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Sermon for Easter 3: John 21:1-19 
The Rev. F. Quinn Parman IV 
 
We all know the traditional Easter greeting, right? “Alleluia! Christ is Risen!” with the 
response, “The Lord is Risen Indeed! Alleluia!” Okay, so Episcopalians down south are 
just as hesitant about shouting out during a sermon as y’all are up here. But, just this 
once, I want you to know you have complete permission to do so at the appropriate 
time—you’ll know when. Sound okay?  
 
I. I have two kids, a 6-year-old and an 8-year-old. There have been plenty of surprises 
along the way, but one of the absolute shocks of my life as a parent, a thing that no 
book and no one decided to mention, was the absolute agony of helping a 6-year-old 
with math homework.  
 
The latest adventure has been counting by 10s. Picture the scene: I’m sitting there as 
my daughter works through word problems where she’s supposed to count up or down 
by 10s. I start patiently, saying, “So, let’s count up by 10s. We have zero, then 10, then 
what?” 
 
And with complete confidence, she calls out, “Eleven!”  
 
“No, that’s counting by 1s, we’re counting by 10s. Let’s try it again… Zero, 10, then 
what?” 
 
“Eleven!”  
 
My patience draining away, this time I point to the number chart on her wall… “Zero, 10, 
then what?”  
 
And as I point to twenty she says, “Eleven!” 
 
None of this is her problem. She’s brilliant! It’s just that nothing in my liberal arts 
education, nothing in my work as a youth minister, nothing in seminary, nothing in my 
work as a priest, prepared me to teach a 6-year-old how to count by 10s.  
 
We could have a class here today, on the topic of the Holy Trinity, and while I couldn’t 
explain it, I feel confident I could at least help make some sense of it, but counting by 
10s is simply out of my league. 
 
She just couldn’t see the pattern. 
 
And I tell you that story because I feel a little sense of that same frustration in these 
post-Easter stories. The disciples just can’t get it, they just can’t see the pattern, they 
just can’t recognize the Risen Lord—especially in John’s gospel.  
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Think back over the last few weeks: 
 
On Easter morning, Mary is in the garden and cannot immediately trust that the one she 
sees is actually Jesus.  
 
Last week, we read about the struggles of your patron, St. Thomas, and the way 
he—along with the other disciples—is hesitant, even fearful, in the presence of the 
Risen One.  
 
This morning, we read an argument among the disciples about who this stranger on the 
shore actually is. 
 
They can’t see the pattern; they can’t recognize what’s right in front of their faces. 
 
II. And each time it takes the action of Jesus to undo their inability to recognize him. On 
Easter morning in the garden, he looks at the distraught woman who just can’t see him, 
and what does he do? He calls her name. “Mary,” he says. And as she is truly named, 
she is given new eyes to see the Risen Christ. She runs to embrace him.  
 
Last week, it was the announcement of peace that unwound their doubt and confusion. 
Over and over, Jesus declares peace to those fearful disciples. If you have a chance, 
read the story from last week again—one of the most profound parts of the story, in my 
mind, is that St. Thomas makes all these claims about how he needs to put his finger 
where the nails were if he’s going to believe the wild tales he’s heard, but when the time 
comes that’s not what happens. Instead, it is simply the word of Jesus (“Peace.”) that 
converts him.  
 
And then, this morning, when does the recognition come? It’s when he shows them 
plenty. It’s in the catch of fish. It’s in that sandy breakfast feast. 
 
III. Christ overcomes all these barriers, but on their own the disciples can’t recognize the 
pattern. They can’t see the Risen Jesus right in front of their faces. 
 
I’m glad that we’re nothing like them...  
 
Ok, maybe that’s true for you fine folks here in Hamilton, New York, but my experience 
of those of us down in Chattanooga is that that is just not the case. We are often just as 
baffled, just as unable to recognize Jesus beside us, in the room with us, and across the 
water from us today as those first disciples were. How do we lose the scales from our 
eyes and see him?  
 
I think we can actually take our cue from these stories John gives us. 
 
Jesus calls us by name. We live in a world that asks us to take on all sorts of names, all 
sorts of identities, as primary—as who we really are. The powers of consumerism want 
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us to believe that we are what we have. You are your house, you are your car, you are 
your bank account.  
 
The powers of politics want you to believe that you are first and foremost your political 
affiliation, you are who you vote for, or—worse—you are who you hate. 
 
We could go down the list—there are thousands of names this world wants you to 
believe speak the loudest truth about you, thousands of identities it wants you to believe 
are the most important: You are how much you weigh. You are how attractive you are. 
You are your level of education. You are your level of success—whatever that means. 
 
But the voice of Jesus cries out against this. “You are beloved. You are Christ’s own, 
forever.” That is who you are at your core, none of these other things. Hear the voice 
that tells you that, and recognize Jesus there. 
 
How else do we hear the voice of Jesus? In the midst of a world calling you to be afraid. 
In the midst of a world calling you to hatred, anger, violence, and war. The voice of 
Jesus is the one that announces God’s peace to us. Like your patron, listen for that 
word of peace, and know Christ in that word.  
 
Finally, the voice of Jesus is the one that calls us to feast. We are trained to believe that 
the world is a world of scarcity. That all of existence is a zero-sum game, and anything 
someone else has is something that I can’t get. But the Risen Jesus destroys that way 
of thinking.  
 
The Risen Jesus says, “Here is food, here is plenty—take, share, and eat.” This is what 
we gather for each and every week, this is what we celebrate each Sunday—the feast 
of plenty to which we’ve all been called.  
 
Hear the voice of Jesus: he tells you who you really are, he announces peace to you, 
and he assures you that there is plenty for all.  
 
IV. But here’s the thing about Easter: The disciples don’t just experience the presence 
of the Risen Lord and say, “Well, that feels good.” Instead they experience the Risen 
Lord and realize, “Well, we have work to do.”  
 
We aren’t just called to be people who know who we truly are, hear the call of peace, 
believe that there is plenty, and live happily ever after. We are also to be out and about 
in the world proclaiming that good news in word and deed. The church is to be the 
voice, the presence of Jesus in this world. You are to be the voice, the presence of the 
Risen One in Hamilton, New York.  
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How do people in this community know St. Thomas’? I have no doubt they experience 
you as a place of grace and love. But the question for you, the question for all 
Christians, is how can you—how can we—more and more become the presence of 
Jesus in our communities?  
 
For too long, too many Christians have been known for all kinds of other things, some 
good things, and no doubt some bad things. But the joy of Easter demands us to be 
known as nothing less than the living body of the Risen Christ—here, now, today.  
 
The joy of Easter demands that we become a community that calls this world its true 
name—loved by God without end.That we be a community that announces peace in a 
world bent on destruction. That we be a community that proclaims that there is plenty 
when everything around us cries out that life and goods and love are scarce and need 
to be hoarded.  
 
The joy of Easter demands that we be about the business of inviting everyone to the 
feast of plenty.  
 
Alleluia! Christ is Risen! [The Lord is Risen Indeed! Alleluia!] 
 
And now—we have work to do.  


