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Scripture Readings: Acts 5:12-16 X Psalm 118 X Revelation 1:9-11a, 12-13, 17-19 X John 20:19-31 
	
 

he	 great	 Russian	 writer	 Leo	
Tolstoy	tells	a	story	about	two	little	
girls	 all	 dressed	 up	 in	 their	 best	

Easter	 frocks.	 After	 Church,	 Malasha	 and	
Akoula	 walked	 home	 together.	 They	 came	
upon	 a	 great	 puddle	 of	 water,	 created	 by	
the	melted	snow	of	the	long	Russian	winter.	
They	 decided	 to	 take	 off	 their	 shoes	 and	
stockings,	picked	up	their	skirts,	and	waded	
into	their	own	private	lake.	
	
	 Carefully	 they	walked,	 enjoying	 the	
water	 on	 this	 glorious	 Easter	 day.	 But,	 as	
they	walked,	Malasha	put	her	foot	down	too	
hard	 and	 splashed	 water	 and	 mud	 on	
Akoula’s	 face	 and	 clothing.	 Akoula	 angrily	
retaliated	 and	 then	 her	 mother	 came	
outside.	 When	 she	 asked	 what	 was	 going	
on,	 Akoula	 said	 that	 Malasha	 had	
deliberately	splashed	mud	on	her.	
	
	 Akoula’s	mother	 angrily	 confronted	
Malasha.	As	she	did,	Malasha’s	mother	and	
family	 came	 out	 and	 began	 to	 yell	 at	
Akoula’s	mother.	Soon	both	families	were	in	
the	street	and	the	yelling	turned	into	blows.	
Only	 Akoula’s	 grandmother	 kept	 a	 cool	
head.	 She	 kept	 pleading	 for	 peace,	
especially	 in	 light	 of	 the	 fact	 that	 it	 was	
Easter.	
	
	 As	the	fighting	continued	to	escalate,	
both	 Malasha	 and	 Akoula	 returned	 to	 the	
puddle	 and	 began	 to	 play.	 They	 started	 to	
move	 the	mud	around	so	 that	 the	water	of	
the	 great	 puddle	 flowed	 down	 the	 street	
where	 their	 families	 were	 fighting.	 Soon,	
the	 families	 noticed	 the	 water,	 stopped	
their	fighting	and	looked	over	to	where	the	
puddle,	which	started	this	whole	mess,	once	
sat,	 now	 had	 drained	 away	 in	 the	 river	

created	 by	 the	 two	 little	 girls,	 who	 stood	
there	laughing.	
	
	 Akoula’s	grandmother	looked	at	her	
neighbors	 and	 family	 and	 asked,	 “Aren’t	
you	 ashamed	 of	 yourselves?	 To	 go	 on	
fighting	 on	 account	 of	 these	 little	 girls,	
when	 they	 themselves	 have	 forgotten	 all	
about	 it,	 and	 are	 playing	 together	 happily:	
These	dear	little	souls,”	she	said,	“are	wiser	
than	all	of	this.”	
	
	 On	 that	 first	 Easter	 night,	 so	 long	
ago,	the	Risen	Christ	leaves	his	new	Church	
the	 gift	 of	 his	 “peace”	 –	 peace	 that	 is	 so	
much	more	than	the	absence	of	conflict.	
	
	 Christ’s	 peace	 is	 hard	 work:	 the	
peace	 of	 the	 Easter	 Christ	 demands	 seeing	
one	 another	 as	 children	 of	 the	 same	 God.	
The	peace	of	the	Easter	Christ	seeks	bridges	
and	 solutions,	 rather	 than	 assigning	 blame	
or	extracting	punishment.	The	peace	of	the	
Easter	 Christ	 is	 centered,	 not	 on	 “being	
nice,”	but	in	being	just,	ethical,	and	moral	in	
our	relationships	with	one	another.	
	
	 Such	 is	 the	 peace	 of	 Christ:	 peace	
that	 honors	 humility	 and	 cherishes	
reconciliation;	 peace	 that	 transforms,	 re-
creates,	 and	 renews;	 peace	 that	 is	 born	 of	
wisdom,	 integrity	 and	 an	 attitude	 of	
thanksgiving.	
	
	 Just	 as	 Malasha	 and	 Akoula	 find	
peace	 in	working	 together	 to	eliminate	 the	
puddle	 that	 is	 the	 cause	 of	 their	 families’	
strife,	Christ	calls	us	to	“breathe”	such	hard-
won	 and	 demanding	 peace	 into	 our	 own	
homes	and	communities.	X	

T 


