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On March 10 this year, I walked into the polling station next door at First Presbyterian Church 
here in Birmingham and cast my ballot in the presidential primary. I put an “I voted” sticker on 
my shirt and gave thanks for the opportunity to live in this land where I have the freedom to cast 
my vote. Throughout the day, I noticed others who had their stickers on their shirts, as well, and 
felt thankful each time I noticed someone else wearing one. Who would have guessed that later 
that week, all of our churches would be calling off in-person gatherings for worship as the state 
of Michigan began to shut down the following week? 
 
This past Tuesday, as our nation held the August primary, I noticed that everyone was posting “I 
voted” on their social media accounts. Several even posted a picture of their stickers. Some 
simply posted a sticker. I almost posted it, but then remembered that I cast my absentee ballot a 
few weeks ago when I mailed it to the clerk’s office. I even went online and saw the 
confirmation that it was received not too long after I mailed it. In fact, that very day in July I 
thought about posting that I mailed in my ballot. 
 
Quickly, however, I realized that if I said that I mailed in my ballot, it could start a quick 
Facebook conversation that becomes a disagreement, or worse, an “argument.” Worse yet, folks 
might begin to make assumptions about me because I said it. When that happens, you end up 
having to make one too many phone calls to explain yourself or simply trying to save a 
friendship. Do you know what I’m talking about, Church? 

 
For a moment, I wondered to myself, “What in the world have we come to if simply saying, ‘I 
voted,’ which we usually celebrate as an exercise of a common freedom even with our 
differences, might become point of contention or conflict?” I hope I’ve not just stirred up an 
argument. No matter when or how you voted, thanks for doing so. Every one of us in these days 
is deciding what feels safe and reliable for us. 
 
As the August primary now passes by, the November election is ahead of us. Many of us cringe 
as we know that the continued conflicts and disagreements that lie in the days ahead will only 
multiply. Whether it’s a news article, social media posts, political phone calls, too much junk 
mail, the nasty television ads or the signs we’ll see all around, we know the division we’ve seen 
is only heightened in these days leading up to November. In any case, we often find ourselves 
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either in the heat of the conflict, bitter and embroiled by it, or simply shying away to “keep the 
peace.” 
 
[Jesus said,] “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.” Really, 
Lord? After this past week? As we head into November? Where, O Lord, are the peacemakers, 
as we find ourselves bitterly divided? Where, O Lord, are the peacemakers, when we use words, 
phrases and images that dehumanize one another? Where, O Lord, are the peacemakers in our 
midst? Where, O Lord, are the peacemakers when “winning” becomes more important than 
living in community with one another? And do we really win when we’ve dehumanized one 
another; when we’ve left one another spiritually and emotionally bankrupt? Where, O Lord, are 
your children? 
 
Could it be that we’re asking the wrong questions? Could it be that we really struggle to 
understand what it means to be a “peacemaker”? 
 
In the life of the Church, so many hope that the body of faithful can be that place where there is 
always peace. So often, we long to escape to a place and a people who are lost to the intensity of 
the world’s constant struggles. In a sense, we long for that place where the “peace is kept.” It 
happens for us in worship, in our journey groups, or in our times of prayer together. 

 
That would certainly have been the intention of the Roman empire in Jesus’ day. The notion of 
the Pax Romana, or the Roman Peace, was that it was a period of almost two hundred years 
where the empire really didn’t have to fight any wars. The peace was kept, but at what expense? 
At whose expense? It did not happen without the oppression of some peoples; without the 
silencing of the voices of the vulnerable and dissenting in their midst. 
 
“Keeping the peace” in our lives for many means that we “bite our tongue” or “just keep 
smiling.” We hold back from one another in order to keep a relationship. We might value the 
issues, but we’d rather talk about that with those who agree with us. We “keep the peace” by 
“keeping silent,” at least until we can’t keep silent any more, right? 
 
Even more so, we expect the same from those around us so that the peace is kept in our midst. 
It’s why we don’t talk religion and politics among friends because we just want to keep our 
friends. For peacekeepers, we’d prefer this pseudo-peace to taking no hostages and leaving no 
survivors when we have a disagreement. What type of friendship is it, though, if we don’t know 
one another as well as we thought? How deep is the relationship? 

 
Jesus said, “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.” Is there a 
difference between “peacekeeping” and “peacemaking;” between “keeping the peace” and 
“making peace”? 

 
[One day as Jesus was teaching his disciples, he turned to them and said,] “If a 
fellow believer hurts you, go and tell him—work it out between the two of you. If 
he listens, you’ve made a friend. If he won’t listen, take one or two others along 
so that the presence of witnesses will keep things honest, and try again. If he still 
won’t listen, tell the church. If he won’t listen to the church, you’ll have to start 
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over from scratch, confront him with the need for repentance, and offer again 
God’s forgiving love. 
 
[He goes on to say,] “When two of you get together on anything at all on earth 
and make a prayer of it, my Father in heaven goes into action. And when two or 
three of you are together because of me, you can be sure that I’ll be there.”  
(Matthew 18:15-20, The Message) 
 

The path that Jesus lays out for making peace among us is one that involves a willingness to have 
the difficult conversations with one another. It begins when we’ll sit down and talk to someone, 
one-to-one. It is about owning our differences and our roles in the struggles we’ve had with one 
another as we seek understanding. And that’s uncomfortable! Especially if I can simply talk with 
those who see it the same way that I do. 
 
Peacemaking, my friends, is not easy work. It’s much harder than biting our tongue or inviting 
others to do the same in order to keep a false sense of peace. It’s also more difficult than walking 
away. Peacemaking means that we become vulnerable enough to be accountable as we expose 
our differences and hurts that we might discover anew our common humanity. Peacekeeping 
values the relationship more than anything else. Engaging in dehumanizing one another values 
the issues between us more than one another. Peacemaking, however, says that we can value 
relationships and our issues. 
 
Don’t get me wrong. It’s not about compromise; it’s about seeking understanding. Because when 
we seek understanding, there is a possibility of transformation for all of us. 

 
How many times have you heard the phrase, “Wherever two or three are gathered together in my 
name, I’m there among them”? This is where Jesus says that. It’s not simply when we come 
together and keep quiet to worship together. Jesus is with us when we come together in the 
middle of the struggle, seeking to have the difficult conversations that we might understand one 
another. Jesus is with us because, friends, we are created in the image of God. And sometimes 
we have to look a little harder to see that image in our midst. 
 
Archbishop Desmond Tutu, whose friendship and work with Nelson Mandela helped to bring an 
end to apartheid in South Africa, once said, “If you want peace, you don’t talk to your friends. 
You talk to your enemies.” 
 
I know that we have a variety of views on many of the protests that are happening across the 
United States in these days. Yet, for me, one of the most powerful images that I’ve seen is that of 
mothers in Portland who linked arms to stand between protestors and agents. What more 
powerful attempt to make peace so that concerns might be raised and voices long silenced could 
be heard, than to see mothers stand in the gap and offer their lives up, not simply to keep the 
peace but to move us actively to “peacemaking.” 

 
It’s hard to dehumanize a group of people when moms are standing there. Somehow our images 
of moms connect us with a common humanity that we see in one another. And their actions have 
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helped to change not only the dialogue, but the tone in Portland so that a city can move to greater 
change for everyone. 

 
It changed the conversations for many in Portland when moms were willing to stand in the gap. I 
know we’ll disagree. I’m sure I’ll hear about a story or two that I haven’t heard or acknowledged 
yet, but I want you to know that this time in our life as a nation doesn’t have to be threatening to 
us. We can continue to seek understanding. The body of Christ, especially, can be the place 
where we have those conversations in small groups and with one another, that together we might 
grow into what God has called us to be. 
 
I know this to be true, because last week we had a blood drive in our Christian Life Center on 
Election Day! And no one asked whether you were a Republican or Democrat before you 
donated! And I’m not aware of any donor that designated whether their blood would go to 
someone who voted blue or red. If we can come together and see our humanity, the divine image 
in one another, in those moments can we not also recognize that before we speak in the days that 
follow? How might it change the conversations we have? How might we engage as 
“peacemakers” seeking understanding alongside of accountability? 

 
St Francis once prayed a prayer to be a peacemaker. I’m wondering if you might pray that with 
me this morning. Even more so, are we willing to live into it? 

 
Lord, make me an instrument of your peace 
Where there is hatred, let me sow love 
Where there is injury, pardon 
Where there is doubt, faith 
Where there is despair, hope 
Where there is darkness, light 
And where there is sadness, joy 
 
O Divine Master, 
grant that I may not so much seek 
to be consoled as to console 
To be understood, as to understand 
To be loved, as to love 
For it is in giving that we receive 
And it’s in pardoning that we are pardoned 
And it’s in dying that we are born to Eternal Life 
Amen 

 


