
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sermon (19 April 2020) 

John 20: 19 - 31  

Wendy Walker 

 

When I was a child, we lived about seven hours 

from the seaside and my parents would bundle us 

all in the car and head down to the coast for the 

holidays. “Are we there yet?” was a constant 

refrain. Just when it felt like the journey would go 

on forever, one of the adults would suddenly say, 

“I wonder who will be the first to see the sea?”  I 

remember how quickly my excitement would 

turn to frustration as I turned my eager, 

impatient six-year-old eyes toward the view and 

watch hills and trees whizz by, but no ocean. 

“I can’t see it!” I would cry. “You will,” they would 

assure me, “Any minute! It’s right over this hill. 

You’ll see.” There would even be moments when 

someone in the car would squeal, “I got a 

glimpse, over there!” To my frustration, it would 

soon seem that everyone had seen it except me.  

It’s hard to believe something is there when you 

can’t see it. It’s hard to believe the great expanse 

of blue lies beyond the thick of trees obscuring 

my view. 

I am now a parent now and the one saying, “Who 

can spot it?” I’m only a little more patient than I 

was at 6 years old, so I often find myself 

disappointed when the ocean fails to make an 

appearance beyond this hill or that corner. 

Inevitably, I turn to Bruce to say, “Are we there 

yet?” He motions to the satellite navigation 

system and suggests that I zoom out.  

Following his suggestion, I suddenly have a wider 

view. A bigger picture. The sea is just behind 

those trees, after all. Close enough to smell the 

sea air, I open the window and wait for the 

squeals of delight from my children. I can see 

something they can’t quite yet.  

It strikes me when I read the Gospel of John that 

the author is a bit like such a parent, or a bit like 

a screen writer who knows something that his 

cast is yet to see. The gospel is a dramatic 

narrative, with one character after another right 

there on the stage with Jesus but not grasping his 

significance. The story unfolds… 

A wild man in the desert:  

“Look! The lamb of God…” 

A disciple called Philip and a woman at the well: 

“Come and see…” 

 

Later, an upright, religious community member 

named Nicodemus comes to Jesus in the 

darkness. They talk about light and life and faith, 

but he can’t quite see who he is talking to.  

As the suspense builds, a character enters who 

literally can’t see. He is blind since birth, yet when 

Jesus touches his eyes, he can not only see 

physically but he can see that Jesus is Lord. The 

religious leaders, on the other hand, remain blind 

to who Jesus is.  

It is hard to see in the dark.  

It is hard to see that the man in front of you is God 

made flesh, if your picture of God was skewed to 

begin with. It’s hard to see that the man on the 

cross is the power of love, when you’ve only ever 

known a  world that rewards the love of power. It 

is hard to see that hope and joy are stretching 

endlessly across the horizon, when your view has 

been blocked by the darkness. 
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Today’s scripture text takes place later in the 

gospel. It is after the Crucifixion and Resurrection 

and after Jesus had appeared to all disciples except 

Thomas. It is as if everyone in the room has seen 

Jesus except for him.  

He is in a place of doubt and despair - his friend has 

died, and his life is at risk, and everything has 

changed, and nothing is certain. It is hard to it’s 

hard to keep your eyes fixed on hope and joy when 

your view is blocked by chaos, your heart is pierced 

with grief, your days are stretched in loneliness and 

your security diminished. I feel for Thomas! 

Yet… 

Though the doors are locked, Jesus comes and 

stands with them. I saw a cartoon this week 

depicting the devil saying to Jesus “Aha! I’ve shut 

all the churches.” Jesus replies – “On the contrary… 

I have opened one in every home.” 

(Perhaps you are worshipping in yours right now.) 

Though Thomas feels fear beating in his chest, 

Jesus says “Peace be with you.”  

Though it all feels surreal and confusing and 

Thomas is possibly asking the question of whether 

a good God could allow something so bad to 

happen… Jesus stands right in front of him, his face 

to be seen and his wounds to be touched. If you 

want to know where God is when humanity is 

suffering, look at the wounds of the Risen Christ.  

Everything changes for Thomas. The darkness that 

was closing his eyes is gone and the chaos that was 

blocking his views disappears. He can see Jesus. 

What else could he possibly have said, but “My 

Lord, and my God.” 

Perhaps, then it is time to “zoom out” a bit beyond 

Thomas and the first century, to a world where the 

trails and triumphs of human experience will often 

obstruct our view of God. The bigger picture takes 

us back millennia into the past to the words 

opening both Genesis and the Gospel of John:  

In the beginning. In the beginning was the word, 

and the word was with God, and the word was God. 

He was in the beginning with God. He was the true 

light that gives light to every person coming into 

the world. He was in the world, and the world was 

made through him. And the world did not know 

him. But as many as received him, to them he gave 

the right to become children of God. 

May we, therefore, look to the lamb of God. May 

we allow Jesus to touch our eyes. May we believe 

even when God seems to be out of sight… and 

when we do catch sight of Jesus, may we call out to 

our friends to “Come and See.” May we know that 

in our locked rooms, Jesus stands among us. May 

we know that he invites us to touch his wounds as 

he shares in our suffering.  

And in our fears, may we hear his voice – the voice 

that says, “Peace be with you.” 

Amen. 


