Our Scars are Part of Our Story
John 20:19-31
Second Sunday of Easter

Let me see a show of hands this morning, how
many of you carry scars on your body? | sure do. Scars
are often the result of trauma, aren’t they? Whether from
an accident, an injury, or a medical procedure, they are
the remnants of a wound. What has society taught us
about scars? That they carry a stigma - when we have
them we are less than perfect, “disfigured,” and that we
should cover them or disguise them. I’m not suggesting
that we parade our scars around, and I’m not suggesting
show and tell this morning, but what if there is a different
way to look at those permanent reminders that most of us
bear?

It is not surprising that Jesus provides a model for
us here. After the resurrection, Jesus’ scars were the
main way he confirmed to his disciples that it was truly
him, in the same body, now risen and transformed. In the
gospel account we heard earlier, Jesus appear to the
frightened disciples in the upper room. After

proclaiming, “Peace be with you,” he shows them his



hands and his side. Then the disciples believe it is him
and rejoice.

Thomas was not with the other disciples that night,
and he was having none of this resurrection business.
“Unless I see the mark of the nails in his hands and see
his scars for myself, I will not believe.” The following
Sunday night, Jesus appears to the disciples again, and
Thomas is there. Jesus doesn’t belittle him for not
believing or for asking for proof. Jesus offers Thomas the
same peace and the same proof he offered the others the
week before. (PAUSE)

On first thought, it seems odd that Jesus’ body
would still carry the scars of his crucifixion, doesn’t it?
Wouldn’t God want to wipe away every trace of the
horrible ordeal that Jesus went through? Aren’t our
bodies supposed to be “perfect” when we get to heaven?
What does it mean theologically that Jesus still carries
his?

As the gospel of John tells us, Jesus showed his
wounds as a confirmation of his identity. Yes, he is the
risen Lord who conquered death, but he is also the risen

Savior who entered the depths of human pain and



suffering. I once read, “On the cross, God places God’s
story of woundedness next to ours.” The risen Christ still
carries those scars; being raised from the dead does not
erase them. The scars of Good Friday are visible on this
side of Easter.

Why would the disciples need to see Jesus
wounds? One reason was to confirm it was him. But
there’s more to the story. When Jesus showed them his
wounds, it meant that they could remember the pain they
had all experienced those last few days—the fear, the
tears of remorse, the terrible hours when they fled instead
of watching him die. Their emptiness, their loneliness,
their hopelessness: it was all there in those wounds.' In
his wounds they were free to explore their own. They
were able to begin to heal and claim their own scars as
part of their stories.

Blogger Tina Anderson did just that in blog several
years ago titled, “Scarred for Life.” "

When I began to think about today’s message, |
happened to pick up an older copy of the Christian
Century that I hadn’t had time to read yet. On the front,
was the word Scar — it quickly became clear to me that



the timing was no coincidence. The magazine always
has a section where readers are invited to submit first-
person stories. In this issue, a dozen people shared their
stories about scars. The contributors told stories of scars
from surgeries for tumors, of heart transplants and
accidents. Kristabeth Attwood reminded us that often our
scars are unseen. As a young pastor, just one year into
ministry, she was assaulted at gunpoint in her parsonage.
Her assailant told her he was going to kill her and then
kill himself. Kristabeth was able to escape her attacker
and flee to a police station that was just a mile down the
round. Later that night, officers apprehended her attacker
and he was sentenced to seven years in jail. She writes,
“While my physical bruises healed, my emotional and
spiritual wounds remained. For years, | struggled with
the invisible burden of panic attacks, insomnia, hyper-
vigilance and flashbacks. My PTSD worsened as the
date of attacker’s release from prison approached. | could
barely function personally or professionally, and |
couldn’t envision a life beyond the darkness surrounding
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me.



“Thankfully,” she continues, “my family and
counselor did not give up on me. Desperate and
exhausted, | partnered with a service dog. Bady, a sweet
but imposing German shepherd, accompanied me
wherever | went, vigilant, so that | wouldn’t have to be.
The first night he curled up at the foot of my bed was the
first night | slept through in seven years. Over the next
several years, Bady gave me the space | need to heal.
Today he lives a life of leisurely retirement, and | live a
life mostly free of PTSD.”

Like many people with PTSD,” Krsitabeth writes,
“I was skilled at hiding it. Even in my darkest days, my
outward appearance projected health and success. Yet
there were times | wished for a scar. There was no
physical sign on my body to bear witness to the terror |
lived through, nothing to tell others | was wounded,
fragile, and in need of tender care.” On her 38" birthday,
Krsitabeth chose to give herself a permanent scar — she
got a tattoo of Bady’s paw print surrounded by a heart.
She notes, “my right forearm will carry the evidence of
my journey for the rest of life. This scar though, is not a

symbol of my pain, but a testimony to my healing.”



The wounded Christ is the Lord and Savior of a
wounded and healing community. There’s scar tissue all
over the place, even though we in the church sometimes
act like there’s not. “But we’re not fooling anyone,”
Leonard Vander Zee writes. “And besides, if there are no
wounds visible in the Christian community, no one will
want to be a part of it. It’s wounded, broken, forgiven
people, people who are willing to be real and vulnerable
with each other on this journey of life and faith together
that attracts others.”"

| love the way Margery Williams describes being
real in her children’s book, The Velveteen Rabbit. In the
nursery one day, the Velveteen Rabbit asks the Skin
Horse, “What is REAL? Does it mean having things that
buzz inside you and a stick-out handle?”

“Real isn’t how you are made,” said the Skin
Horse. “It’s a thing that happens to you. When a child
loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but
REALLY loves you, then you become REAL.”

“Does it hurt?” asked the Rabbit.



“Sometimes,” said the Skin Horse, for he was
always truthful. “When you are Real you don’t mind
being hurt”

“Does it happen all at once, like being would up,”
he asked, “or bit by bit?”

“It doesn’t happen all at once,” said the Skin
Horse. “You become. It takes a long time. That’s why it
doesn’t happen to people who break easily, or have sharp
edges, or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by the
time you are real, most of your hair has been loved off,
and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and
very shabby. But these things don’t matter at all, because
once you are Real you can’t be ugly, except to people
who don’t understand.”

“I suppose you are Real?” said the Rabbit. And
then he wished he had not said it, for he thought the Skin
Horse might be sensitive. But the Skin Horse only
smiled.

“The Boy’s Uncle made Real,” he said. “That was
many years ago; but once you are Real you can’t become

unreal again. It lasts for always.”” (PAUSE)



In order to be real, and to be able to heal, we must
trust each other, just as a young girl named Faye trusted
her Aunt Ashley. As a toddler, Faye had a blanked she
named, “Sniff.” Sniff was made out of a fleece-like
material with a satin border. Originally, Sniff was white,
but over time became a well-loved, “real” shade of gray.
Sniff went everywhere with Faye. One day, when Ashely
was visiting, they were sitting at the kitchen table. “Here
Tanta Ashley,” Faye said, sliding Sniff across the table,
“I’ve been waiting for you to come, because Sniff has a
rip, and I thought since you know how to sew, you could
fix him.”

“I have remedial sewing skills at best,” Ashley
writes, “and I worried that my work would disappoint
Faye. | wanted to make sure that she knew that Sniff
wouldn’t just go back to the way he used to look, he was
always going to have a scar.” Faye listened carefully and
said that was okay. After | stitched up Sniff, the tear was
gone but a few stitches were visible and the material was
slightly puckered in one corner. Faye was delighted.

Reflecting on the incident, Ashley wrote, “People

like me who don’t have children, sometimes have an



underlying suspicion — even if it is our choice to be
childless — that maybe God didn’t think we were up to
the job. When that thought gets loud in my mind, |
remember that Faye asked me to mend Sniff. Someday |
could write a best seller, or preach a sermon that brought
a hundred people to Jesus, or finally manage to give up
my worst habit, but the thing | will be most proud of in
this life is that Faye trusted me to mend Sniff, knowing
that I would scar him. (PAUSE) Ashely continues, “We
all have wounds that need to be gently named, pushed
across the table, and lovingly mended. Painful as those
times are, surely the grace-filled path is simply to be
honored that God trusts us enough be part of each other’s
mending, scars and all.”"' (PAUSE)

Indeed, as individuals we all have scars, seen and
unseen. And as a congregation we have scars too. We
don’t flaunt those scars, but they are a part of our identity
and part of our story. God didn’t cause those wounds
and scars, but God has the power to redeem them, and to
work through them — and through us — to help others

know the depth of God’s love and begin to heal as well..



As we close this morning, | want to acknowledge
that some of us are not ready to embrace our wounds and
our scars as part of our identity and ministry. | want you
to hear me say, “That’s okay.” As with Kristabeth’s
story, healing takes time, and often the help of medical
professionals. | also want you to hear that you are not
alone. Whether you are here in the sanctuary this
morning or watching online, you are surrounded by a
faith community that loves you and is willing to walk
with you in your journey toward healing and wholeness,
so please reach out and let us help carry your burden.
And this morning, may you — and all of us —come to
know the love and peace that the scarred and risen Lord
offers to us all.

And all God’s people said, “Amen.”
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