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He was almost naked when I got to the room. His family had called, asking for a priest to come 
and anoint him.  
 
By the time I got to the hospital room, he had died. The nurses had removed all of the IV tubes. 
The family had washed his body with a warm cloth. His torso and legs were uncovered.  
 
The family asked me to pray for him. So we gathered around his bed.  I looked down at his body 
– this man was in his early 80’s – and I kept noticing that his skin was marked with scars. His 
grandson saw me looking at a mark on the man’s leg… 
 
“That one is from the time that he was chopping wood, showing off for his sweetheart. The axe 
glanced off the log, and cut his leg right there. Grandma always gave him a hard time about the 
fact that he was showing off to her that day. But boy did they love each other.” 
 
Then the granddaughter pointed to a scar on his thigh. “That’s where he was shot, during the 
fighting in Korea. He loved being in the Army.” 
 
Another grandchild pointed to his foot. “This scar is from the time that he ran himself over with 
the lawnmower. It hurt like heck, but he loved working in his garden!” 
 
They showed me a small scar on his forearm. He loved to grille for the family, and he burned 
himself one day. They showed me another scar – he had donated a kidney to try to save his 
brother who had diabetes. It really didn’t work, but he loved his brother. 
 
Before we prayed in that hospital room, this man’s family basically told me the story of his life 
but pointing to the marks in his flesh. His scars told the story of who he was, and what he loved. 
His skin told the story of his life and deepest loves.  
 
I later asked his family if I could tell this story to people like you, because I think it helps us to 
appreciate what we hear in today’s Gospel reading. 
 
In John’s Gospel, the frightened disciples of Jesus are gathered in a locked room. They did not 
know when the Roman or religious authorities might come after them, just as they had come 
after Jesus. They were not sure if the authorities would do to them what they had done to Jesus 
on Good Friday. The one thing they WERE sure of was this – Jesus was dead.  



 
That’s what they were sure of… until the Risen Christ burst through the locked doors of their 
fears, and stood before them. The Risen Lord did not ask them where they had all gone when he 
needed them the most. He did not reprimand them for their fears or failures. He breathed mercy 
onto them. He overflowed with love for them. He reached out in forgiveness to them. He was 
alive! He wanted them to be fully alive! 
 
Thomas was not in the room with them. It’s never good for us to isolate ourselves, or for us to 
think that we can make the journey of faith without staying connected to the community of 
believers! 
 
So when Thomas hears their report about resurrection and mercy and mission, he finds it all hard 
to believe. He wants to see the wounds of Christ. He wants to see Christ’s skin. 
 
And one week later… he does. The Risen One stands in their midst, and Thomas sees the nail 
marks and the slice in his side… and he believes. 
 
Have you ever stopped to wonder: why would the Risen, resurrected, triumphant Christ still bear 
the scars of Good Friday? His resurrected body is very different than his earthly body. After all, 
he can apparently walk through locked doors! His risen body is very different than his earthly 
flesh. 
 
And yet… if you look at his skin, it tells the story of his life and his loves. Like the man in that 
hospital room a few years ago, the skin of Jesus in that locked room centuries ago tells us who 
Jesus loved, and how much he loved us. 
 
The scars in his hands silently proclaimed that he was willing to give everything for us, because 
he loved us. The slice in his side silently proclaimed that this was the Savior who was willing to 
say “Father, forgive them,” even as they broke his body. The scars on his scalp silently 
proclaimed that he really was the King of the Jews… and the King of our hearts… even though 
we mocked him and rejected his love. 
 
For all eternity, the scars in the body of the Risen Christ remind us that God sent his son into the 
world, and we would not fully listen to him, we would not fully follow him, we would not fully 
embrace him. So he embraced the cross. His love was wounded and crucified. His skin tells us – 
he gave everything away, to love, to serve, to call us to life! 
 
And then I ask myself… when I die, what story will my skin tell? When I die, will my skin say 
anything about how I lived, and how I loved? 
 



Jesus loved us to the point of suffering and giving. But I try to get through each day with the 
minimum of fuss, the minimum of mess, the minimum of heartbreak. 
 
Oh yes, I will try to love you and help you and serve you…. as long as it does not cost me too 
much, or inconvenience my schedule. Oh yes, I will try to love and serve the Lord… as long as I 
can still get to my dinner reservations, and stay safely surrounded by the things that comfort me. 
 
But maybe, on this second Sunday of Easter, the Risen Lord is reminding us that if we want to 
love like he loves, and live like he lives, and serve like he served, then it’s going to cost us 
something. It’s going to require much change in us, and reorient our priorities, and uproot our 
assumptions.  
 
Those who truly follow the Lord have to follow him all the way to the cross. And it is in that 
kind of sacrificial love and service that we earn the scars that tell the story of our Christian lives. 
Those who seek nothing but safety and comfort and consumption in life cannot really follow the 
risen one. 
 
Pope Francis had made it crystal clear that this truth applies to us as a whole church, and not just 
to us as individuals. Pope Francis says: 
 
“I prefer a church which is bruised, hurting and dirty because it has been on the streets, rather 
than a Church which is unhealthy from being confined and clinging to its own security.” We 
should not fear going astray or making mistakes. Rather, we should be afraid of staying shut up 
within our structures which give us a false sense of security. We cannot be harsh judges, or hold 
onto habits which make us feel safe, while at our door people are starving and Jesus keeps saying 
to us, “Give them something to eat!” (Pope Francis, Evangelii Gaudium, #49). 
 
The Pope is calling us to be a church which is bruised, hurting and dirty because we have gotten 
out there to love his people. In the months ahead, get ready to hear more and more about how we 
will try to do that as a parish community.  
 
In the meantime, ask yourself – what story will my skin tell on the day that I die? Will I bear any 
scar, or show any sign, that I tried to love as generously and fiercely as Jesus? 
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