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2nd Sunday of Easter 
Cycle A, 4.23.17 

Acts 2:42-47/1 Peter 1:3-9/ 
John 20:10-30 

 
PEACE STARTS HERE:  

DON’T MISS THE MOMENT 
	   As we just heard, Thomas wasn’t 
there the first time the Risen Jesus appeared 
to his disciples in that fear-infested locked 
room. But he made sure he was there the 
second time. Some friends and I were 
recently discussing the benefits and 
drawbacks of social media. They’re much 
younger and quite at home with all the ins-
and-outs of facebook, twitter, instagram, 
tumblr, flickr, linkdin, etc. Not being the 
biggest user or fan of social networking, in 
particular government by tweets and sound 
bytes, I found the whole discussion rather 
dizzying. I did learn one helpful concept, 
however, from the 20- & 30- & 40-
somethings. They used an acronym I hadn’t 
heard before: “FOMO” – “Fear Of Missing 
Out. In the Urban Dictionary FOMO is 
defined as “a form of social anxiety - a 
compulsive concern that one might miss an 
opportunity or satisfying event, often 
aroused by posts seen on social media 
websites.” Thomas obviously didn’t get an 
instagram message that the boys were 
getting together again in the locked room, 
but word must have gotten around because 
this time Thomas was there. Good thing, 
too, because that encounter would change 
his life… forever. 

 

 Christine Kingery will never forget 
her grandmother's stories. She shared some 
of them on the NPR series “This I Believe.” 
Christine’s Russian-born grandmother was 
captured by the Nazis and taken to a work 
camp in Germany when she was 17. They 
shaved off her grandmother’s waist length 
hair and tortured her. She never saw her 
family again. The resourceful young woman 
escaped the camp and worked as a nurse in 
underground movements in Germany and 
Belgium until she was captured a second 
time by the Nazis and taken to a 
concentration camp. There she met 
Christine’s grandfather, and the two 
escaped. 
 Eventually, they married and, with 
their newborn daughter -- Christine’s 
mother, they came to America. Christine 
remembers hearing these stories when she 
was eight years old. She said to her 
grandmother, "I hate the Germans for what 
they did to you! Don't you just get so mad at 
them?" Christine never forgot her 
grandmother’s response.  She said in her 
broken English, “The Germans are my 
friends. When I escaped and had nowhere to 
go, the Germans gave me food, shelter, and 
clothes. They were my friends even in the 
camps. The Germans are the kindest people 
I know.” Her answer shocked Christine. It 
was her first introduction to the meaning of 
compassion.   
 A few years later, when Christine 
was in high school, she had the chance to go 
to Japan. She visited the museum in 
Nagasaki where America dropped the first 
nuclear bomb in World War II. The 
experience was overwhelming. In every 
photograph, in every Japanese victim’s face 
in the museum’s exhibits, she saw her 
grandmother’s reflection. Christine had to 
go outside to the Peace Park on the bombsite 
grounds. Beautiful colorful origami cranes, 
thousands of them, were draped over statues 
and trees. Christine sat on a bench and cried 
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and cried. An old Japanese woman saw the 
teenager on the bench. She was about her 
grandmother’s age. She sat next to Christine 
and put her wrinkled hands in Christine’s. In 
broken English, the old woman said, “Peace 
starts right here. Peace starts with you and 
me. It starts today.” 

 
 Thomas is Jesus’ key dialogue 
partner in the second appearance story 
which begins just like the first: with peace. 
Except for his need to touch the risen Jesus, 
we don’t know the details of Thomas’ 
struggle to believe. Did he find the 
testimony of the first witnesses 
unconvincing? Was it doubt that death could 
really be overcome? Perhaps he couldn’t 
believe that they could all really be forgiven 
for their betrayals of the Master. Whatever 
blocked him, it was symbolized in what 
Jesus’ had suffered; Thomas had to see for 
himself that one so wounded could be living 
and loving. So Jesus acted out exactly what 
he had told the disciples to do: 
demonstrating how to be forgiving and hold 
fast to one who could be lost, Jesus invited 
Thomas to touch him and to take his place in 
the believing community. Thomas needed 
no further evidence. His FOMO – fear of 
missing out something important – was 
over. The peace of the Risen Christ was 
firmly implanted in his heart. In this second 
week of Easter the early community and 
especially Thomas stand as witnesses to us. 
Their stories encourage us to allow Christ’s 

word of peace and reconciliation to touch us 
and move us into mission. They remind us 
that locked doors are ineffective against the 
appearance of grace and that Christ 
approaches closed minds with love.  Like 
the old Japanese woman who placed her 
wrinkled hands in those of the grieving 
teenager, Jesus places his wounded hands in 
ours and tells us, like he told Thomas: Do 
not be unbelieving, but believe. Peace starts 
right here. Peace starts with you and me. It 
starts today. 
 On Easter night, the Risen Christ left 
his new Church the gift of his “peace,” 
peace that is so much more than the absence 
of conflict. The peace of Christ transforms, 
recreates and renews; it is a peace centered 
in wisdom, integrity and an attitude of 
thanksgiving. It is peace born of gratitude 
and humility, peace that values the hopes 
and dreams and needs of another over one’s 
own, peace that welcomes back the lost, 
heals the brokenhearted, harbors the refugee 
and respects the dignity of every man, 
woman and child as a son and daughter of 
God. May we embrace the gift of such 
transforming peace in this Easter season and 
in every season.  

 
 On Thursday at 10:30 at night 
representatives of St. Perpetua received an 
Iranian refugee family at the Oakland 
Airport.  Setareh, Ashkan and Rojin, their 
seven year-old daughter, were welcomed by 
them into our country. Setareh’s brother 
Afshin, who lives in Martinez, was there as 
well to welcome his family who will stay 
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with him until they find a home of their 
own. I spoke to Marie Ward, one of the 
coordinating committee members, and she 
said the reunion of the family with their 
brother was very emotional. Marie’s 
daughter had prepared a gift for her mom to 
give to the seven year-old – a little ceramic 
tea set. The girl wanted to open it right 
away. Once again tears flowed. The parents 
of Rojin told our parishioners through an 
interpreter that one of the things their 
daughter had to leave behind when they left 
Turkey, where they had been for two years 
waiting to get visas, was a little tea set 
similar to the one Marie had presented to the 
child. You can just imagine the joy on that 
little girl’s face. You can just imagine the 
peace that everyone experienced that night. 
You can just imagine how real the words of 
the Risen Lord became for them: Be not 
unbelieving, but believe. May those words 
become real for us all. 

 
Fr. John Kasper, OSFS 

 


