
Third Sunday of  Easter 

Empty me out, oh Heavenly Father, and fill me with Your Holy Spirit, so that I may preach Your 
Holy Word, to your Holy People. 

When Reverend Debra invited me to preach on April 15, she thought it would be funny, since I am a 
retired tax guy. This got me thinking. Something about tax season led me to Apophatic and 
Apostolic. What a great sermon topic! Empty yourself, fill up with the Holy Spirit, and go out and 
do God’s work! 

Excepting we have this annoying thing called a lectionary. To use an image shared with us at forum 
with Tom Weikert, I ran my magnet over the readings, and came up with something else.  

Fish and body piercings. I remember John’s version of  the fish story as being almost a throw away. 
“I haven’t eaten in at least three days! Throw some fish on the barbie!” And we all know how 
Doubting Thomas was persuaded by the wounds of  the risen Lord. 

Luke’s version, though, is different. Even after Jesus showed the disciples his wounds, they still could 
not believe it was Him. The Gospel says, in essence, that they were overwhelmed, and could not 
believe it, in the good and happy sense. 

Then, the point is made, that Jesus ate some fish. It is, what Julian of  Norwich would call a 
manifestation of  the homeliness of  Our Lord, as in down-home. This seems to have the effect of  
settling them down, and preparing them to hear His words, and accept that He was risen, and that 
this flesh and blood man was also Our Savior. 

In this sermon, I intend to discuss the concepts of  Incarnational Theology and Theophany. There 
are many teachers who will say that theophanies involving Jesus can only be so called when they go 
beyond his bodily, fully human appearance to us. There are many teachers who will say that 
incarnation theology is only about the incarnational aspects of  Jesus, and that we are not part of  
that incarnation, at least not in that sense. 

I am going to take a stand, and say that this Gospel reading has persuaded me that it is in the 
essential humanness of  Jesus, his flesh and bloodiness, that he provided the theophany to his 
followers that they needed to continue to follow him. 

And, I am going to take the stand, that when we see in each other an icon, through whom we can 
see the face of  Christ, that, too, is the ongoing, Holy Spirit, here and now, of  incarnational theology. 

God seems to give us the Theophanies that we need and want. For the disciples, it was fish and 
wounds. 

For myself, I can share five experiences: 



Two occurred in Jerusalem, when I was seventeen. In one case I was filled with religious ecstasy 
while dancing with Orthodox Jews at the Wailing Wall. The other case occurred while walking in the 
Old Town. I suddenly sensed the presence of  a high school friend. I called out, “Arthur, are you 
there?” I turned around, and he was there. 

Two occurred in this church. The first occurred in Fr. Reid’s office, when I suddenly was filled with 
a voice that said, “ David, we’re not talking about someone else! We’re talking about you!” That led 
to my immediate baptism. The very next Sunday, as I went up for my first communion, I was 
overwhelmed by a vortex of  energy, that accompanied me all the way up, through communion, and 
all the way back to my seat. Dee Medlong, our church secretary, wrote me a note about her 
experience of  that vortex surrounding me. That letter is now in a reliquary in a monastery in 
Wisconsin. Her son, John, now knows about this. 

The last experience that I will mention occurred as I prepared myself  for lectio divina. Suddenly a 
stage coach, or steam engine, a source of  great speed and power, came flying into my brain. Words 
erupted. “They said that they were Christians!” At that time I was serving in a court case involving 
numerous parties. The designated perpetrators were the ones who said that they were Christians. I 
called up their attorney, who I knew, in fact, to be a Christian.  

“Hey Rob. Your clients said that they were Christians. Let’s get together with them, and talk about 
that.” 

We had Chinese food. Can’t say we had fish, but eating together worked. They got it, that I got it, 
that they were Christians. We talked a bit about the Prayer of  St. Francis, “it is in letting go, that we 
receive”. They were ready to let go. Of  everything. They just wanted to be respected, to be seen for 
who they really were. Once they let go, the whole case fell into place. Everyone was happy. 

I am an Associate of  the Order of  Julian of  Norwich. I believe that the long, tortuous, multi-day 
theophany that Julian received, was the real deal. She is a credible witness, in my book. Her 
theophany was filled with images of  the real flesh and blood of  Jesus. It was truly both 
Incarnational and a Theophany. 

Julian emphasizes both the homely and the courteous in our Lord’s nature. The homely is the 
Incarnational side. He is generous enough to share flesh and blood with us. The courteous side is 
that of  a gracious Lord, on a higher plane, who is always there to offer a gracious hand up. 

I am working my way through a very fine biography of  Martin Luther by Eric Metaxas. Luther is 
quite comfortable with bodily coarseness, and is much taken with our Lord’s Incarnational blood, 
bodily fluids, and flesh, as a way for Luther to connect to the reality and the humility of  Jesus. 

So, what about the fact that my Theophanies were not particularly Incarnational, but more pure 
Holy Spirit, Divine energy? Well, I would submit that in each case, another person shared in the 
experience, and in that sense, the theophanies were also incarnational. 



Recently, I attended a mandatory anti-racism class put on by the diocese, as a requirement to keep 
my preaching and EM licenses. I knew there would be some obligatory anti-white male privilege 
stuff  that I would have to put up with. 

I came loaded for bear. 

Finally, I said that I wanted to share about the people that I minister to. 

They have been raped.They have been beaten. They have been hungry, injured, naked, thirsty and 
cold. They have been in jail and hospital.  

Our leader is a good man, and he knew where I was going. 

“They don’t sound like they are privileged do they?”, he said. 

I replied. “And all the of  the people I was describing were white males. It is prejudice to assume that 
all white males are privileged.” 

My epiphany from the class, though, was what I think Incarnational theology is all about. Just as He 
partook of  us, by taking on our flesh, our hunger, our wounds, and our suffering, we partake, even 
if  only a mere spark, of  His Divine nature. And as we encounter the other, the other person, who 
may be a quarter black, a quarter Hispanic, a quarter white, and a quarter indigenous, or any of  an 
infinite other combinations, we can see in them an icon, through whom we can see the face of  
Christ. 

Let us go out to love and serve the Lord, including by feeding. Perhaps some fish. And as our Savior 
said, “whenever you fed even the least of  them, you fed me.” 

Amen.


