish out of the earth: and righteousness shall look down from
heaven.’ How can that be something which does not put a thrill through our bones? It is
noise which is meant to make us shake with the desire to see that actually unfolding in front of
us. For truth and righteousness to be seen!
The accusations and reality of what has come to be called ‘fake news’ has been a cancer in the
life of communities and public debate around the world over the past few years. Let there BE
truth and let there BE that passion for seeing and being and doing and inspiring what is right
flourishing across the earth. That is extraordinary noise, and we just prayed that in today’s
psalm.
There is also other noise. Self-talk. Things which confuse and control and disturb us. The
times when we doubt that we are loved, by those around us and even by God. That sort of
disturbing self-talk, when it is negative, becomes a cloud, a damper on being able to hear and
think clearly. It becomes noise which muffles the voice of God.
There is also the internal dialogue which may come from competing influences in our lives.
Many of us are both deeply engaged in our relationship with God and also deeply engaged in
other aspects of society, even being passionate about some particular political parties and
interpretations of how our society has, is and should be functioning. I know that I have, across
my time here, created some of that kind of rattling noise for some people because I toss out
the challenge often to decide where our greatest allegiances lie. Do they lie with the agenda of
political parties or do they lie in the call to justice and mercy and deep engagement which are
the call of God. Who holds our hearts? Is it a political manifesto or is it God?

The same disturbing challenge comes when we are invited to revisit and review and perhaps
even change some allegiances, some long and strongly held opinion, to let the light of Christ
shine into our lives. It comes to us as a challenge to change thoughts, words and actions. That
activity of reflecting deeply makes noise and can disturb our peace until we come through to
the other side.
Noise, internal and external, disturbs our peace.
We long for peace. We long for peace in our world and we long for peace in our lives. The
place peace will begin is within ourselves. Peace in our hearts is the starting place for any real
peace, however far it may ripple outwards.
That peace will come when we find the ways in which to be authentic, to put together the pieces
of our lives which rattle and rub against each other creating the noise. It is about finding
integrity, being and becoming whole.
I am sure that some of those who heard John the Baptist thought that they would find peace if
he just shut up and stopped rattling them. It is one way that some people think peace will come
if the annoying voices just go away and we can slip into familiar patterns of denial of the call to
live authentically and deeply and compassionately. ‘Let me be at peace’ is sometimes a cry to be
left in ignorance which is actually usually a lot less than something blissful.
John’s challenge to those who heard him was a challenge to address the disruptions inside all of
us, the ways in which we have been caught up in patterns which create jarring internal noise.
That is why ‘repent’ was his loudest cry. Repent, turn around and change those patterns. Have
the humility and the courage and the openness of heart to be able to open the noisy box inside
us and remove the discordant pieces of our lives. Ignorance is not bliss. It is just ignorance.
And we are not ignorant. We are not unaware of the calls of God on our lives.
Long for peace, strive for it, and begin with what is inside. When the message we hear God
speaking to us rattles us … listen. Jesus did not come to pat us on the back and say that
whatever we think and say and do is all good so long as we call ourselves a Christian. He came
to call us to become a new creation and to be renewed constantly and to find life by letting go of
all that is not life-giving.
Let this be our journey to Christmas. Let this be our journey towards peace. Notice the noise
and deal with it.
And the peace of God which passes all understanding will fill our hearts and minds.
Amen.
Paul Mitchell

