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Sermon for May 1, 2022—”Unlocking Doors” 

Third Sunday of Easter, Year C—Texts: 1 Peter 1:3-9; John 20:19-31 

How different today seems to be from three Sunday’s ago—three weeks since Easter. But 

today, well, today pretty much seems to be just another Sunday. Gone are most, if not all, 

of the secular aspects of Easter. The chocolate bunnies, jelly beans, and marshmallow 

peeps, all the colored Easter eggs we hid, are all gone. 

While the paraments are still white, very few reminders of Easter remain. I suspect that 

most of feel, as though we’re right back, where we were before Easter. We’re fighting 

familiar frustrations, bearing well-known burdens, dealing with the same stuff, as if Easter 

had never occurred.  

This is precisely why we need to grasp the message of this third Sunday of Easter, the 

message of how the Risen Christ gave new life to the disciples. The message of how he 

gave them the Holy Spirit, energized them and gave them confidence; the message of how 

he made them into people who were filled with peace, with power, and with courage. In 

order to do that, I think it’s also important for us to understand just what the disciples were 

like after the first Easter Sunday.  

We’ve heard this story before, the story of how Jesus appeared to his disciples in the upper 

room, finding His way through locked doors. We all know that they, and other first 

generation Christians didn’t hesitate to preach the good news of Christ’s resurrection. They 

knew what they’d seen and experienced. They knew God had sent them to tell others what 

God had done in the person of Jesus Christ, to bear witness to the good news. And they did 

so with energy, conviction, and courage, so much so that they converted thousands of 

people to the new faith. But, not at first.  

At first—the disciples were afraid. Very much so. They feared the authorities. They feared 

that what’d happened to Jesus might happen to them as well. So, they stayed hidden, and 

insofar as  they met together; they met behind closed, locked doors. Now, they already 

knew that Jesus was risen.  

The women had told them about the empty tomb, about encountering Jesus in the garden. 

What’s more, they, over the previous years, had witnessed many miracles performed by 

Jesus. The disciples had seen much. They’d experienced much. They’d been commanded 

by Jesus to go and do much.  

But after Good Friday, and indeed even after Easter Sunday, they were powerless, or had—

at least—felt powerless. They just couldn’t bring themselves to do what the Lord had 

commanded them to do. It wasn’t that they lacked faith, it was something else. What they 

lacked was courage—resolve. Jesus knew that. So He did something to and for them. 

Something different. Something unexpected.  

When he appeared to them, He not only blessed them, saying, “Peace be with you…” He 

not only told them, “As the Father has sent me, so I send you...” He also breathed on them. 

He said, “Receive the Holy Spirit.” And by His sheer presence, by His word, by His 

command, by the breath of live in Him that which raised Him from the tomb, He gave the 

breath of life to them. As one commentator puts it, “He gave power to the powerless.”  
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Don’t we too often share that same feeling of powerlessness? The feeling of hopelessness? 

Don’t we sometimes share Thomas “doubt,” his disbelief? Aren’t we too often worn out 

by the relentless struggle and strain of daily living? Aren’t we driven crazy trying to make 

sense of things? Aren’t we drained by the constant pressure of trying to make sense of 

things? Trying to figure out what’s happening in our lives? In ourselves? Trying to do 

what’s right, but of being unsure of just how, where, and when to do it?  

Like the first disciples, before the Spirit came, aren’t we fearful? Don’t we, in our fear, 

cling together? Don’t we spiritually, emotionally, mentally, perhaps even literally hide 

ourselves away, behind closed locked doors? Don’t we do so in the hope that what little 

energy or sanity we have left might be conserved? Don’t we do so in the hope that what 

few resources what slender hope we have left might be kept safe?  

We regard the church, and its mission as important. But by Sunday morning, after a long 

week, do we often find that we have no energy, no life? Don’t we often feel like we’re 

running on fumes. Don’t we feel worn down? Frazzled? Frayed? Fatigued? Fearful? 

We say we have faith, but don’t we sometimes feel that the whole matter of God and of 

heaven, of resurrection and transformation, just seems a little too much to believe in, let 

alone live out in the face of the worlds harsh daily “realities.” We’re fearful because of our 

declining numbers, diminishing resources, and mounting challenges. We’re fearful because 

we know, deep down that fewer and fewer people are joining churches these days. That 

by-and-large the world resents us, the church, that is, and that it rejects us, dismisses us—

when it takes notice of us at all. We’re fearful because we realize that the older we get the 

more unfamiliar, the more hostile the world itself seems to get.  

And in fear we’ve come to believe that no program, no promise, no plan, no powerful 

pertinent preaching, unfortunately, no rejuvenated youth ministry, no reinvented Sunday 

school—not a blessed thing we do—can possibly save us. Or worse, we believe that the 

exact opposite is true: that if we just had the right program or programs, the most carefully 

discerned plan, and so forth, we’d be saved. Of course we do, I hear it all the time. But 

neither is true.  

So, when all is said and done, we’re really no different than those first disciples. We have 

absolutely nothing going for us, that the rest of the world doesn’t have going for it, maybe 

even less—except for one thing: The Risen Christ and the Spirit he gives us. And that’s the 

point of today’s story from the gospel of John.  

In the final analysis it’s a story of how the Risen Christ, like the story of Pentecost in the 

Book of Acts of the Apostles, pushed open the bolted door of a church. It’s a story of how 

the risen Christ enters the fearful chambers of every church, every heart of every believer, 

filling it—and them—with his own life.  

What we’re asked to recognize, and what I hope you all realize, is that every church, every 

one of us is this way! No matter what a church says about itself, if it’s left to its own 

devices, if it draws only upon its own resources—it is nothing. Nothing. Why do you think 

we have a logo with both a cross and a boat? Apart from the Risen Christ, the church is an 

empty place. Apart from the Spirit that Jesus breaths upon us, we’re hollow vessels with 

nothing to offer—nothing of significance to share. And, in the end, no different than any 

social agency or service organization.  
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Indeed the endless activity of many congregations, with all of its various programs, is often 

the lonely attempt of a group of scared and hopeless people to fill in the void where God 

should be. Not that they don’t have their purpose and place in the church; but the answer 

isn’t in better programs, plans, promises or projects. The answer is in the person of Jesus 

Christ and in the gift He brings us, even when we’re hiding behind locked doors or locked 

hearts out of fear.  

The fundamental reality of our faith lies not in what we believe—on our acceptance of 

dogma and creed; nor is it about our sacred traditions, and it certainly isn’t about the church 

building, however beautiful and awe-inspiring it may be. No, the reality of our faith, the 

significance of our faith, lies not in any of these things; not in what, how or where we 

believe, but in who we believe.  

Because in Him, in Jesus the Risen Christ, and the Spirit of new life and renewal that He 

imparts to us, is the power—the power that that transformed the first disciples. It 

transformed them from fearful people into people with the courage to speak to others, to 

bear witness to that which they experienced. It transformed them into people unafraid to 

testify before the very authorities who crucified their Lord. It transformed them into people 

willing to travel vast distances and endure stoning, imprisonment, and poverty. It 

transformed them into people able to convince other people that something important 

hinged on their acceptance of their message, concerning the person of Jesus Christ.  

This transformative power wasn’t that which is unleashed by any action or reflection of 

theirs; it was the power granted by the One in whom they believed. It was the power He 

gave them when He breathed the Holy Spirit upon them; first in that locked, upper room, 

and then again on the day of Pentecost when it was poured out on all believers. 

Let me put it this way, for nearly two thousand years there’ve been many who’ve huddled 

together in fear. They’ve seen their hopes and dreams turn to ash. They’ve believed in God, 

and in bitterness and grief, gazed upon what seemed to be his death. They’ve locked the 

doors to their hearts afraid of experiencing one more hurt, one more lie, one more 

disappointment. They’ve all but given up hope. It happens.  

But there’ve also been many, in this same situation, who’ve experienced what the first 

disciples did. And as they’ve assembled to worship, as they’ve sought the face of God, as 

they’ve striven to understand what it is that God’s about, what church is all about, they’ve 

experienced Christ suddenly standing among them.  

They’ve heard his word, “Peace be with you…” and felt his breath touch them, and the 

Holy Spirit fill them. Like the first disciples, they finally had peace, a peace given to them 

by their resurrected Savior. They’d been given peace, that the world cannot give, a peace 

that passes all understanding, and a joy that no one could ever take from them.  

Did they ask themselves what they should do with it? Did someone say, “Hey, I know. 

“Let’s just hold onto it, and keep it for ourselves! Let’s lock the doors and hold on as long 

as we can.” No! They—again, like the first disciples—went out! They went out, and with 

nothing but this experience, this encounter in the deep and silent place within their hearts, 

changed them. 
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What’s more, it changed their communities, and indeed their world; although it is probably 

more accurate to say that they were transformed because that’s what encounters with the 

Risen Christ tend to do! This same peace is offered to all of us. Will we accept it? The 

same opportunities are there. What will we do with them?  

All of us, and here, brothers and sisters, is the thing: If we have an ounce of understanding, 

an iota of conscience, if we’re honest with ourselves, and with God, don’t we long for 

something more? Something better than what we see around us now, within the church, 

and within the world? Don’t we? Don’t we all long for something more? Something better? 

Do we see the possibilities? Do we see the potential? Do we see the opportunities?  

What’s come before—any new life, any renewals that’ve happened, which will most 

certainly happen again, don’t happen because of us, and our own inner strength or 

determination—they happen because of God and God’s love. They happen because Jesus 

Christ has been raised, and is still risen; because He’s been able to burst out of a sealed 

tomb, and to enter into locked rooms, and locked hearts, and fill those who need Him.  

The good feelings of Easter Sunday may be weeks in the past. All of the issues, and 

demands of daily life may’ve returned in full force, and with a vengeance; but the good 

news is that the reality of Easter, the reality that is the Risen Christ, is still with us! God—

Emmanuel—is still with us! He has not forsaken us. And He never will.  

Thanks be to God. Amen and amen. 


