Gloria R. Carpeneto, Homily
 2nd Sunday of Easter A, 04/12/2026
Acts 2:42-47; 1Peter 1:3-9; John 20:19-31; Psalm 118, This is the day, oh this is the day, this is the day, oh yes I know!  Sure as God, who made it so, this is the day of hope!

Today we hear the last of John’s post-resurrection stories. And since it’s a long Gospel, I’m going to try to help us commit it to memory with a Cliff Notes version. As the disciples were huddled in a room with the doors locked, Jesus just shows up, and he says:

· Peace be with you. Quit worrying about the Temple authorities or what anyone is going to do to you.
· Take a look at my wounds so you know it’s really me.

· Know that just as God sent me, I am sending you.

· And while I’m at it, let me offer you the Holy Spirit, the very breath of life. If you have love, all brokenness around you can be healed. But if you cannot find it in yourself to love, then the pain of brokenness will remain.

. That’s the first part of the story, just four points, and John could have ended it right there. As God breathed life into Adam, so Jesus breathed the Spirit of Life into his disciples, and we can infer that he breathes it into us. A lovely analogy, the end. However, the disciples seem to be there in the room with Jesus, but with their mouths hanging open, since we’re not told that they actually said anything. And it doesn’t appear that they actually touched Jesus either. So maybe that’s why John added the story of Thomas – so that Thomas could speak on behalf of the disciples and on our behalf as well.


A week later, Jesus is once again back in the room where it happened, doors and locks notwithstanding. Once again, he offers the breath of peace to all who are gathered. But this time, Jesus goes directly to Thomas, and offers not only his words, but his wounds as well. Jesus doesn’t just show Thomas his wounds; he invites their inspection. And that feels important to me. Because some of the deepest spirituality on this planet happens in 12-Step Meetings. And what do members of those meetings do but share their wounds? 


In today’s Gospel, it doesn’t say whether or not Thomas actually touched Jesus’ hands or his side. He may or may not have. But what we hear is that upon seeing the wounds Thomas said to Jesus, “My Savior and my God.” In other words, says Thomas, I recognize you now, not only by by the scars you bear, but by your willingness to let me see the whole of who you are. You save me because you relate to me exactly as you are – whole and holy, but also scarred by life, as are we all.

 Jesus’ willingness to have Thomas examine his wounds does not mean that we need to be morbid in sharing all the dark stories that lie hidden in the nooks and crannies of our lives. It’s more the idea that we don’t need to keep up any facades of perfection. We’re all in the same boat – life has wounded us all, and our repeated resurrections after all those woundings says more about our holiness than any amount of perfection does. Christ died from his wounds. Christ rose despite them. And Christ continues to live among us. This is the paschal mystery, not reserved to Christ, but interwoven among us all every day. We die, we rise, we keep on living. And we do it in relationship with others.   


Relationships are always to be the source of our lives, interweaving our  presence with the presence of others. We are always, always to be searching for the face of God in the other, as others search for the face of God in us. And we can often find that face in each other’s scars, as Thomas found it in the wounds of Jesus.  
 Today, Jesus speaks to each of us as much as he did to Thomas. Thomas, you have become a believer because you saw me. Blessed are they who have not seen and yet have believed. We remember the world we used to live in before everything seemingly got turned upside down. We remember what everything used to look like when everything was still normal for us. But our invitation today is to believe – to have faith – that no matter what eventually comes out of the often-toxic place we’re in, God will be there in the midst of it. Our society might wind up looking different. Our church might wind up looking different. Our whole way of being might wind up looking different. But Jesus has promised that God will be there and God will be with us. Peace I leave with you.  And so we believe. In relationship with our brothers and sisters, we try as best we can to live the paschal mystery – we die, we rise, we continue to live and breathe as the breath of God’s peace animates us. As the song says, Christ is alive and goes before us. And we follow in faith. 
There’s a Stoic philosopher of ancient Rome by the name of Seneca who once said, “Every new beginning comes from some other beginning's end.” Or if you prefer your philosophers more contemporary, there’s always Mr. Rogers who said, "Often when you think you're at the end of something, you're at the beginning of something else.” In either case, I’m pretty sure the disciples felt they were at the end of life as they knew it when Jesus was crucified and they locked themselves away in that room. But that was only their beginning. Who knows? The times we live in – the threats to our democracy, the wars around the world, the injustice of wealth distribution – may be the ending that heralds our own new beginning. And it if is, let’s greet it wholeheartedly with the words of the psalm we prayed earlier this morning: 


This is the day, oh this is the day, 
this is the day, oh yes I know!  
Sure as God, who made it so,
this is the day of hope!
AMEN.
3

