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When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the doors of the house 

where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the Jews, Jesus came and stood 

among them and said, “Peace be with you.”After he said this, he showed them his 

hands and his side. Then the disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. Jesus said to 

them again, “Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.” When he 

had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, “Receive the Holy Spirit. If you 

forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain the sins of any, they are 

retained.” 

 

But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with them when 

Jesus came. So the other disciples told him, “We have seen the Lord.” But he said to 

them, “Unless I see the mark of the nails in his hands, and put my finger in the mark 

of the nails and my hand in his side, I will not believe.” 

 

A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was with them. 

Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among them and said, “Peace be 

with you.” Then he said to Thomas, “Put your finger here and see my hands. Reach 

out your hand and put it in my side. Do not doubt but believe.” Thomas answered 

him, “My Lord and my God!” Jesus said to him, “Have you believed because you 

have seen me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.” 

 

Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which are not written 

in this book. But these are written so that you may come to believe that Jesus is the 

Messiah, the Son of God, and that through believing you may have life in his name. 

 

  

In just two months, I fear it is a warning we have become accustomed to hearing: “Be advised, 

the images you are about to see are disturbing.” 
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What follows are scenes from the war in Ukraine, scenes of destruction, of death, of civilians 

lying dead in streets—images of war; voices of neighbors, friends, family members, parents, 

speaking unbearable grief; violence, devastation, death, war. Be advised, the images you about to 

see are disturbing. 

 

I was in high school when I first read Elie Wiesel’s memoir, Night. It is relatively short book in 

which Wiesel recounts his personal experience during the holocaust. It is a hard book to read; it 

vividly portrays the horrors of the holocaust. And because of this, it’s inclusion in the curriculum 

of schools is increasingly being challenged. Which is a shame.    

 

There is a passage in Night where Wiesel recounts witnessing the agonizingly slow death of a 

young boy hanged for collaborating against the Nazis. This excerpt from the book has haunted 

me since I first read it:  

 

“Where is God? Where is He?” someone behind me asked... 

 

For more than half an hour [the child in the noose] stayed there, struggling between 

life and death, dying in slow agony under our eyes. And we had to look him full in 

the face. He was still alive when I passed in front of him. His tongue was still red, his 

eyes were not yet glazed. 

 

Behind me, I heard the same man asking: “Where is God now?” 

 

And I heard a voice within me answer him: “Where is He? Here He is—He is 

hanging here on this gallows...” (Wiesel, 1960, p. 46) 

 

* * * * * 

 

Voice 2:  Ah, Shawn, I hate to interrupt, but last Sunday was Easter. Easter Lilies, the Halleluiah 

Chorus, Easter dresses, the Easter Bunny. Spring. Flowers. Joy. You know, Easter. So, why the 

gloom and doom? Why the disturbing images? 

 

* * * * * 

 

Thanks, Rachael. That’s a good question. 

 

I love Easter. My spirit soars with the Handel’s Halleluiah Chorus and the postlude Doris played 

last Sunday, Widor’s Toccata. Worshipping here last Sunday left little doubt that we were 

celebrating resurrection. 

 

And then Monday…it snowed.  

 

I love days like yesterday and today…70 and sunny. I love days like last Sunday, that are Christ 

the Lord is Risen Today and Halleluiah Chorus days. 
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The reality is that not all days are like those days. I watch the news. Because Wiesel’s Night was 

not banned when I went to high school, I know history. The history of the horrors that we are 

capable of inflicting on each other. The evil that was the holocaust, that is war. 

 

And this: I know the brokenness in my own life. The pain of sitting beside a loved one in the 

intensive care unit who does not get better. The loneliness of grief. The fear and uncertainty of a 

future that suddenly is not what I thought it would be. And I’ve been around long enough to 

know that my experience is not unique.    

 

Thanks be to God for the Easter Sundays, the Halleluiah Chorus moments, for clear sunny days 

we experience, literally and figuratively.   

 

Yet in all our lives there is brokenness, sorrow, pain. There are those times when we are 

seemingly stuck in situations and routines, sometimes of our own making and sometimes not, 

that are anything but life giving. The blues are as much the soundtrack to life as Easter anthems 

are. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Voice 2: So what about Easter? You know: Christ is risen! Christ is risen indeed! What Easter 

message do you have for the brokenness that is a part of our lives this side of Easter? 

 

* * * * * 

 

Great question. It’s a question that brings me back to the scripture you read for us a few minutes 

ago: “When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, the doors of house where the 

disciples had met were locked out of fear…” 

 

From Passover, a day of remembrance and celebration, through Good Friday, now to Easter 

evening. Earlier in the day, Mary told the disciples that she had “seen the Lord.” Yet, as evening 

comes, as shadows gather, the disciples are fearful, gathered behind locked doors. 

 

The disciples’ hope for the future was dashed. The intimacy of a shared Passover meal had led 

not to remembrance and joy but to betrayal and denial. And the next day, Jesus was brutally 

killed. 

 

Bereft. Overwhelmed with grief. Scared. Isolated. They likely wondered, “Could we be next?”  

And asked, “Where is God in all of this?” Where is God now? 

 

This is the scene, the people in whose midst Jesus appears. He offers words of greeting: “Peace 

be with you.” And he shows him his hands and sides. Be advised, the images you about to see 

are disturbing. Jesus’ wounds. On full display. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Voice 2:  Why is Jesus still wounded after his resurrection? 
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* * * * * 

 

That question was the title of an article (Wehner, 2021) that appeared in the New York Times a 

year ago. In the article the author reviews the various answers to this question he’s received from 

what he refers to as “an unofficial community of theologians, pastors and friends.” Let me share 

with you a portion of those answers: 

 

Mark Labberton, the president of Fuller Theological Seminary, told [the author]: “The scars 

witness to God’s suffering, resurrected hope.” 

 

Beyond that, Dr. Labberton said, the fact that the traces of Jesus’ wounds aren’t simply wiped 

away allows us to “make meaning of our losses, and to make meaning of our lives.” In other 

words, an essential part of what happened to Jesus shouldn’t be forgotten—it cannot be forgotten 

—even in eternity. 

 

In this way, it is similar to the situation facing victims of trauma, according to Dr. Labberton. To 

recover, they shouldn’t be told to forget their trauma; they need to find ways to re-contextualize 

and integrate it into their life stories. It is part of their story, never to be downplayed, but it need 

not define who they are in perpetuity. “The wounds of Jesus are not the final word,” according to 

Dr. Labberton, “but they are meaningful.” 

 

Or, as Cherie Harder put it to [the author], “Healing requires seeing.” Healing requires seeing. 

 

Scott Dudley, the senior pastor at Bellevue Presbyterian Church in Bellevue, Washington, told 

[the author] that when he’s counseling or mentoring others, “often the most helpful thing I bring 

is my wounds.” He added: “Wounded people make the best healers because they know what it 

means to be wounded… I’m a better healer not in spite of my wounds, but because of my 

wounds.” 

 

“All that to say sometimes the most helpful things we bring are our wounds, which is another 

reason Jesus kept a reminder of his,” he added. His point isn’t that Jesus’ wounds were flaws; it 

is that they were wounds that left scars, and that not hiding them from us is a great help to us. 

This hints at one of the most important human (and divine) qualities: empathy.  

 

Peggy Wehmeyer, who writes op eds for several national papers and who was a religion 

correspondent for ABC shared, and whose husband died of suicide in 2008, shared: “If Jesus 

showed us his scars, even after his Resurrection, then maybe we can learn to integrate pain and 

suffering into our lives in a way that frees us from wasting energy spent in denial and shame.”   

 

* * * * * 

 

In all our lives there is brokenness, sorrow, pain. This is reality. And, I fear, too often we think 

that having faith means not acknowledging the challenges, the real hurt, trauma, and difficulty 

that is a part of who we are. And when we do this, that which we do not acknowledge, that we do 

not face, has a power over us. 
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That Jesus shows his wounds is about more than convincing the disciples that he is the very same 

Jesus that was crucified. When you read carefully, you realize that Jesus showed them his 

wounds even before doubt was expressed. That Jesus showed his wounds was not so much to 

prove his identity as the crucified one, but instead to witness to his solidarity with those who are 

suffering, broken…wounded.  

 

For me, part of the good news this side of Easter is that we do not have to hide our brokenness, 

our scars. We can acknowledge the wounds we carry. And when we live with our woundedness, 

healing is possible. Not easy. Not simple. But possible. It takes time. It takes work. And yet, and 

yet, it is possible. For, like those first disciples, it is in our woundedness that we meet the risen 

Christ in his woundedness.  

  

God does not save us from brokenness, from being wounded, from knowing the pain of grief or 

sorrow. God does not save us from facing the horror wrought by evil.  

 

God does meet our brokenness. And shares our brokenness. And God says to us, when we need 

to hear it the most, “Peace be with you.” “Peace be with you.” “I am with you.” And He breathes 

God’s Spirit onto us and into us. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Voice 2: I get it. The risen Christ is as present with us in our woundedness and brokenness as he 

is in our moments of great joy and celebration. Metaphorically, he is a present on the snowy 

Monday after Easter as he is on the sunny seventy-degree day the week after. And when we 

wonder where God is, part of the answer is found in remembering that post resurrection, a 

wounded Jesus offered presence and peace to those who were broken, wounded, and afraid.  

 

* * * * * 

 

Yep, that’s it. And as a final thought, this: Post-resurrection, Jesus shows up in a variety of 

settings. One commentator has suggested that the risen-Christ is like a chameleon. 

 

 To the wounded disciples, fearful, afraid, he shows up wounded. 

 To Mary, in the garden, a gardener.   

 To fishers in a boat, a shoreline angler offering advice. 

 To those gathered around a fire, a friend breaking bread with them. 

 To travelers walking the road to Emmaus, a stranger who walks with them. 

 

Theologian and historian Diana Butler Bass concluded a blog entry for Easter Sunday with these 

thoughts: 

 

The resurrection is not one thing. It is a prismatic mystery. It is an unwordable story 

of God and Jesus and us: an experience of the beyond breaking in, the reality of love 

and life and justice and joy no matter the power of death. One story, a single angle of 

vision, can’t begin to explain or communicate it. 
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Whatever happened on that morning a long time ago, it keeps happening—to me and 

to millions of others in thousands of ways in a multitude of times and places… 

 

I once quizzed an old-fashioned liberal bishop about whether he believed in the 

resurrection. “Do I believe in the resurrection? Of course, I believe in the 

resurrection,” he replied, “I’ve seen it too many times not to.” And I bet no two of 

those times were exactly the same. (Bass, 2022) 

 

Where is God? Wherever we may be on our journey. Wherever you may be this morning. Be it 

mountaintop or valley. Whether we are singing the blues or the Hallelujah Chorus. God is with 

us. God is with you. And God is with those anywhere who are wounded by the crushing 

crucifying realities of our world. Offering presence. And peace. Letting us know that it is love 

and life that have the last word. 

 

May we know it to be so. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Voice 2: Christ is risen. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Christ is risen indeed. Amen. 
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