surprised
by peace
by Katie Kyle

OVER THE SUMMER, I started antianxiety medication and since then, I’ve
found myself questioning the peace
Jesus promised, ‘I am leaving you with
a gift—peace of mind and heart.’ (John
14:27 ).
The ‘peace’ spoken of here refers
not simply to an absence of chaos or
worry but to a deep-seated sense of
harmony and well-being, deep enough
to withstand discord and stress. If these
words are true, they offer profound
comfort. Like a bedtime story for a
restless child, they soothe and calm but,
given my need for medication, or just a
person’s normal anxiety levels from life’s
day-to-day stresses and strains, I am
doubtful. Is this peace actually a fiction
relied upon by the troubled child within
us?
At the start of November, I was due to
attend a ceremony in London where I’d
been nominated for a blogging award. It
was such a lovely honour but my excited
anticipation was shot through with
nerves. I was fearful of potentially having
to speak in front of a crowd of people
and it didn’t help when I found out the
awards were being live-streamed.
That same week, I was studying God’s
peace at my ladies’ group. I did my
homework on the plane to the U.K.,
learning on my journey that the inner
peace Jesus promised is supposedly
available to all of us, at all times and in
all places, but - and this bit was new to
me - many of us don’t activate it. It sits
inside us, unused, still shiny in its box,
when it could be shining out of us.
The way to activate it, I read, especially if
we are anxious, is through thanksgiving.
For me, thanks come most naturally
when I am happy but, according to my
study, the time they are most powerful is
if we offer them against the odds, when
life is closing in around us.

contact

12

Over the years, the anxiety I struggle with
has grown into a mindset, one in which
I worry about the smallest thing. If 99%
of life is good, I will fixate on the 1% that
isn’t going my way. The result is that
often I don’t give thanks. I say grace at
mealtimes, I try to remember to send up
thank yous’ for answered prayer but it
would never occur to me to give thanks
when faced with difficulties.

announced
a new
award
my heart
jumped. I I went to the loo a million
times. My mum tried to distract me but I
couldn’t concentrate. Eventually, I asked
her to come up with me if I won. She
agreed. I silently decided my default
position would be to send her up alone!

It makes sense, though. If we focus on
the things that are going well, or have
gone well, instead of the things that
aren’t, it takes our mind away from the
problem, shrinking it down. We speak
life and positivity rather than fret and
complain. We start to trust and maybe
peace will follow...

I persevered with giving thanks. It helped
temporarily but then another award
would be announced, slicing through my
inner calm. It didn’t help that my award
was the final one of the night. As they
eventually got to it, I was so rattled I
couldn’t hear what was going on. Then,
amidst the babbling, I heard my name.

Lately, when I visit London, I like to walk
along the river to Southwark Cathedral. I
had a free day before the awards and I’d
planned to go shopping but I found my
feet taking me, not to the West End, but
east on this mini pilgrimage. I decided I
would pray as I walked.

I think I smiled briefly at my mum but
then my feet started taking me away
from her, heading towards the stage. I
forgot to ask her to come with me. Soon
I was climbing the platform, where I
received the award. Words came out
of my mouth. I found myself laughing,
even making a joke. I thanked people,
relatively coherently. The peace I had
sought all day long was flowing in and
around me. I didn’t merely endure the
moment, I was peaceful enough to enjoy
it.

Have you ever been so nervous about
something you haven’t been able to
pray about it because that would involve
thinking about the very thing you want to
avoid?! That was me. My mind wouldn’t
allow me to gather my thoughts into a
prayer so I decided to follow the advice
of my study: thank God. That seemed
easier.
As I put one foot in front of the other, a
peace started to settle inside me. Words
started to come to me. They were the
words I would say if I won the award. As
I walked within the cathedral’s ancient
stones, I felt soothed by the candlelight
and organ music. If I could bottle up this
peace, I thought, I would be fine.
At the awards later on, as the presenters
started to call out names, any peace I’d
felt earlier evaporated. Every time they

It seems peace really is available to each
of us at all times and in all places but,
as I am currently learning, it must be
sought, claimed, activated and used.
It might not arrive until the very last
moment, just as we start to question
whether it’s going to show up at all. But
it’s worth remembering that, in God’s
topsy-turvy kingdom of surprises, the
thanks precede the gift.
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