THIRD SUNDAY OF EASTER
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"Do not fear, for I have redeemed you; I have called you by name, you are mine. When you
pass through the waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers, they shall not
overwhelm you; when you walk through fire you shall not be burned, and the flame shall
not consume you. For I am the Lord your God the Holy One of Israel, your Savior."
Isaiah 43:1-3
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SCRIPTURE LESSON— John 20:19-29
When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the doors of the house where
the disciples had met were locked for fear of the Jews, Jesus came and stood among them
and said, “Peace be with you.” After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side.
Then the disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. Jesus said to them again, “Peace be with
you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.” When he had said this, he breathed on them
and said to them, “Receive the Holy Spirit. If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven
them; if you retain the sins of any, they are retained.”
But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with them when Jesus
came. So the other disciples told him, “We have seen the Lord.” But he said to them, “Unless
I see the mark of the nails in his hands, and put my finger in the mark of the nails and my
hand in his side, I will not believe.”
A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was with them. Although the
doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among them and said, “Peace be with you.” Then he
said to Thomas, “Put your finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in
my side. Do not doubt but believe.” Thomas answered him, “My Lord and my God!” Jesus
said to him, “Have you believed because you have seen me? Blessed are those who have not
seen and yet have come to believe.”

CALL TO WORSHIP
Bless the Lord, O my soul, and do not forget all God’s mercies—
they are new every morning.
Bless the Lord, O my soul, and do not forget all God’s compassion—
the poor will not be forsaken.
Bless the Lord, O my soul, and do not forget all God’s joy—
it sings over us.
Bless the Lord, O my soul, and do not forget all that angers God—
it lasts for a night, and rolls on with justice.
Bless the Lord, O my soul, and do not forget all God’s promises—
they are from everlasting to everlasting.
Bless the Lord, O my soul, and do not forget all God’s blessings—
we are called by name, and our name is Love.

HYMN—“How Great Thou Art“
O Lord my God, when I in awesome wonder
Consider all the worlds Thy hands have made
I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder
Thy power throughout the universe displayed
Refrain:
Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to Thee
How great Thou art, how great Thou art
Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to Thee
How great Thou art, how great Thou art!
When through the woods, and forest glades I wander
And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees
When I look down, from lofty mountain grandeur
And see the brook, and feel the gentle breeze (Refrain)
When Christ shall come, with shout of acclamation
And take me home, what joy shall fill my heart
Then I shall bow, in humble adoration
And then proclaim: "My God, how great Thou art!" (Refrain)
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SERMON
Rev. David Pierce
It should have been a day of rejoicing and celebration. It should have been a day to get all the
friends and family together, to hire a caterer, to get the house and yard all spruced up, to
hang-up a banner: “Congratulations Jesus, You Made It!” After all, he had been through an
enormous ordeal. It wasn’t finals week of senior year, but it was pretty close. In the past
week, Jesus had pulled a few all-nighters. He had stayed up in the garden praying to God to
give him a way out. When God didn’t, Jesus decided that going to Jerusalem, standing before
Pilate, getting beaten and crucified, must be God’s way out. He had lived his life on the side of
the poor and forsaken; now he would also die on their side.
After he was crucified, they took his body down from the cross and buried it in a borrowed
tomb. Mary didn’t have any money with which to give him a proper funeral, so this was the
best they could do. On the day they buried him, there was no service really, and no one could
have gone even if there was one. For it was already late in the day on the Sabbath. The sun
had gone down, work was over. So the next morning, while it was still dark outside, Mary and
a few of her friends—you know the ones—when your son dies tragically and suddenly, your
best girlfriends all move in with you to cook for you, to pull your hair back from your soggy
face, to make sure you don’t stay in bed all day—they are the ones who went to the tomb in
the wee hours of the morning. They’re going to stage a funeral of their own making—anoint
the body with spices, say a few prayers. But when they get there, the stone that had covered
up the entrance to the tomb has been rolled away and the body, the dead body of their
beloved Jesus, is missing.
They had come to do the only thing left to them to do. No, it’s not what they wanted—a
funeral with barely anyone in attendance, but it’s what there was. If they couldn’t have their
Jesus, at least they could have their grief. But now even that has been taken away.
It should have been a banner day. Instead, Mark says it fills the women with terror, fear, and
amazement. They flee the scene in silence. John says it makes them fall down on the spot and
weep.
On the far side of Easter, we may wonder at their reaction. We see the stone rolled away, we
hear Jesus has been raised, and we put on our Sunday best, buy up all the lilies and tulips at
the nursery, and sing every Alleluia in the hymnbook. So what are the women doing fleeing
and weeping? And why are the grown men hiding away behind locked doors? For heaven’s
sake, it’s Easter!
John says they are hiding out for fear of the Jews. If we have said it once, we’ve said it a
thousand times before, this means the disciples are hiding out for fear of their own shadow.
Specifically, it was the Jewish leaders under Caiaphas the High Priest who joined ranks with

Rome to take down Jesus. When John says “Jews” he may have Caiaphas in mind. Caiaphas
certainly was a powerful man worth fearing, but typically when John means Caiaphas he says
Caiaphas. Here, he uses a more universal designation of just “Jew,” which I think is John’s way
of telling us you don’t have to look far to find someone or something to fear. In fact,
sometimes all you have to do is look in the mirror. Because most of the people who made up
the known world at that time were Jews, including the disciples. In the 1st century, Jews were
those who, along with many non-Jews, lived under the oppressive occupying power of Rome.
Jews were those who, like Jesus, loved their temple and traditions. Jews were those who
loved Jesus and his revolutionary teachings, calling him Rabbi, and they were those who
feared Jesus and his revolutionary teachings, calling for his head.
John doesn’t say exactly which Jews the disciples are hiding out from, but we can imagine it’s
every fellow Jew who might now try to tell the disciples, “We told you so. We told you this
was how it was going to end for Jesus, but you didn’t believe us.”
We know that when Jesus called the disciples 3 years earlier, he called several sets of brothers:
James and John, the sons of Zebedee, and Simon Peter and his brother Andrew, and together
they went off to follow Jesus. But how many brothers didn’t go off together? Have you ever
stopped to think about how many brothers were divided over the call? In how many families
did one say, “I’m going with him,” and the other said, “If you go with him, if you leave the
family behind for Jesus, I’ll never speak with you again.” How many brothers are now sitting
on opposite sides of the same door on Easter, hiding out in fear of one another?
The basis of the story for the disciples some 2,000 years ago is quite different from the basis of
our own story today, but it would be hard to miss all that is not different. The disciples were
driven inside to isolate out of fear of one another. We have been driven inside to isolate
hopefully more out of safety and concern for one another, but the fear is also very much a part
of us. And this fear and isolation has meant that, despite there still being good news in the
world, we are not feeling it any more than the disciples did. The disciples had the stone rolled
away and news that Jesus was alive again, but still they were rolled up behind a locked door.
Seniors will graduate high school this year, couples will get married, and humanity will do its
best to mark these occasions still with great pomp and circumstance, but there will be no big
parties, the grandparents won’t be there to take pictures, and without seeing these things
happen it will almost be hard to believe they’ve happened at all.
This past week, I officiated my first funeral since the beginning of this pandemic. It was a
graveside service not for anyone who is a part of our church community but for someone who
is part of our Cumberland community. I knew before arriving at the cemetery that the rule
was there could be no more than 5 family members present, everyone must stand 6 feet
apart, and you must also wear a face mask. When we got there, though, there were 7 family
members. Honestly, the deceased had only 7 people in his family—2 sons, 2 daughters-in-law,
and 3 grandsons.

I think they figured that 2 more people wasn’t going to be a deal breaker on a sunny day when
we could all stand 15 feet apart if need be. Plus, like Mary, they weren’t going to get any kind
of formal funeral for their loved one. They couldn’t even be there when he died. All they had
was their shared grief. It’s all there was.
The Funeral Director—bless his heart—sighed when he saw them. “I’m sorry, but we can’t.”
The family was so understanding and 2 of the grandsons said, “We’ll sit in the car.” I said,
“When the service begins, it will only be 10 minutes long, I’ll remove my facemask and talk
loudly so you can hear things still.” But it was a windy day and I had to keep my mask on,
which meant my words all came out sounding muffled.
I thought about Jesus coming in on the disciples and how John says he breathed the Holy Spirit
on them. It’s the most original and powerful sign of life we have. When a baby is born, we
know it’s alive not because we can see it, but because we can hear its breathing cry. And
when someone dies, we know they are gone when we can no longer hear them breathing.
When Jesus breathed his own breath on the disciples, he was not only showing them that he
was the real deal—not dead, but a living, breathing being, he was also showing them that
things are not dead and done for them, either. And when he let Thomas put his finger in the
nail mark of his hand, it was to show him that there is another side to being wounded; it is
healing. And there is another side to death; it is life. And there is another side to isolation and
fear; it is forgiveness and freedom. Yes, there is another side to every door.
But we are not there yet. And I knew it, standing at the cemetery this past week, I knew we
were still on this side of the door. I couldn’t take off my facemask and breathe on anyone. I
couldn’t make it safe for more than 5 people to gather at a time, and I couldn’t roll away the
gravestone that now held down their loved one.
What we could do, though, was move closer to the cars in which the 2 grandsons sat with their
windows rolled up. So that’s what we did. Me, the funeral director, and the five family
members all went and stood about 20 feet away from the cars, half-way between the
grandsons and the casket, half-way between death and life.
My friends, we may not be on the other side of the door yet. But the good news is, it’s on this
side of the door, on this side of fear and isolation, of death and doubt, where resurrection
happens, where a wounded Jesus shows up announcing “Peace, peace be with you.”
After the service, I asked one of the grandsons if he could hear anything I said. “No,” he told
me, “but I was able to see what I needed to hear.”
On this day, as the wounded Jesus comes among us, on this side of our doors, may you be able
to see what you need to hear. Amen.

HYMN— “Hallelujah! What A Savior”
“Man of Sorrows!” what a name
For the Son of God, who came
Ruined sinners to reclaim.
Hallelujah! What a Savior!
Bearing shame and scoffing rude,
In my place condemned He stood;
Sealed my pardon with His blood.
Hallelujah! What a Savior!
Guilty, vile, and helpless we;
Spotless Lamb of God was He;
“Full atonement!” can it be?
Hallelujah! What a Savior!
Lifted up was He to die;
“It is finished!” was His cry;
Now in Heav’n exalted high.
Hallelujah! What a Savior!
When He comes, our glorious King,
All His ransomed home to bring,
Then anew His song we’ll sing:
Hallelujah! What a Savior!
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PRAYER REQUESTS
Let us remember the following people in our prayers this week:
Meredith Jencks and family, on the passing of her daughter Judy Ray, wife of Richard Ray
Joyce Murby, Deb Dennis’ mother
Charlie Giaquinta, Andy Porder’s cousin. Charlie died recently from COVID-19.
Charlie Olsen, a friend of Andy’s
Carol Smith, Margaret Ordonez’s sister
Carolyn Williamson asks for prayers for Frances and her family
Rhonda Hanson's brother Ken, who has lost several co-workers and friends to COVID-19 in recent days

Those battling with mental illness and depression
The healthcare providers who are risking their own health being on the front lines so they can treat the sick

Anna Brandenburg-Schroeder, Lea Dau’s sister
Lisa Fabianski, friend of Diane and Wade Richmond
Bob Gilson
Cameron Hewey
George Labonte
Karli Lamontagne
Jason Nelson, nephew of Deb Dennis
Hailey Rhilinger, granddaughter of Steve and Kathy Huftalen
Lindsay-Rae, daughter of Jim and Brenda Verdoia
Mary Wells, friend of Mark and Diane Lamontagne
Joe Machado is requesting prayers for Jake Crane, Joe Resendes,
Aunt Alice, Cousin Gail, Lucy Gaspar, and family and friends
Please pray for our Chapel members and friends in nursing homes:
Joe Chopy, Bill Glenney, Irene Smith, Ruth and Fredrick Hooks
If you would like to have a name added to this weekly list of prayers, or if you
know that a name you added can now be removed, please
email the office at office@fourcornerschapel.org
or call the Church Office at (401) 333-6171.
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HOW TO KEEP IN TOUCH
Based on the latest recommendations from the Governor and the Rhode Island
Department of Health, we will be suspending all public Sunday services, along with
all church-related activities, until further notice. This decision does not mean that
the work and community of our church will be stopped, or even slowed down, at all.
We will continue to work creatively and intentionally to partner with and financially
support our various mission efforts both locally and globally, knowing how important
it is to provide for the least among us at this time especially. In addition, our Deacons
are working to keep us connected by providing congregational care through weekly
phone calls. Church At Home services will continue online. Be sure also to tune in
during Holy Week for our Maundy Thursday and Good Friday services. Both will be
made available online. Please check back to our website
(https://www.fourcornerschapel.org) regularly for updates.
Please note that we recently upgraded the security on our website. If you have
saved our website as one of your “favorites”, please update the web address to
https://www.fourcornerschapel.org
During these uncertain times, should you need assistance in some way, please contact
the church office or Pastor David. We take it as our calling from God to do what we can
to provide for each other's needs as best we can. Our Chapel office is now operating
remotely. Phone messages will be checked during the week, so please continue to
call the office at 401-333-6171 if you have any questions or concerns, and leave a message.
Please note that your call may not be returned immediately. When sending mail to the
Chapel, including any financial pledges or donations, please send it to 200 Angell Road,
Cumberland, RI 02864. Please do not send any mail to our PO Box at this time.
Likewise, you may also reach out to us via email by contacting us at
office@fourcornerschapel.org, as email will also be checked throughout the week.
We will continue to use Constant Contact to reach out to you via group emails. If you have
not signed up to receive “Down on the Corner” electronic newsletters, please visit our
website and click the blue banner at the bottom of the home page to sign up.
In addition to our electronic newsletter, we will also be
providing updates through the Chapel’s Facebook page.

