
Homily for Second Sunday of Easter 

In his commentary on Saint John’s gospel Saint Bonaventure, bishop and scholar, tells the story of a Roman general 

whose aide noticed the ugly scars on his body from arrows, spears and swords. The aide informed him that he had found 

a skillful surgeon who could remove them. 

To this suggestion, the general replied, “No, let them be a sign to my soldiers that I am one of them and go into the heat 

of battle with them .Let the scars continue to be a sign of my love for my troops.” 

Today’s gospel (Jn. 20: 19-31) begins in an atmosphere of fear and trembling. On the evening of Our Lord’s resurrection, 

his disciples are in hiding. They did not dare to show themselves in public, but were behind locked doors. The religious 

authorities had marked them for arrest. They feared what had happened to Jesus would happen to them. 

In a shocking turn Jesus came and stood in their midst. As proof that he is not a spirit, he shows them his hands and his 

feet and the open wound in his side. The body resurrected to glory on Easter Sunday is the same one that died on the 

cross. 

Seeing and recognizing him, the disciples, no longer fearful, were filled with joy. 

During his Last Supper with his disciples Jesus had told them, 

“I will see you again and your hearts will rejoice, and no one will take your joy away from you.” 

The risen Christ will never have his wounds covered over, for they show that the Word who had become flesh loved his 

own until the end. 

Sometime in the early 1970’s, America’s premier Catholic evangelist, Bishop Fulton Sheen, was invited to preach a 

sermon at Protestant pastor’s Robert Schuller’s Crystal cathedral in Orange, California.  At the time the rock opera “Jesus 

Christ Superstar” was very popular with the American public.  Taking issue with how Christ was characterized in the film, 

Sheen insisted that Jesus was not a superstar, a celebrity. No, he was a superscar. 

He added that when we all appear before the judgment seat of Christ following death, the Lord will ask us to show him 

our scars. What matters in not our accomplishments or our stock portfolios but the sacrifices we made for Christ on our 

earthly pilgrimage of faith. 

A story comes to mind: When my dear mother who died in 2012, was once asked why she did not color her hair, she 

pointed to all the grey hair on her head and said, “I’ve earned every one of them.” As the mother of four children, she 

learned the cost of discipleship! 

There is a story told about the great reforming Carmelite nun and doctor of the Church, Saint Teresa of Avila, who lived 

in the turbulent sixteenth century. 

One day the devil appeared to her, disguised as Jesus Christ. Teresa wasn’t fooled for a second.  She immediately 

dismissed him. 

Before leaving, however, the devil asked her, “How did you know.  How could you be so sure I wasn’t Christ? 

Teresa replied. “You didn’t show me any wounds. Christ has wounds.” 

 They are the trophy of his victory. 

For those of us who bear the marks of our having suffered for our savior, the appearance of the risen Christ bearing the 

marks of his own Passion and death is reassuring and is a guarantee that we, too, will triumph in the end. Our scars will 

be a testimony of our allegiance to Christ in the worst of times. 

 

 


