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 We have lit the candle of peace. Now it is as if the prophet wants 
to light our imaginations with images of peace that are inconceivable, 
literally impossible to grasp. What does the prophet imagine peace will 
look like? 

The wolf will live with the lamb. Well, that is going to ruin about a 
hundred stories we have been told from our childhood. Little Red Riding 
Hood will have to ride off into the sunset, there will be no huffing and 
puffing for the three little pigs, Peter and the …and the boy who 
cried…are not going to have much drama involved without a villainous 
wolf. The wolf will live with the lamb…that just doesn’t make any 
sense, there is no place in our experience or thinking for such a thing. 
Wolves are vicious predators. Lambs are vulnerable prey. And yet on 
this Sunday when we light a candle of peace, the prophet puts this 
unimaginable image before us, and seemingly asks us to join him in 
imagining what it will be like when the Messiah comes. 
 I heard an amazing story one day. We had formed a wonderful 
relationship with Rabbi Walter through our work together at Interfaith 
Ministries for Greater Houston. Rabbi Walter invited me to preach at 
their Friday night Sabbath service. In turn, the Rabbi joined us on a 
Sunday morning. The feeling of harmony and cooperation and shared 
faith was really sweet. It was a small taste of that day when the wolf will 
live with the lamb. But I have to admit when Rabbi Walter shared a 
story with our church, I simply found what he was saying too much, too 
hard to believe, almost impossible to imagine. As Rabbi Walter stood in 
front of our congregation, he told us about a field in Jerusalem where a 
wolf and a lamb live together, where they live side by side. My jaw 
dropped. Could it really be true? Was there such a place where the wolf 
and the lamb live side by side? Rabbi Walter said people come from far 
and wide to that field, to see such an amazing sight. One person visiting 
this site turned to the owner of the field and asked, “How do you do 



this? How do you have a wolf and a lamb live together?” The owner 
said, “Well, it’s easy. We just get a new lamb every morning.” And with 
that Rabbi Walter giggled and his face lit up in a smile that filled the 
room.  
 That is one of my favorite moments of worship. The Rabbi got us, 
and he got us good. The wolf will live with the lamb. Yeah, sure. And by 
the way, I have some waterfront property out in the desert…But if you 
are a person of faith, you really can laugh at that joke about the wolf and 
the lamb. You can laugh, because what sounds impossible, what makes 
for a great punchline, is the very thing God has done so many times?  
God: “Moses, raise up your staff and I will divide the waters of the Red 
Sea so you can pass through safely?” 
Moses: “Not a good time to joke, God. Pharaoh’s armies are bearing 
down on us. What do you really want me to do?” 
God: “Moses, raise up your staff.” 
 
God: “Joshua, march around the city of Jericho seven times and then 
blow the trumpets…and shout!” 
Joshua: “Are you looking at the same walls I’m looking at God? It’s 
going to take more than the blast of the trumpet and a bellow from deep 
in our bellies for these walls to fall down.” 
God: “Joshua, command the people to shout.” 
 
David: “King Saul, this armor doesn’t fit. Take it back. Just give me my 
slingshot and five smooth stones.” 
King Saul: “David, have you seen this giant? His spear is bigger than 
your whole body, and the iron point of his spear weighs more than you 
and all your brothers combined. Take the armor, my child.” 
David: “Just give me my slingshot and five smooth stones.” 
 
Disciples: “Jesus, look at this massive crowd. Tell them to go out and 
find their own food.” 
Jesus: “You give them something to eat.” 
Disciples: “We can only find a few fish and a couple of loaves. There is 
no way…” 



Jesus: “Has everyone been fed? Good, now pick up the pile of leftovers, 
and remember, with God, all things are possible.” 
 
Mary: “Mr. Gardener, the tomb is empty. If you took his body away, tell 
me where you put him. I just want to see his dead body and anoint him 
with spices for his burial. Tell me where you put him.” 
Gardener: “Mary.” 
Mary: “Oh, you’re not the gardener.” 
Mary to disciples: “I have seen the Lord.” 
 
 Rabbi Walter told us a joke about a wolf and a lamb, and we all 
laughed because a wolf and a lamb will never live together. Not now. 
But someday we will all laugh, because what the Lord promised will 
come true. One day, the wolf will live with the lamb. What a day of 
rejoicing that will be.  
 
 Let’s set the amazing transformations that will take place one day 
aside for a moment. I believe part of what the prophet is doing, part of 
what God is doing when he gives us such impossible images as a wolf 
and a lamb living together, I believe part of what God is doing with 
these hard to believe examples is encouraging us to let our imaginations 
play a bit. If it really is possible that the wolf will live with the lamb, 
what else is possible? If the wolf and the lamb can be completely and 
utterly transformed, what might happen in this world in which we live. 
 

Rabbi Walter told a story about a field in Jerusalem where a wolf 
and a lamb lived side by side. We don’t really need to know if that will 
ever come true. What we would like to know is whether the middle east 
will ever be the type of place where Christians and Jews and Muslims, 
where Israelis and Palestinians and Arabs might come together. In some 
ways, that would be every bit as miraculous as a wolf and a lamb living 
side by side.  

“In the mid-1980s, Fuad Bahnan was pastor of a small church in 
Beirut, Lebanon. In 1983, the armies of Israel marched into Lebanon. 
Anticipating that the armies would lay siege to Beirut, Bahnan’s 



congregation purchased and stockpiled large amounts of food and water. 
They were right, of course. The siege came. West Beirut was totally cut 
off. The session of Pastor Bahnan’s church met again, this time to make 
arrangements for distributing the food and water they had stockpiled.  
  At that session meeting, two different proposals came to the table. 
One proposal went like this: The food would be distributed first to 
members of the congregation; then, as supplies permitted, to other 
Christians in West Beirut; and lastly, if any was left over, to the 
Muslims. The second proposal on the table was quite different. This 
motion was that the food and water be distributed first to Muslim 
neighbors; then to nonmember Christians; and lastly, if there was any 
left over, to members of the church. 
 The session meeting lasted six hours. It ended when an older, 
much-respected elder, a woman, stood up, and cried out, “If we do not 
demonstrate the love of Jesus Christ in this place, who will?” The 
second proposal was passed. The food was distributed first to Muslims, 
then to Christians and finally to the members of the church. There was 
enough for everyone.  I understand that the Muslims in West Beirut still 
talk about this congregation.1 Every time I hear that story, a story about 
a group of Christians struggling to show the love of Jesus Christ 
to…Muslims first…Christians who were not members of their church 
second…and finally showing love to their own members, but after they 
stretched their understanding of love to new levels…every time I hear 
that story I think of a wolf and a lamb living together and I say, 
“Maybe…maybe…just maybe.” 
 Julie and I have been fortunate to travel to Guatemala numerous 
times with the ministry Faith in Practice. We travel with a team of 
doctors. Each trip begins in the beautiful city of Antigua, the ancient 
Spanish capitol. Our first stop in Antigua is at a building called Casa De 
Fe, or The House of Faith. The ministry we work with in Guatemala has 
two components. One set of teams goes to the villages, and that is the 
trip we participate in. Along with all the immediate help our team gives 
in the villages, we also identify people who need surgery. These people 

 
1 From a sermon preached by Tom Are at Village Presbyterian Church in Kansas City, quoting from “The Christian 
Life”, by Michael Lindvall. 



then get to travel to Antigua and have surgery at the local hospital. The 
surgeries are performed by the other teams that go to Guatemala, the 
surgery teams. 

While in Antigua, both before and after their surgery, the 
Guatemalans stay at Casa De Fe. There is no cost. The transportation, 
the lodging, the meals, and the surgery are all free. One year we 
happened to be in Guatemala for the tenth anniversary of Casa De Fe. 
There is a chapel at Casa De Fe that is dedicated to a young woman from 
Houston who was active in raising money for the house. Tragically, this 
young woman was murdered. Her death was a senseless crime. Her 
parents were left with all the bitterness, grief, and anger that come with 
having the life of a loved one ripped away from you. This family 
obviously agonized about the death of their daughter. But they also did 
something else. Knowing how much their daughter was committed to 
the ministry of Casa De Fe, they raised the money to build the chapel 
that is at Casa De Fe. They built the chapel in honor and in memory of 
their daughter. Now when Guatemalans come to Antigua for surgery, 
when they stay at Casa De Fe, there is a chapel where they can meditate 
and pray and worship.  

The parents of the young woman who was murdered also got 
involved in prison ministry. I was with the mom one day and she told me 
they had just had a graduation ceremony for some of the inmates with 
whom they work. These men, convicted criminals, were turning a new 
leaf, living a new life, making a change in who they are. Every time I 
think of that chapel in Antigua, and that couple doing ministry in 
prisons, all as a way to bring some healing and hope from the tragic loss 
of their daughter, the idea of a wolf living with a lamb doesn’t seem 
quite so impossible. The wolf living with the lamb is an image that fits 
so well with today, the day we light the candle of peace. This couple, in 
their own way, out of their own experience of sadness, grief, and loss, 
are trying to be make peace in the world, and they are trying to find 
peace in their own hearts. And we know what Jesus says about people 
like that. “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called children 
of God.” 



The images of the wolf living with the lamb, of the leopard who 
lies down with the goat, of the calf and the lion and the yearling all 
together, all of these fantastic images of what many call “The Peaceable 
Kingdom”, are the result of something, or more specifically, these 
images are the result of someone. Isaiah chapter eleven begins with 
these words, “A shoot will come up from the stump of Jesse, from his 
roots a branch will bear fruit. The Spirit of the Lord will rest on him—
the Spirit of wisdom and of understanding, the Spirit of counsel and of 
might, the Spirit of the knowledge and fear of the Lord…” We read 
these words at Advent because we believe Jesus is that shoot, Jesus is 
the one on whom the Spirit of the Lord rests. Our hearts are filled with 
hope at the words of the words of the prophet when he says, “With 
righteousness he will judge the needy, with justice he will give decisions 
for the poor.” We believe Jesus came for the least, the last, and the lost, 
that the Spirit of the Lord was upon him as Jesus brought good news to 
the poor, freedom for the prisoners, recovery of sight for the blind, and 
set the oppressed free. The change Jesus brought to the world, and the 
change Jesus brought to individual lives, is so powerful, so dramatic, so 
filled with transformation and new beginnings, we can hear about a wolf 
living with a lamb and say, “I get it. I believe it. When Jesus came into 
the world, he brought a peace beyond anything anyone ever imagined 
was possible. I get it. I believe it. I believe it because Jesus is the Prince 
of Peace.” 

When our kids were with us last week for Thanksgiving, our 
daughter Carlee told me her favorite sermon of mine was the one where 
I rode the bus. I knew which sermon she meant. It is a sermon that 
means a lot to me. That time in my life when I was riding the bus was 
right around my 19th birthday. Even though that was 43 years ago, it is a 
time I remember well. In fact, it is a time I will never forget. That is the 
time I found peace.  
 Sometime in high school I started to read the bible every night. I 
only read the gospel stories, the stories about Jesus. Everything else was 
too hard to understand. But the stories of Jesus, I liked those a lot. 
Growing up, I was fortunate to see many wonders of God’s creation, from 
the desolate deserts of Death Valley to the soaring mountains and 



cascading waterfalls of Yosemite, from the crashing waves of the Pacific 
Ocean to the amazing tide pools that held an abundance of life in each 
little crack and crevice. I witnessed the marvel of creation, from meteor 
showers to giant redwoods that were thousands of years old. As I would 
read about Jesus, I started to realize the bible was saying this carpenter 
from Nazareth had something to do with all the wonders of creation, and 
that his death on the cross was an event greater than any other human 
event. I was learning about Jesus, but I cannot say I knew who Jesus was. 
Not personally. Not in a way that made a difference in my life. 
 And then my life collapsed. I was 19 years old, my first year out of 
high school. All the friends I grew up with went away to college. I stayed 
home and rode a commuter bus to the next town over where there was a 
community college. I spent my day surrounded by thousands of students 
and yet not knowing anyone. I was lonely. I went to class, but I didn’t 
have an interest in what I studied. I tried out for sports, but I was too slow 
or too short to make the team. That same year my two brothers had moved 
away, one to Kenya with the Peace Corps and the other to attend college 
at a state university. I missed them terribly. I was hurting. 
 Day after day I would get on a bus that went back and forth to the 
next town so I could attend college. Every day I went back and forth on 
the bus, but in reality, I was going nowhere. I was lost. I kept reading 
about Jesus, but I did not know who he was. At my lowest and loneliest 
time, sitting on that bus, down and discouraged, sitting all by myself, I 
realized one day I was not alone. Someone was sitting next to me. If you 
saw me back then, you would see I was still sitting alone. Nobody was 
sitting next to me. I was all by myself. But that was no longer the truth. 
Somehow, I realized I was not sitting alone. I realized Jesus was with me. 
I realized Jesus was by my side. More than that I realized he knew me. I 
realized he cared for me. I realized he wanted to be with me and to lead 
me and to help me find my way in life, my meaning, my purpose.  
 I cannot pinpoint the exact day it happened, but there came a 
moment when I said to Jesus, “I know who you are. You are the one who 
healed all those people in the bible. You are the one who walked on water 
and fed the multitudes.” As soon as I said that I realized something else. 
So I said to him, “And you are the one who gave his life on the cross so 



my sins could be forgiven and I could have eternal life. I know who you 
are. You are Jesus Christ, the Son of the Living God.” That day, as I 
realized Jesus was with me, I called him all those wonderful titles of faith. 
And I also knew he was not only my Lord and Savior, I knew Jesus was 
my friend. 
 The idea that things will change so much that the wolf will live with 
the lamb does not seem impossible to me. I am absolutely convinced that 
Jesus changes all things. My whole life as a pastor has been one long 
experience of watching Jesus change the lives of people in the most 
meaningful and marvelous ways.  
Jesus changed Peter, Jesus changed Paul, Jesus changed Mary, Jesus 
changed them all 
Jesus changed Zacchaeus when he found him in a tree, I believe Jesus 
can change your life, because I know this for sure, Jesus changed me. 
 
 


