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This is our third Sunday of Easter, and we celebrate the resurrection of what we thought was lost 

and look forward to what might be made out of our own lives. But in the Gospel reading this 

morning, we see Peter still wrestling with the events of Good Friday, particularly his own 

threefold denial of Christ.  

 

That dark, early morning, standing outside the Temple as his teacher was questioned and 

tortured, Peter stood by a brazier to keep warm by the charcoals (John 18:18-27). The strangers 

around him asked if he was a follower of Jesus, and he said to them that he did not know Christ, 

and after his third denial, the rooster crowed, and he realized his deep shame.  

 

Many painful realizations happened that day, and if we don’t mention them, if we skip ahead to 

focus only on new light, new life, and the proclamation that Christ is risen, then I worry we 

might miss that message, and we’ll start to think that not only did Jesus never encounter 

suffering in his ministry, but neither should we.  

 

The Easter season captures for us the mysterious marriage of the resurrection of Christ and the 

shame of a failed prophet who met his end on a cross. The tension between failure and 

resurrection is all around us, and it makes me think of something my wife says about our son, 

Walker, often when we are amazed at who he is.  

 

Before he came into this world, my wife and I didn’t know anything about him, not his gender, 

or if he had 10 fingers and 10 toes, or his likes or his dislikes, or his birthday, or his hair, eye, or 

skin color. All we knew was that he was coming. And even after he was born and we learned 

more about him, that he was a healthy weight, had healthy measurements, and was progressing 

along just fine, we still could only imagine what he would be like.  

 

Now that my son has been on this earth for almost three years, and we’ve gotten to know some 

of his likes and dislikes, the way he smiles, and what his laugh sounds like, my wife often says to 

him in wonder, “It was you, it was you the whole time. We didn’t know it would be you.”  

 

In time, we were graced to move from mystery to recognition, from making room in our hearts 

for something still secret to us, to welcoming into our lives something revealed, a child, with a 

particular set of preferences and habits. We welcomed into our midst something which was once 

hidden in darkness but which finally came into the light.  

 

That’s how I understand the shift in expectations from one of dejection to one of rejoicing: with 

the disciples saying, “It was you, it really was. We didn’t know if it could really be true.”  

 

The disciples, like the crowds who had gathered in Jerusalem for Passover that spring, had 

expected a true Son of David, a revolutionary to overthrow the Roman Empire. Even after 

following Jesus for years, they couldn’t imagine that Jesus’ kingdom was not of this world. They 

wanted a king who could make them a great nation once more, so much so that Peter even drew a 

sword to violently protect his teacher after the Last Supper.   



But the resurrection shows how wrong the world was, how much it had hemmed in God on every 

side. The world rejected Jesus, and the mystery to me is how God can forgive the world. Now 

that I have a child, as a father it’s even harder for me to understand how God can forgive creation 

for the violence committed against the Son of God. Now that I have Walker in my life, I cannot 

understand how God can have mercy on the world, despite how violently the world rejected the 

Word of God. The mystery deepens for me the more I get to know my son, the more I love him 

each day, the more I realize that my care for him extends beyond reason. I cannot comprehend 

God’s forgiveness; I cannot wrap my mind around God.  

 

But that’s what God does. The mystery of forgiveness deepens as each of us grows, as we 

encounter just how difficult it is to forgive those who trespass against us. We can’t fathom how 

God can love us so much. Yet that’s the enduring promise of God: We are forgiven; we are 

accepted, just as we are.  

 

But we are not to be left to our own devices anymore. The Gospel promises something more 

demanding of the disciples, in Jesus’ reinstatement of Peter. He describes to Peter his own fate, 

how we will be spread out on his own cross one day, bound to it, and crucified upside down.  

Because his witness to the love of God in Jesus Christ is a threat to every fear-mongering regime, 

every empire built on intimidation and violence, every power and principality which ignores the 

grace of God and the dignity of every person made in God’s image. Peter’s witness to the truth 

of things will lead to his own suffering, and in that way he truly will be a disciple after Jesus 

Christ. In that way, he will find meaning and purpose in his life. In that way, the way of 

obedience to God, he will be remembered from generation to generation.  

 

Will you follow Christ in that way, too?  

 

I invite your response.  

 

Amen.  

 


