And here’s the odd thing, something I never really noticed until this year. Fear is foundational to the first half of the year. It isn’t just that the disciples were afraid after Jesus died. The story began—way back in Advent—with the angel telling Mary, “Fear not!
Six months later in the church year, Jesus’ story ends with “Peace I leave with you … do not let your hearts be afraid”
As the author of 1 John later wrote, “There is no fear in love, but perfect love casts out fear” [1 John 4:18]. I think that is the point of Jesus’ life, the story we retrace in the first half of the Christian year, the culmination of which is the Easter season: Perfect love casts out fear.
Author Diana Butler Bass acknowledges that fear is a biological response and universal experience, but that Jesus’s assurance is also true:
“Jesus said to them again, ‘Peace be with you….’ When he had said this, he breathed on them…”
“Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you.”
The door opens toward love—the love of God, the love of neighbor.
I can’t explain it. All I know is that it is right. And I feel it. When I’m scared, I breathe. My breath. Sacred breath. Spirit breath. The in, out, in, out, in, out of life. My heart slows and opens, making room for the other, giving space to love. In, out, in, out. Breathe in peace. Breathe out love.
Peace, love. Peace, love.
Fear abates.
Perfect love casts out fear.

