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Easter 3C/ 2 
Trinity, Bend 
Acts 5:27-32 
PS 150 
John 20: 19-31 
 
 
The meeting room was filled with people – some who had a variety of 

disabling conditions.  

 

Those who were hearing impaired had been gathered on one side of 

the room, in the front, so that they could all follow the sign language 

interpreter. During the first session there had been a bit of trouble 

with the microphone, and so after the break the first speaker who 

approached the microphone tapped it and said, “Can you hear me?”  

 

The interpreter dutifully signed what the speaker had said, and the six 

rows of hearing impaired people burst out laughing. As the rest of the 

participants got the joke they all laughed as well.  
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We all do things like that; you know the phrase “Seeing is believing.” 

Well that works for every one but those who are blind. Sometimes we 

just don’t think about who is listening to what we are saying.  

 

But that is what happened to the disciples. The women who first saw 

the risen Christ were so excited that they had to tell the others what 

they saw. But the disciples didn’t believe them. So they were scared 

and huddled together in the locked room, not believing what they 

heard from the women.  

 

Then Jesus came into that room and greeted them with “Peace.” He 

knew they were afraid, so he says, “Peace, do not be afraid.”  

 

Then he goes on to breath on them and commission them with the 

words, “Receive the Holy Spirit, If you forgive the sins of any, they are 

forgiven; if you retain the sins of any they are retained.”  That was the 

on first Easter and they were given the power to forgive sins.  
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But Easter doesn’t end there. It is still going on today. We too can 

have Easter experiences. We just have to open our eyes to see them. 

There is a story in Philip Yancy’s book Rumors of Another World that 

shows what one of these Easter experiences looks like.  

 

When Nelson Mandela became the first president of South Africa he 

appointed Bishop Tutu to head up the Truth and Reconciliation 

Commission. The rules were simple: if a white policeman or army 

officer voluntarily faced his accusers, confessed his crime and fully 

acknowledged his guilt, he could not be tried and punished for his 

crime.  

 

This approach was highly controversial, but Tutu kept insisting that 

the country needed healing rather than eye-for-an eye justice.  

 

At one hearing a policeman named Van de Broek recounted an 

incident when he and other officers had shot an 18-year old boy and 

burned the body in order to destroy the evidence.  
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Eight years later, Van de Broek returned to the same house to seize 

the boy’s father. The man’s wife was forced to watch as the 

policeman bound her husband on a woodpile, poured gasoline over 

his body, and ignited it with a match.  

 

After the man had recounted his crimes to the Commission, the judge 

turned straight to the elderly woman who had lost her husband and 

her son to this atrocity, and asked, “What do you want from Mr. Van 

de Broek?” 

 

You can imagine the hush in the courtroom as the elderly woman 

rose to speak.  

 

She said she wanted Van de Broek to go to the place where they had 

burned her husband’s body and gather up the dust, so she could give 

him a decent burial.  

 

Van de Broek, his head lowered, nodded his agreement.  
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Then she added a further request. “Mr. Van de Broek took all my 

family away from me,” she said, looking at him, “but I still have a lot of 

love to give. Twice a month I would like him to come to the township 

and spend the day with me so that I can be a mother to him.  

 

And I would like Mr. Van de Broek to know that he is forgiven by God, 

and that I forgive him too. I would like the chance to embrace him so 

he can know that my forgiveness is real.”  

 

Spontaneously, all those in the courtroom began singing Amazing 

Grace.  But Van de Broek did not hear the hymn. He had fainted.  

 

That is what Easter is all about; making the living Christ known by 

forgiving those who have hurt us. In order to do that we have to look 

for Christ in those we know, even those who have injured us in some 

way.  
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One of the Third World Bishops says that in his country during the 

exchange of Peace, what people say, is not “the Peace of the Lord be 

with you.” But rather “I love the face of Christ I see.” In order to see 

the Risen Christ you don’t have to look any further than to the person 

next to you.  

 

We don’t need to look any further than the folks we feed at Family 

Kitchen, or our grumpy neighbor, or the person who cuts us off in 

traffic. 

 

Notice what little kids do they don’t hold grudges.  There may be a 

disagreement or a toy not shared one day, but they next they are 

playing together. Sometimes we’ll her one say, “I know this is your 

favorite game, you can play with it first today.” 
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The Easter Story is still alive today.   We just need to make it so by 

acting like we are looking for the Christ in one another.  That might 

take forgiveness  of someone who hurt you deeply  

 

or looking for ways to solve a community problem, like homelessness 

in Bend, rather than joining the NIMBY (not in my back yard) folks.  

Life continues to change but Christ does not.  

 

I find it interesting that all three of the major religions celebrated 

major feast days on about the same day this year. Jewish people 

celebrated Passover, Muslims celebrated Ramadan, Christians 

celebrated Holy week and Easter.  

 

All 3 of these celebrations take place in the Spring.  The time when 

the earth is waking up from her long winter sleep. All of a sudden 

there is new life breaking out everywhere.   
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A simple walk around our yard, reveals daffodils and dandelions 

blooming they match and show yellow rays of sunshine, the vinca 

vine spreads a blue carpet of buds, every bush and tree has new 

buds and the vines are awake with new leaves.  Mother nature is 

saying celebrate new life.  Wake up from your winter sleep and shine. 

Celebrate. 

 

As we came into church there is a banner, which is like a crazy quilt 

of stained glass colors. On it are the words YOU ARE LOVED.    

 

I have a dream that if each of us really believed that you are loved, 

we could make major changes in our world. We would radiate that 

love to those we meet. We would look for the Christ in one another 

and our broken world will get a bit better.  

 

 


