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Text: John 20:19-31 

I come before you today in the name of God – creator, Christ, and Holy Spirit. Amen. 

The story of Thomas’s encounter with the resurrected Jesus in John’s gospel has always 
intrigued me. I have been enamored with Thomas’s courage and his conviction, not just accepting 
what he’s told but seeking to have his own experience because it was something important. 
Remember, he had just days earlier witnessed his friend’s execution. I can’t blame him for wanting 
proof of his own that Jesus had, indeed, returned. He needed to see it for himself.  

I am drawn to Thomas and his willingness to question, to wonder about, to doubt, if you will, 
the veracity of his friends’ account of things. He wasn’t a doubter – I’ve always thought that was an 
unfair nickname – he was a questioner, a seeker; he was curious and probably an experiential learner. 
Seeking Thomas is a better name, I think.  

But as I read this story over this past week, something different struck me about this story.  

It wasn’t Thomas’s questioning or his curiosity…what I couldn’t stop thinking about as I read 
this passage over and over again was Jesus’s wounds and the fact that Thomas needed to touch and 
see his physical wounds.  

And I love that Jesus complied – that he met Thomas right where he was – in his grief and dis-
belief, in his questions and curiosity – and bared his wounds for him and invited him to touch and 
see. Jesus didn’t come back to his friends all perfect and healed or even with his wounds covered and 
hidden; he returned to them with his wounds still visible. I can’t imagine that was an easy sight for 
them to behold but it seems that it was necessary. It seems that it was necessary for them to see the 
remnants of the death he suffered to believe it was truly him.  

In her book, Resurrecting Wounds, Shelly Rambo, a professor of theology at Boston University 
writes, “The return of Jesus marks a distinct territory for thinking about life as marked by wounds yet 
recreated through them.” So, maybe the disciples needed to see Jesus’s wounds so that they could 
begin to heal and to move forward into what would be their new way of being – their recreated life 
without his physical presence; a way of life that called them to be healers in a broken and wounded 
world, just as Jesus had done. 

We, too, as followers of Jesus in this time and in this wounded world, we are called to be 
healers. That is what really struck me about this story this week as the coronavirus continued to 
ravage our country. It’s not the physical wounds in individuals that the virus causes that reminded me 
of this story of Jesus but, rather, the hidden wounds in the fabric of our culture that are being laid 
bare in its wake; wounds we need to see and to touch and help heal.  

Data released over the past few weeks reveal that this virus is having a disproportionate 
negative impact on people and communities of color. Black and brown people have higher rates of 
infection and death than their white counterparts all over the country, not because of differences in 
behavior or lack of adherence to physical distancing guidelines but because of America’s original and 
deepest unhealed wound – structural and systemic racism. 
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As we cheer and give thanks for the essential workers who are going to work every day so the 
rest of us can stay home and stay safe, we need to acknowledge that many of these frontline workers 
are from the communities being hit hardest by this virus.  

A study from The Brookings Institution shows that black and brown Americans are more likely 
to be part of what is considered the essential workforce than other racial groups because of 
generations of discriminatory housing and hiring practices, lack of access to quality health care, and 
educational opportunities, among other factors.  

This wound that remains hidden to so many of us is now being revealed. We don’t have to see 
the disparities when our world is humming along. In fact, most of the time we don’t even notice the 
essential workers that we are now – rightly so – hailing as heroes.  

Only now do we truly see the foundation of our economy – it’s not the CEOs and CFOs, it’s not 
the millionaires and celebrities and star athletes. No, the bedrock of our society is not built on their 
backs but rather on the backs of the delivery people, the grocery store workers, the truck drivers and 
warehouse workers;  

it’s built on the backs of health care workers – not just the doctors and nurses but the folks who 
prepare and deliver meals to patients, who clean the ER and ICU rooms, who change the beds and 
empty the trash – the folks who make minimum wage and more often than not do not have health 
care coverage. The folks who have to work two of these jobs just to feed their families or pay their car 
note.  

The theologian Kelly Brown Douglas calls these workers the “crucified classes.” Those on 
whom a disproportionate share of economy depends and for whom we often have little regard or 
desire to lift up.  

But now, friends, this wound is being revealed to us. Perhaps it took a pandemic for more eyes 
and hearts to be opened. We are seeing the invaluable contributions of our essential workers; we are 
recognizing that our survival depends, in large part, on them and their survival. We are inextricably 
linked. This should not be news to us, however, as followers of Jesus. Isn’t this what Jesus was trying 
to tell us all throughout his ministry? After all, who did he hang out with? Who did he lift up? They 
were the essential workers of his time and culture. 

We have an opportunity to recreate something meaningful through the wounds revealed 
during this crisis. We have an opportunity to help heal the wounds that have been afflicting so many 
of our sisters and brothers. Now that we see this wound, how will we respond? Are you willing to see 
it, to touch it, and to believe that it needs to be healed?  

I think these are important questions for us to ask. As a community of faith long committed to 
social justice and to challenging inequities, I believe we are called to this healing work St. John’s.  

What might a post-COVID America – or Michigan – look like if we decide that we will not let 
those we are hailing as essential workers today become expendable  and invisible again when this is 
behind us?  

What if we decide that our new normal isn’t going to just be about better hygiene and physical 
distancing but also about ensuring that all workers are paid a living wage and that all have access to 
health care and safe housing and quality education?  

What if we decide that essential workers are essential, always, and we treat them and every 
child of God with the kindness, love and respect each deserves?  
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The author and one of my she-roes, Alice Walker, writes in her book The Way Forward is with 
a Broken Heart that “Healing begins where the wound was made.”  

We see the wound, friends, and we can’t nor should we ignore it if we are going to call ourselves 
followers of Jesus. So let us begin the work of healing – ourselves, our communities, our country. We 
don’t have to wait for the pandemic to be behind us. Read the articles and examine the data; watch the 
recording of a webinar about poverty and pandemic that Bishop Perry hosted last week with a 
theologian, a researcher, and an epidemiologist – see the wounds that are being revealed – and 
discern how you might be called to respond and how we might be called to respond as a community, 
and then let’s get to work.  

We are the hands and feet of Jesus in this community. Jesus said in the gospel we heard this 
morning, “As the father has sent me, so I send you.” We are being sent, we are being called. Let us be 
the healers he calls us to be.  

Amen. 

 

 


