TRINITY 120, 2020.  SERENITY.
Before we get to today’s Gospel, I want to remind you of the words of St Peter ... that ... one day with the Lord as is ... a thousand years ... and a thousand years ... as one day.  It’s fascinating, isn’t it ... and is a line we Liberal Catholics often use to explain the very issues created by and recorded in Genesis 1 ... the concepts of a day in the life of God, as distinct from a day in ours.  And if we think a little more on the subject, we’ll realise that it’s all a matter of perspective ... His vs ours.
We see things from this earthly plane ... and at best, in 3D.  He sees it in 4D or even ... 5D ... and that’ll stretch even the smartest of our understanding of cosmological and bio-physical physics.

How much can we pack into one single day ?  Let me give you a synopsis of such a day ... an extended series of “days” ... in the life of Vicki and I.  Early Sept last year, we went to London for a four-day trade show and exhibition, away ten days in all with travel times, with just one day off ... to go to Mass at St Pauls.  The idea of a serene time … and London traffic.  Well, we tried.

Then back a week, then to Sydney for another major naval conference and expo all week, with then another week off, before a week in Darwin, then back three days then three days in Adelaide on church matters, arriving back Saturday night, church Sunday, then the following week ... three days at normal work, then two days of local conferences, then on the Monday following ... Canberra for four days.  Finally … stopped.
Come unto Me all ye that are heavy-laden ... and I will give you rest.

Come unto me, all ye that are heavy laden and I will give you rest.  A good one ... isn't it.  Come unto me ... and I will give you rest.  And as we clergy do every time we put the Stole around our neck, we say ... Take my yoke upon you ... that yoke that the oxen had about their heads and shoulders ... as we take too.  For my yoke is easy ... it's not a hard load to carry ... and He tells us ... the burden is light.

Christ makes it all sound so easy, doesn't He ?  Light burden, easy yoke, and rest.  A day off.  The Jews were big on this ... cos back in the bad old days, they were a collective of warring tribes, and under Moses, finally united.  And this happened when a bunch of stone tablets mysteriously arrived ... about 106 of them, and from this group, Moses chose ten ... and one of the ones he chose ... was to keep Holy the Sabbath ... the Lord's day, a day off.  No work, no internal fighting.
Among many things, the Jews have given us two lasting legacies often not reecognised.  And the Ten Commandments play a leading role here ... for in the lawless times, the various gods of nature were the key elements ... gods for all sorts of things, such as fertility ... for the soil, for the animals, for the families.  But the Commandment said ... thou shalt have no other God but me.  Whoops !
So the Old Testament God ... Yahweh without any vowels  as we spoke about last week ... took the place of all these other gods, and in doing so, became the God of Nature as well ... so the Jews could pray to Him for fertility, for rain, for sunshine, and the myriad of other things considered worth praying for.  This change is important, because as a direct result, we have inherited a monotheistic culture, a single God, who has replaced all the others.  Even if we see Him as a Triune God.
And one of the things this new one-God said was important was to labour for six days ... work hard, but only for six days.  Cos the seventh is the Sabbath ... a day of rest.

And they went on describing who can do exactly what, who can't do anything, and what constituted work.  And in the end, it was on this key part of the law that Jesus stood accused ... for on the Sabbath, He told the paralysed man to pick up his bed and walk ... pick something up, and walk home ... and that constituted work.  So Jesus rightly stood accused of aiding and abetting a blasphemous act ... after all, He had to give the lawyers some reason to get at Him.
Yahweh was big on this idea of rest, and in fact, it's the longest of all the Commandments ... not suggestions ... but clear instructions about so many things, and included all your staff and friends and family, and all this is so we could spend time with family, have a shared meal, have time to praise God and give thanks, time to just ... be.  Time to be ... serene.  Time to be at peace, peace with each other, peace with Nature, peace with ourselves.
As John Denver wrote ... the serenity of a clear blue mountain lake.  Just picture yourself at such a place right now … and join me in the zone.  In your mind … let’s go to your own Lake Louise right now … just without the hotel.  Or as we have chosen … in the bush setting of the Cemetery here in Maryvale, two hours drive SW of Brisbane in the foothills of the Dividing ranges.  It’s a time-out place for us.
So we need to ask ourselves ... why don't we do this a lot more often ?  Why do so many of us work seven days ... if not at paid work, then at other work, such as in the garden or building something and in so doing, leave no time for ... peace.  No time to become ... serene.  As Tony Jack Howard said ... I suspect we have forgotten how to, and equally, how important it is that we do it.
Tony continued on this subject ... noting we are coming into the silly season ... and any chance we have to develop serenity here in Australia will usually be sacrificed on the altar of the Great Gods of Christmas parties, cricket and tennis, swimming, BBQs, etc, COVID permitting.  It’ll be just about anything BUT a path to serenity. 

We've got to slow down a tad ... and I can just see Vicki beside me,  internally writhing with laughter at the idea of me slowing down.
Everyone tells me to do it ... and then asks me to do one more thing for them.  Remember the Sabbath is a day off ... so who cooks this mystical serene family meal ... without someone working ?

It's a nice ideal, but it will always remain something ... of a work-in-progress.  Still, it's clear ... we need ... I need ... to learn to say ... yes, but can it wait till Monday ?
This Sabbath bit is interesting in itself ... cos we moved the Sabbath from Saturday, the last day of the week ... to Sunday ... the first day of the week, as a mark of respect to Christ's resurrection, and we did this so each Sunday we can have a little mini-Easter ... a little version of His resurrection, and do it every week.  And be at peace with that.
Good deal too cos if we take the time to come to church, or to watch a virtual church livefeed, and leave the world behind, in that one hour, through its deep ritual and the peace that comes from it, we can find the serenity that comes from this period of "time out".

Time out of the rat race.  Time away from the rushing world, time away from having to think about what we have to do, cos we are bound up in the moment ... this one hour becomes a sanctuary of time ... a precious place, a precious time ... when the rest of the world just has to stop ... and let US ... find the serenity we need.

And the Liturgies of all the sacramental churches in Christendom have a few things in common, especially in the construct of the Mass ... the gathering of the people, the Confiteor and the receiving of Absolution, the prayers of the people, the readings, more prayers, leading to the Consecration and Transubstantiation, and finally, the dismissal and final blessings ... starting with the phrase ... the Peace of God, which passes all understanding ... 

It's a reminder about peace, about serenity, about oneness with God.  
That peace, that exceptional state of being which we all strive to attain ... something I think is a problem for so many of us, yet the Saints who went before us were so serene ... seemingly not so much trying to avoid their fate, but rather engaging in the moment, so much so, they were in total control of themselves, even unto death.
St Peter was so in control, he had time to negotiate with his executioners such that he could be allowed to be crucified upside down.  St Alban was in such control of his circumstances, that he could firstly demand to swap places with the refugee, then demand his own execution, then sort out how to get to the place of execution, dry up the river crossing, then make arrangements with the Sergeant at Arms ... and on and on it went.

Such complete and utter serenity.  Such self-control.  Let’s all think about this ... and in our daily lives ... and decide for ourselves to  make serenity ... this time for a peaceful time-out … let’s make it our work-in-progress.  Would you please stand.

