Gloria R. Carpeneto, Homily
 2nd Sunday of Easter A, 04/16/23
Acts 2:42-47; 1Peter 1:3-9;l John 20:19-31; Psalm  118, Give thanks to our God, who is good, whose love is everlasting. 

Not too long ago, I had occasion to sit with a friend who was near death from congestive heart failure. Watching her, it was just about impossible not to try to fill my own lungs with air as my friend  was struggling to fill hers.. Holding her hand, I was aware of her life, slowly slipping away with every heartbeat. pulsing out of her 
The inhalation of that first breath right out of the birth canal is how we begin our lives. And that first sense of loving touch we feel as a nurse or midwife literally rubs the energy of life into us is how we’re invited into the blessing of human community.  Within a few seconds of our life on this planet, we’re introduced to the universality of breath and touch. So in this last of John’s resurrection stories that we heard today, breath and touch are paramount – as are the absence of healing breath and loving touch that we see in the wounds by which Jesus now seems to be identifying himself. 

In today’s resurrection story, Jesus just shows up. And what does he do? He offers peace. He shows the disciples his wounds. He commissions them.  And he breathes on them. In that order.

· Peace be with you. Quit worrying about the Temple authorities.

· 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 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, and John could have ended it right there. As God breathed life into Adam, so Jesus breathed the Spirit of Life into his disciples. A lovely metaphor, the end. However, the disciples seem to be there in the room with Jesus  with their mouths hanging on, 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, again metaphorically, 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 the 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 Thomas said to Jesus, “My Savior and my God.” In other words, I recognize you by your scars, and by your willingness to let me see the whole of who you are. You save me when you relate to me exactly as you are – whole and holy, but also scarred by life, as are we all.

I truly wonder if those early Christians could have lived the communal life we heard about in our First Reading this afternoon if they had not been willing to be fully present to one another, if they had not been willing to share the scars and the wounds and the realities of their lives with each other. Jesus’ willingness to have Thomas examine his wounds is a beautiful metaphor for this behavior. It’s not that we need to be morbid in telling 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. Life has wounded us all, and our resurrection after those wounding says more about us than our holiness does. Christ has died from his wounds. Christ has risen from them. Christ has come back to live again. 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 find that face in each other’s scars, as Thomas found it in the wounds of Jesus.         
In her book, Creation and the Cross,  theologian Elizabeth Johnson writes powerfully about how the newly-forming Christian communities tried to tell the story of Jesus’ resurrection, but those stories just fell flat. They knew they weren’t seeing merely a resuscitated body. And there were no words to explain the ineffable way they had experienced the Risen Christ. But there was poetry and there was metaphor, and that’s what’s come down to us in our scriptures. The poetic image of the presence that moves through locked doors, the breath that gives life, the scars that offer healing, the touch that makes whole…. all of these are metaphors for the reality of the Risen Christ, about whom all our words fall short.

But maybe not always. For as we walk up to receive Communion today, we’ll sing a song that recognizes a very concrete reality – that goodness is stronger than evil, that love is stronger than hate, that light is stronger than darkness and that life is stronger than death. We will experience Christ in a very concrete way, present in all those things – Goodness, Love, Light, Life. Sharing Communion with each other today, we will touch the wounds of Christ and offer our own to one another for healing. Christ will be in our midst as surely as he was with those disciples that first Easter evening. And with Peter we will be able to say There is great cause for rejoicing here! AMEN.
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