
I wonder how good you are at making snap decisions about 

people. I mean are you the sort of person that simply by 

looking at someone you can instantly tell if that person is 

good or bad, whatever that might mean in your terms? I 

guess we would all like to think that we are reasonably 

adept at that wouldn’t we? In fact, we rely upon our ability 

to do that, and are probably doing that every day of our 

lives.  They say, don’t they, that we make a decision about 

the sort of person we are facing within the first few 

seconds of our meeting them, and it can take an enormous 

amount of re-thinking  and new understanding before we 

are able to alter our opinion.  But we still do it. 

Carol and I used to have one of those little spy holes in our 

front door, I expect some of you may have one, they are 

useful things aren’t they? Just occasionally I used to look 

through before opening the door, to see who it was ringing 

the bell. Of course most of the time the person standing 

outside is someone known to me anyway, but at other 

times I may never have seen the person before in my life, 

but, and here is the rub, I have always opened the door.  I 

have never thought to myself, that person looks a bit 

suspicious, I think I’ll pretend that I’m out.  Now with 

someone known to me I might well have made that 

decision and hidden behind the sofa in the vain hope that 

they might go away, but I jest.  You see despite what 

behavioural psychologists might say, we cannot and should 

not make up our minds about people without having some 

experience of them, should we? And, even then we can be 

mistaken and be forced to radically change our minds can’t 

we. 

I remember when I was a lad, I had as my class teacher a 

man called Mr. Leake. Now this man filled me with both 

awe and terror.  He had this reputation for being a bit of a 

strict disciplinarian you see, but then since most of the 

class were like me, he needed to be, I think. Anyway, it was 

coming up to Christmas, and my mate and I were going to 

go carol singing, for ourselves not for any worthy cause you 

understand.  This was much frowned upon by the school, 

so it all had to be very hush hush otherwise you were in for 

a right rollicking. Well, imagine my horror, when after 

knocking, the door opened and there was Mr. Leake, 

smiling, as I thought then, rather malevolently at me.  Well, 

we got away from there as fast as we could, but the 

problem then became what would happen when we got 

back to school the next day! So, trying to make myself 

invisible, I crept into the classroom, only to find my teacher 

was as nice as pie.  He told me off, of course, but the end 

of the world didn’t happen.  You see even though I knew 



him, I didn’t really at all, and in the light of this new 

happening, I had to completely revise my opinion of him 

and take account of that in all my future dealings with him.  

From that time on I really began to enjoy being in his class, 

and in fact it was in his class that I sat and passed my 11 

plus, in no small part due to his influence. 

I suspect that you can identify with that experience at 

various times in your life too, when you have had to 

radically reconsider your opinion of someone. Today we 

remember just about the greatest saint that has ever lived 

St. Peter. Well, tomorrow is actually his feast day, but this 

Sunday is the closest to it, so we can transfer it to today. 

And I say just about, since that day is also the feast day of 

St. Paul as well.  And it is difficult to imagine the church 

without either of them.  Both of them had to undergo 

moments of blinding new understanding as they came to 

terms with the nature of the man Jesus and their responses 

to Him. For Paul of course, it was the Damascus Road 

experience that altered his life forever, even though it took 

him a while to digest that experience and enable him to 

plan his life afresh. 

Peter though had been around Jesus for a considerable 

period of time, experienced his teaching, watched Him 

heal, and teach, and love, and yet it was not until that 

moment at Caesarea Philippi that he finally realised just 

who Jesus was. You are the Christ he said, probably 

shocked at the enormity of what he was saying.  But even 

then, even knowing that, deep within his soul, still he 

turned away from Jesus at the time of His Crucifixion, 

frightened, hurt and disillusioned, he spurned the man he 

had called the Christ. 

But God is persistent, and given another opportunity Peter 

finally, at Pentecost, took hold of his convictions and laid 

aside his doubts and fears and went for it.  He had the 

courage to change, he had the courage to name Jesus as 

the Messiah, again, and to do something about it.  Just in 

fact as Paul had to do. And isn’t it the way it has to be for 

us too.  Don’t we too have to name Jesus as the Christ, not 

only as the Christ, the Saviour of the world, but also as the 

Christ, our own personal Saviour as well too?  And when 

we do, that might well require just as radical a rethink of 

our lives  and what we are dong with them as it did for 

Peter and Paul.  Certainly, it did for me, when at last God 

broke down my stubborn barriers that I kept putting in His 

way, I had to completely alter not only my understanding 

of God, but also the whole strategy of my life.  Perhaps you 

can identify with that too. 



But it wasn’t easy, it was painful leaving behind that which 

I knew, that I understood.  It wasn’t easy having to retract 

all that I had said previously about the ridiculousness of 

believing in God.  But I did, just as you may have done too.  

And then too is hasn’t always been a bed of rose since then 

either.  Being a Christian hasn’t stopped me being afraid in 

the face of what God wanted me to do, and where it both 

took me and the rest of my family as well, that fateful day 

when I began to make my response to His call, and then 

when 30 years ago today I was ordained a deacon in the 

church of God.  It doesn’t stop me from time to time even 

now, wondering just what on earth I am doing, or having 

doubts about the nature of my calling.  Just as I imagine 

you may have too, and as I imagine Peter and Paul may 

have done as well. 

That is why it is so important that we remember the lives 

of our saints, because they give us the inspiration to live 

our own lives too.  We see them struggling with the same 

things we struggle with and see them overcoming those 

difficulties and winning through.  They were people just 

like me and you, living their lives as they best knew how, 

just like me and you.  So, I praise God for them, for their 

courage in rethinking their relationship with God, and then 

making the necessary changes in their lives to enable them 

better to follow Jesus, to seek his will and to change the 

world in which they lived. 

Just like me and you, day by day, week by week, even 

within the fear and the worry and the pain of the virus; 

even in the face of thousands of people who, acting 

irresponsibly on our beaches and elsewhere endanger the 

lives of many others; even in the face of Black Lives Matter 

and the controversy over what counts as racism and where 

we each sit on that spectrum; even when we make our way 

into what is now an unknown future; in all of this, as 

Christians, we shall have to make changes in our lives too, 

we shall have to live afresh in this world of ours, God’s 

world, following Christ, and being true to our calling. May 

God gives us faith and strength. 

  


