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It is the second Sunday of Easter, what is sometimes referred to in “normal” times, 
with tongue somewhat in cheek, as “low Sunday.”  That’s because the churches, 
filled with more people than usual for the great feast of Easter Day, seem somewhat 
diminished the following week, when visitors and the like aren’t in the building.  There 
can be a sense of a let-down, on the second Sunday in Easter...in “normal” times.    
 
This year we are experiencing a strange phenomenon during the pandemic, where 
our naves and sanctuaries are actually empty week by week.  We were not able to 
gather in our church buildings for the Feast of Easter, let alone the Sunday after.  
There is a sense of disorientation, a sense that this isn’t how things are supposed to 
be.  Which might prompt us to ask, “How are things supposed to be, anyway?” 
 
Our Gospel passage for today paints a picture of a church which might surprise us.  
There was no great, beautiful, historic building in that first Easter day church.  No 
stained glass.  No organ.  No choir.  No pastor even.  Instead, there was a group of 
less than stellar, less than faithful followers of Jesus, hunkered down behind locked 
doors in fear for their lives.  They couldn’t believe Mary Magdalene’s testimony...they 
were probably having trouble believing Peter’s and the beloved disciple’s story about 
the empty tomb.  It is the picture the most miserable little gathering.  Preacher and 
teacher Tom Long wrote: “Here is church at its worst – scarred, scared, disheartened, 
and defensive.” 
 
Is this how things are supposed to be?  A locked and bolted room.  No mission; no 
mission statement, no parish councils, no committees, no synods, no convictions, not 
even a creed.  A group of scarred, scared, disheartened and defensive would-be 
followers believing little else other than the fact that everything had gone wrong a 
couple of days before.  

 
In today’s Gospel, we hear about a church locked away for fear of persecution, with 
absolutely nothing going for it except – when it gathered, the Risen Christ pushed 
through the locked door, stood among them, and said “Peace be with you.” 
 
Maybe that is how things are supposed to be. 
 
For us now, in these days, when we are not able to gather publicly – for any reason 
never mind church – for us now in these days when we are locked away in our 
homes wondering what will happen to the church we have known or we thought we 
knew, when everything around us seems to have gone wrong, maybe this story of 
that evening on that first Easter day is the story we need to hear; the story of Jesus 
slipping  through the closed doors, slipping into the locked and doubting hearts, and 
breathing the Holy Spirit onto the people. 
 



The Risen Christ came and he said, “Peace be with you,” showing them his pierced 
hands and feet. He said it again (in case those who were locked up…and those of us 
who are still locked up, failed to get the point) “Peace be with you,” and breathed the 
Holy Spirit on them. 
 
We are the church, not because of our beautiful buildings which we’ve built and cared 
for, and should continue to care for as we are able, but because Jesus came into our 
hearts, breathed the Holy Spirit on us and sent us out to serve others, even those 
who aren’t grateful, those who don’t believe, those who are not of our congregation.   
 
This season we are in is a strange and unfamiliar season.  And I’m not convinced that 
this is how things are supposed to be.  One thing I am convinced of though is that 
Jesus can penetrate the locked doors of our homes and our hearts, showing us his 
hands and his side, breathing his very own Spirit on us and saying, “Peace be with 
you.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


