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So on the edge of Christmas we come to the last of the four titles Isaiah gives to the Messiah. ‘His name shall be 
called Prince of peace.’ What is this peace that Isaiah announces? What is this peace that the angels proclaim 
over the fields of Bethlehem? 
 
Often when we talk about peace we talk about the absence of conflict. So, for example, during the Second 
World War we did not have peace. We were at war with Japan and Germany. It was wartime. But in 1945 that 
war came to an end, armistices were signed, and then we had peace. Today in 2017 we are living in peacetime. 
There is no declared war against a foreign state. There’s the war on terror I suppose, but in general we don’t live 
with the fear of bombs raining down on us from the sky. So we say, this is peacetime, and when we talk about 
peace that way we make it sound like peace is an absence of conflict.  
 
Real peace, the kind of peace Isaiah announces - is more complicated than that. 
Imagine a child who lives in an abusive home. The place is a war zone. Fighting.  Violence. Substance abuse. 
She lives in constant fear. Now imagine that by God’s grace, she is rescued from the violence of that home and 
placed in good and loving family. There’s no screaming and yelling in this household. There’s no addiction. 
There’s no violence. At the moment this wounded child enters her new, safe household, does she have peace?  
 
Almost certainly not. She is safe, but she does not yet have peace. She will almost certainly carry into her new 
house dark memories, reflexive anxieties, and negative habits of mind that will probably erupt in the middle of 
her new place. This young girl will not have peace until she learns habits love and affection. This young girl 
will not have real peace until she learns to completely trust her new family. She will have peace when, instead 
of waking up in the morning with her fists clenched and her heart guarded, she wakes up in the morning with 
her hands open and her heart glad.  
 
This is something our brother Herm Keizer understood. Herm is an expert on PTSD. He spoke nationally about 
moral injury. He knew that long after the guns stop, war can continue to rage in a soldier’s heart and until his 
world is rebuilt through forgiveness and gentleness and love and a million acts of patient kindness, that soldier 
does not have peace.  
 
When Isaiah promises that the Messiah will be the Prince of Peace, he is promising more than the absence of 
conflict; he is promising that deeper soul peace. Specifically, He is promising a boot-burning peace. That’s 
verse 5: Every warriors boot used in battle and every garment rolled in blood will be destined for burning, will 
be fuel for the fire.” What’s special about Isaiah’s boot-burning peace? How is boot-burning peace different? 
 
Let me ask you, when the war is over, do soldiers usually burn their boots and their uniforms? No. More likely 
they clean them up and put them in storage. Maybe make some repairs so they are in top shape. Why? Because 
soldiers know that, they might need their boots again. Yesterday’s battle might be over, but who knows what 
violence tomorrow might bring? Who knows what unstable world situation might erupt into war! So, in normal 
circumstances, the warrior keeps his boots polished, his uniform ready, his gun clean.   
 
What sort of circumstance would cause a soldier to burn his boots and his uniform? To use another image of 
peace from Isaiah 2, what sort of circumstance would cause a soldier to beat his sword into a plowshare? That 
would only happen if he believed that he would never need those boots or that sword ever again. That would 
only happen if that warrior believed, deep in his heart, that peace was here to stay. It would only happen if the 



 

soldier believed, deep in his heart, that the messiah was bringing a time when the wolf would live with the 
lamb, the lion would eat straw like the ox, and the earth would be full of the knowledge of God as the waters 
cover the sea. That’s boot-burning peace:  not just an absence of conflict, but a deep rooted assurance that the 
trouble is gone and it will never come back. 
 
Is a beautiful idea isn’t it? But here’s the truth: We do not yet have boot-burning peace. We still recruit armies. 
We still hire police officers. We still lock our doors at night. We still keep our boots polished and our swords 
sharp. We are a long way from burning our boots in this angry world. Not only that, I think that many people in 
this world, and maybe even some of us, don’t believe that boot-burning peace is possible. A world without war 
where we can actually get rid of our swords and armies? A city without crime where weeping is no longer heard 
in the streets? Come on! That’s naïve nonsense. This Isaiah fellow is living in a fairyland.  
 
Those people aren’t all wrong. In this world we will always need swords and locks and armies and police 
forces. We have a security protocol here every Sunday morning for worship. We lock doors, we have security 
guards patrolling around, we have people poised to call 911 if something terrible happens and in a world where 
things like the Sutherland Springs Church shooting happened, we are all glad that there are armed police 
available to respond to our 911 call. That’s our reality. 
 
But here’s another reality: In a fallen world we need security measures, but we must hope for and lean toward 
something more than security more than security. In a world that’s had so much conflict and violence for so 
long, it’s easy to give up that boot burning peace for something more ‘realistic.’  
 
 In this world it’s easy to trade the beautiful hope of peace announced by Isaiah and the angels for something 
else, something human-sized. Fear and cynicism grow inside you and all of a sudden you’ve traded in your 
vision of boot-burning peace for a cheap substitute. Instead of hoping for peace, we settle for personal security. 
Instead of hoping for a world made new, we settle for a nice neighborhood with good schools for our kids. 
Instead of a justice and righteousness that cover the earth, we settle for good insurance coverage and a nice 
retirement plan. Somewhere along the line, often without us even realizing that it’s happening, our hopes shrink. 
They aren’t the God-sized hopes anymore. They are feeble, man-sized hopes.    
 
Isaiah wants to make sure we have God-sized hopes. Read through his book and Isaiah keeps pushing you 
toward this bigger hope of a better peace that the Messiah will bring. In chapter 2 the swords are beaten into 
plowshares. In chapter 11 the lion lies down with the lamb. In chapter 25 death is swallowed up forever. In 
chapter 35 the wilderness bursts into bloom and sorrow and sighing flee away. In chapter 55 the mountains and 
hills burst into song. In chapter 65 he shows us a Jerusalem where the sound of weeping and crying is no longer 
heard in the streets and the people live as long as trees. This is not man-sized hope, this is a hope only God can 
bring. 
 
It’s not man-sized hope that the angels announce at Bethlehem either. This isn’t a story about human 
accomplishment. It’s not even a story about human potential. When the angels announce peace on earth to the 
shepherds they don’t ask the shepherds to do anything. There is no command to go out there and make a 
difference. There is just an announcement of good news breaking into the world: “Behold I bring you good 
news of great joy which shall be for all people. Peace on earth and goodwill towards people!” The angels are 
not announcing a wimpy human peace, the angels do not proclaim personal security; they talk about God 
breaking into the world and making everything new.  
 
This is why we need to come to the manger and see the miracle year after year after year. Our hopes have 
shrunk and we need them expanded. We need to be reminded that we live in a world where the living God 
breaks into our common places. We need to know that we live in a world where God can do more than we ask 
or imagine. Every year we read the wild visions of Isaiah, and every year we look into the manger because once 



 

you’ve been to the manger and seen God lying there in the flesh you realize that in this Baby anything is 
possible. We live in a world where Deserts burst into bloom, the dead are raised and broken lives are made new.  
When a whole group of people look into the manger together and have their hopes expanded, when a whole 
group of people start to believe that boot-burning peace is possible, amazing things can happen. The Prince of 
Peace makes their life a sign of peace in the world.  
 
In fact, here's a little sign of people who believe in boot-burning peace. This cookie. Someone here baked this 
cookie. Emily VandenHeuvel, the chaplain at Wedgewood, put out a request for people who were willing to 
bake cookies for the Wedgwood residents as a sign of Christmas hope. Wedgewood residents are young people 
who have lived through horrific family environments. Environments like the one I described earlier in this 
sermon: abuse, neglect, violence. They are out that environment now, so they are safe and secure, but they don’t 
have peace. They are nowhere near ready to burn their boots. They are still wary and afraid. And a lot of people 
– people with man-sized hopes – look at these kids and see them as damaged goods. Some people believe you 
can’t fix these kids; you just manage them. They are hopeless cases. And, of course, when others look at them 
that way, these kids begin to have those same feelings about themselves. ‘I’m hopeless.’ 
 
But that’s not how you feel. You made them cookies. You’ve looked into the manger. You hope bigger than 
that. You’ve seen the glory of the Lord burst forth in a dirty stable. You’ve seen tax collectors turn into 
servants. You’ve seen the dead raised. So you believe that something better is possible for them and as a sign of 
that hope you made them cookies. A cookie won’t change their life,  
it won’t drive all the fear and the brokenness out of their hearts, but as they eat them, each and every cookie will 
be a small sign that there are these people who believe that something more is possible for them, that love is 
possible, and change is possible. Each and every bite of these cookies will plant in their hearts a little more 
peace, will help drive God’s peace all the way down. 
 
Come to the manger, hear the proclamation of the angels, see the prince who will bring this world a boot-
burning peace, and let his hope fill you all the way down. 
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