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 On that day, the first day of the week, miracles happened. That 

day and for days following. Miracles.  

 

 The first one is not the one you might think! The first one is this: 

except for Thomas, who may have been out getting food for all we 

know, the disciples were all together in one house. In Jerusalem.  

Think about it. Friday Jesus was killed, and they were being targeted 

for guilt by association. They were afraid. They had deserted him; 

Peter had denied even knowing Jesus. Publicly.  

 

 Why did they not fly to the four winds? Go back to their home 

towns? Split up so as to avoid detection? 

 

 I don’t know for sure why. I suspect, however, that it was 

because they loved each other. And they shared a love for Jesus 

and a deep grief at his loss. They had experienced something as a 

community around him that they had not had in their lives in any 

other way.  Together their spirits connected with God in ways that 

did not happen when they were alone. They realized they served 

God better together. 

 

 They had discovered what it means to be church. And they did 

not want to give it up out of fear for what the future might hold. They 

didn’t know exactly how they would move forward, but they 

believed somehow it had to happen together. Miracle one. 

 

 Miracle Two, of course, is that Jesus, assumed dead, walked 

into the room. So Mary and the other women had been right after 

all.  

 



Miracle 2B was that Jesus’ first word was “Peace.”  He didn’t 

say, “You idiots, how could you have forgotten what I said!” He 

didn’t say, “I condemn you for deserting me, and Peter you are 

headed straight to hell for denying me!” He didn’t say, “God is so 

furious over my crucifixion that the promise about never destroying 

the earth again is null and void and you all are going to be toast 

very soon.”  Any of those things would have made sense.  

 

 Jesus said, “Peace be with you.” 

 

 It strikes me that if God, who had such reason to be angry, 

found that peace creates possibilities where anger and division does 

not, perhaps we might learn something from that? As a human race. 

As a society. As churches. What if, when we are tempted to speak in 

hurt or anger, we instead begin a conversation with Peace be with 

you? And really mean it. That would create new miracles all on its 

own. I’m going to try that this week! 

 

 But wait, there’s one more miracle, Miracle Three. Thomas. He 

missed this whole appearance of the risen Christ. He thought the 

other disciples were hallucinating in their grief. “Seeing is believing,” 

was Thomas’ creed. “Dead people don’t come back to life, and I 

saw him on that cross and I guarantee he died. I know he was 

placed in a sealed tomb. You must be imagining things, or someone 

is playing games with you.” 

 

 The Miracle appears in these three words: “A week later…” Do 

you see it? Thomas hung around with those crazy guys for seven 

days. He thought they were deluded. He knew Jerusalem wasn’t 

safe. But the community of believers carried him even when he 

didn’t believe. They did not reject him because he refused to 

believe them. He did not flee from them because they believed 

something he just could not. They loved each other through this 

week, until Jesus came among them again.  

 

 The miracle here is like the first, the creation of community. A 

community bound together by a common love of Jesus, even when 



there is doubt, fear, uncertainty, grief, and struggling hope. A 

community whose goal is to nurture that hope, that little bird 

struggling to fly, in each one of its members.  

 

 In a borrowed house, in a town that was home to none of 

them, and yet by faith, all of them, in a time where fear, terror, love 

and hope lived side by side, and without the physical presence of 

Jesus, the disciples and the witnessing women solidified as a 

community of faith and hope and love, ready to feed the sheep of 

God in Jerusalem, and much farther. For you know the very ancient 

Indian Christian church claims to have been founded by that very 

Thomas who, though doubting, stayed with the community of 

believers until he came fully into the most amazing hope of all.  

 

 These are the miracles that birthed us. Without these miracles, 

we would not be sitting here today. Sitting here in a place which, for 

some of us, is a borrowed house, in a town that is home to some but 

not all of us, in a time where fear and terror, love and hope live side 

by side. Week by week we gather, expecting the presence of the 

risen Christ in our midst. Holding each other in the midst of grief or 

doubt or joy or excitement week to week. Seeing little miracles 

popping up all over the place. Bearers of an ancient hope. Servants 

of a God who wants to throw peace and love all over the place, 

even to people who reject and hate and hurt that God. 

 

 That’s who we are, friends. Everything else we are or have is 

meant to be in service to that God, to that community, to the sheep 

that, in the next story in the book, the formerly denying Peter is called 

to feed. That is the church. 

 

 Peace be with you.  Amen. 


