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Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 

Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 
 
 

Luke 24:36-48 
 
While they were saying these things, Jesus himself stood among them and said, “Peace be with 
you!” They were terrified and afraid. They thought they were seeing a ghost. 
 
He said to them, “Why are you startled? Why are doubts arising in your hearts? Look at my 
hands and my feet. It’s really me! Touch me and see, for a ghost doesn’t have flesh and bones 
like you see I have.” As he said this, he showed them his hands and feet. Because they were 
wondering and questioning in the midst of their happiness, he said to them, “Do you have 
anything to eat?” They gave him a piece of baked fish. Taking it, he ate it in front of them. 
 
Jesus said to them, “These are my words that I spoke to you while I was still with you—that 
everything written about me in the Law from Moses, the Prophets, and the Psalms must be 
fulfilled.” Then he opened their minds to understand the scriptures. He said to them, “This is 
what is written: the Christ will suffer and rise from the dead on the third day, and a change of 
heart and life for the forgiveness of sins must be preached in his name to all nations, beginning 
from Jerusalem. You are witnesses of these things. 
 
 
I drove home yesterday evening after a brief trip up to the Chicago area. I spent the past few days 
visiting with my sister and sister-in-law and, perhaps most importantly, my three-week-old niece 
Adalee. While I’d seen lots of pictures and enjoyed a few facetimes, this was my first time 
meeting my baby niece in person, face to face, holding her in my arms. It was totally worth the 
four hour drive. 
 
The first day or so I was there, my niece mostly slept. For a while, I wondered if she actually had 
eyeballs underneath those sweet little eyelids — I certainly wasn’t seeing them! But then, on 
Friday, things changed. Suddenly, she was wide awake all the time, with big, wide, curious eyes 
staring at me and anyone or anything else that caught her attention. She’s a newborn, though, so I 
realize there’s only so much she’s seeing clearly these days. My face was of great interest to her 
when I had her in my arms, but if I was across the room? I’m sure I was an indistinct blob to her 
eyes. Part of growing up is learning how to see beyond the obvious and near, learning to see 



more clearly, learning to see all the details and nuances in our surroundings. Adalee was 
obviously very interested in seeing what she could these past few days, so I have no doubt she’ll 
figure it all out and be seeing the many wonders of the world around her very soon. It’s not 
always easy to see what is in front of us, but when we do…. well, we just might find ourselves 
forever changed. 
 
The grown-up disciples, perhaps, had some things in common with my newborn niece. They 
seemed to struggle to see all that was before them. Our gospel reading today picks up after the 
resurrection, when the disciples were gathered together, exchanging stories about miraculous 
encounters with the risen Christ on the road to Emmaus. As they’re telling this tale, Jesus 
suddenly shows up right there, standing in front of them, and he has the audacity to say to these 
understandably freaked-out disciples: “Peace!” From their perspective, there was nothing 
peaceful about this encounter… their friend was supposed to be very dead, not walking and 
talking. 
 
The disciples convinced themselves they were seeing a ghost (because that, somehow, was more 
believable to them and also perhaps because zombies weren’t yet a part of their vernacular), so 
Jesus sets about patiently persuading them that he is, indeed, very real and alive. This is an 
interesting moment. Jesus is making his case that he is who he says he is, and the way he chooses 
to do that is fascinating to me: He shows them his hands and his feet. Think about it for a 
moment. If you’re trying to recognize someone, what features do you look at? I might recognize 
someone by their eyes, their smile, their voice, their mannerisms… but their hands and feet? I 
couldn’t tell you what those look like on my closest of friends and family! But that’s how Jesus 
sets out to make his case. He invites them to look, touch, and see his hands and feet, confident 
they will then recognize it’s him. Jesus invites them to know him by his wounds, revealing the 
violent remnants of his crucifixion, the marks of death, the evidence of his vulnerability. It’s like 
he’s saying to those flummoxed disciples, “Of course I’m real! Don’t you see? I have the scars to 
prove it.” 
 
The story goes on from there, with the disciples overjoyed to see their friend again though also 
still rather confused by it all. I struggle sometimes with these disciples. I mean, Jesus told them a 
long time ago the resurrection was coming. They’d already talked about this. And yet, in this 
moment, it’s like they’ve never heard of such things and can’t possibly make sense of what 
they’re seeing… even though it’s literally the thing Jesus told them to expect. AND let’s not 
forget the women already told them Jesus was alive, even if the gospel writer reports: “Their 
words struck the apostles as nonsense, and they didn’t believe the women.”1 �   
 
I suppose I shouldn’t judge these guys too harshly, though. Isn’t that human nature? We can hear 
something over and over again, have eye witnesses tell us what happened, read all the data and 

 
1 Luke 24:11 



science that says it’s indeed true, but until we see it with our own eyes, come to life in the flesh 
and bones of someone we love, we just don’t get it. Sometimes it’s hard to recognize the realness 
of something until we see those scars for ourselves. 
 
This past week provided ample opportunity to reflect on this tendency of ours to resist letting 
things sink in until it hits close to home. Earlier in the service, we saw the video announcement 
from our church’s newly-formed Housing Justice taskforce. This group was birthed out of the 
book study our Compassion & Justice team led last fall, reading and discussing Matthew 
Desmond’s Evicted. The book hit home for many because it put names and faces to the 
horrifying statistics of this eviction crisis. That helped it become real. The other day, though, a 
friend called me to tell me his rental application was approved, and he’d soon be moving into his 
new home. The excitement in his voice was contagious, and the relief he felt was palpable. You 
see, this friend bears the scars of eviction. I already read the book and knew the statistics, but it 
became real when I saw his lived struggle. 
 
For a few weeks now, I’ve been hearing news and public health guidance reminding us that this 
pandemic is far from over, that we need to continue with our precautions and work together to 
stop the spread of COVID-19. And yet, like many of you, I’m vaccinated now. It feels like 
maybe the world can open up again, like the end is actually here. But then, I got a call from a 
friend. Her three young children now have COVID. Yes, she and her husband are vaccinated, but 
they’re now caring for three miserably sick little ones and quarantining as a family to protect 
everyone else. Just a couple of days later, another friend texts me. This friend is around my age, 
lives here in Indy and works hard for one of our church’s longtime nonprofit partners. She too 
has COVID, and it’s completely taken her out of commission. She’s horribly sick. I’d heard all 
of the data and recommendations, but this still-ongoing pandemic became real when I saw my 
friends suffering. 
 
When I moved to Indianapolis, I immediately heard about the gun violence in our city and state. 
Every week, our prayer list includes a prayer for this gun violence to end. I read all the statistics 
and saw it play out in the news. Then, last fall, a friend of mine who lives just a couple of miles 
away got the call no mother wants to get. Her son was shot and killed. Suddenly, this gun 
violence was very real. I knew it in my head before then, but it become real when I saw my 
friend’s unbearable grief and the wounds she’ll now forever carry on her heart.  
 
I’m sure you all can tell your own stories of discovering the realness of things you thought you 
already knew when you saw it lived out by those you love. Perhaps it’s the call from a friend 
sharing about their devastating diagnosis of physical or mental illness. It could be that time your 
sibling lost their job and isn’t sure how they’ll put food on the table next week. Or maybe it’s 
when your child courageously told you they’re LGBTQ+. It might be when your coworker 
vulnerably shared with you about the everyday racism they endure. This week, it might be when 



a young boy the same age as your grandchild was shot by the police in Chicago or when a 
horrific mass shooting hits too close to home. Literally. Sometimes it’s hard to recognize the 
realness of something until we see the scars for ourselves. 
 
I think Jesus recognized this part of our human nature. Those disciples just weren’t going to get 
it until he showed them his scarred hands and feet. And so, he invites them to see. Christ, 
standing in their midst, living, breathing, flesh and bones, bearing his wounds so that this 
resurrection might finally be real for them…. so that this resurrection might finally be real for us. 
How often has the wounded and scarred Christ stood right in front of us, and we didn’t see?  
 
I feel like I turn to this passage all the time, but perhaps that’s simply a testament to the Spirit’s 
conviction: In Matthew 25, we’re told we see Christ in the hungry and thirsty, the stranger, the 
impoverished, the sick, and the prisoner.2 This Christ surely bears the wounds of this world in 
flesh and bone bodies — visible and invisible, fresh and long-faded scars alike. We’ve already 
been told how to recognize Christ… by these very real, scarred and wounded hands and feet. 
And yet. I can’t help but wonder how often Christ has invited me to see for myself, and I’ve 
instead chosen to look away. Seeing is hard, but it’s what Christ invites us to do. 
 
One of my favorite stories in the Bible is found in Genesis, the sixteenth chapter. It’s the story of 
Hagar, an Egyptian woman who lived a life of great tragedy and injustice — she was enslaved by 
Sarah and Abraham, then forced to birth Abraham’s child Ishmael, and ultimately discarded by 
the family and left to struggle in the wilderness. Through it all, though, Hagar has these amazing 
encounters with God. She and God have entire conversations — meaning she talks and hears 
God speak in return. God recognizes her suffering and notices her value even when everyone 
else has dismissed and dehumanized her entirely. In response — this is my favorite moment — 
Hagar gives God a name. She names God “the One who sees me.”3 
 
The One who sees me. Isn’t that beautiful? This is who God is — the One who sees us, in our 
full, messy humanity, with all of our scars and wounds, in our suffering and brokenness, even 
and especially when no one else sees us. God is the One who sees. Since we are made in God’s 
very image4, it follows that we too are to be the ones who see. God has shown us who we are 
created to be, and Christ is reminding us with that simple invitation: Look and see. 
 
The story of Christ is a story of embodiment. From God becoming flesh and dwelling among us 
as a tiny baby born at Christmas to this Easter moment of physical resurrection, this is a story of 
God-with-us in every way. I suspect it’s easier for us twenty-first century Christians to keep the 
resurrected Christ neatly in the box of an eternal, spiritual presence than it is for us to wrestle 

 
2 Matthew 25:34-36 
3 Genesis 16:13 
4 Genesis 1:27 



with the incomprehensible reality of a wounded, flesh and bone Christ standing in our midst. 
We’re not that unlike the disciples, are we? It seems much more palatable to write this off as an 
apparition, a vision, or even a ghost, but it’s these scars that point us to a different story. You see, 
the Jesus who died on the cross cannot be separated from the living, eternal Christ we follow 
today. Even resurrected, Christ’s body bears the scars of embodied love. They didn’t go away. 
The marks are still here, if only we might see. 
 
I think in this moment, Jesus is holding out his hands and feet, showing us their wounds not only 
so we might finally recognize Christ in our midst, but also to remind us that it doesn’t have to be 
this way. Christ’s pierced body bears witness to the violence of our world. These are the tangible 
reminders of the very worst of humanity. We did this. We did all we could to stop God, doling 
out our death-dealing destruction again and again on the physical body of Christ who endured 
the pain, took on the scars, and ultimately was killed — because violence is our way, but, 
friends, it didn't have to be this way. We didn’t have to do this to our God. These wounds and 
scars are a reminder of the choices we make, and Christ shows them to us, in all their 
uncomfortable realness, to invite us to another way, a way of embodied love. 
 
I’m struck by the end of this passage. After all this, Jesus looks at his overjoyed yet perplexed 
friends, and says, “You are witnesses of these things.” Not “you will be witnesses…”, not “I 
invite you to be witnesses…”, not “please be witnesses (but only if you have time and are 
comfortable doing so).” No, Jesus says “you are witnesses.” We are witnesses. It’s just who we 
are. No one’s asking for our permission. We don’t get to opt out. We are witnesses. The question 
is simply what witness are we giving.  
 
Christ invites us to see, but if we choose to look away that’s a testament in itself. Our silence, our 
inaction says just as much about who we believe God to be as do our more thoughtful words and 
deeds. And so, today, I wonder if we need to pay a little more attention to the wounded Christ 
that is right here in our city, bearing the scars of the violence we too easily accept as normal. I 
wonder if we’re being invited to look and see — not look away — so that all that Christ has 
taught us about the possibilities of radical love, about mutual aid and care for neighbor, about 
solidarity with the powerless, about beloved community, and about a world where weapons and 
violence are no more — so that this kin-dom of God Christ preached about might actually be 
made flesh. We are invited to see, to recognize the realness of it all right in front of us in the 
humans bearing wounds and scars, and then we are to be witnesses. 
 
What will our witness be? Will it simply be one of averting our eyes to the very real suffering in 
front of us, because it’s too painful and we feel overwhelmed? Will it be one of well-intentioned 
but woefully inadequate “thoughts and prayers”, statements of support without any meaningful 
commitment to change? Or will it be a witness that says, “Enough! These wounds, these scars of 
our violence… they don’t have to be. We will choose another way.” 



 
Friends, we are invited by the One who sees us to be the ones who see the world. Christ is 
showing us his very real, enfleshed and wounded hands and feet today. This is our God. This is 
what resurrection is all about, and we are witnesses of these things. In this moment in particular, 
as we collectively reel from the violence in our own city, the eyes of the world are on us. 
Whether we want to be or not, we are witnesses. So what will our witness be? 


