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April 23, 2017  

Several years ago, I was vacationing with my close friend in Glacier National Park, Montana.  One morning we 
decided to travel to the town of Essex, about 30 miles west of the park.  The population of Essex is 70 people, 
and the population density is 1 person per square mile.  The only real attraction there is the Izaak Walton Inn.  It 
used to be an old rooming house for railroad workers, because the only business there is a very large rail switch 
yard.  Today it is a quaint little inn with a quaint little porch where visitors can enjoy lunch.  That’s why we were 
there.  And as we were having our meal on the deck another couple of people appeared from around the corner 
and took the table next to ours.  One of those two was Johan van Parys, who is the Director of Liturgy at the 
Basilica of St. Mary’s in Minneapolis, and with whom I had ministered at various times for more than a dozen 
years.  It was one of those occasions when you casually glance at a person, and then do a double take because 
you just can’t believe it, and the only question to be asked is, “What are you doing here?!”  What are the odds 
that two guys from the Twin Cities encountering one another in a tiny town in a mountain pine forest 2,000 
miles from here?  Something close to impossible.  And yet there we were. 

That memory is about as close as I can come to imagining what must have been the reaction of the disciples on 
that Easter night, with the added details that everybody there presumed that Jesus was dead, and the fact that 
they were inside a locked room.  “What are you doing here?!”  “How is this possible?!” 

But there was another difference.  If I, and Johan, and our travel companions happened to meet up in Essex, it 
was nothing more than an extraordinary, delightful coincidence, and after lunch was over we all departed and 
continued our travels.  But if Jesus and the disciples really met up in the Upper Room, then it meant the whole 
world had been changed forever, and there was no way to resume life as it had been up to that moment.  There 
could be no more simply saying farewell and going back to their original plans.  “What are you doing here?!”  
Maybe that is the question to which this gospel calls us.   

Because Jesus did not appear that night simply to say hello, or to assure his grieving friends that he was OK in 
heaven.  That would have been very consoling in itself, but that isn’t where this story ended.  In fact, Jesus 
revealed to them that he wasn’t simply in in heaven after his death.  He was still very much alive on Earth.  
“Touch my side and hands,” is what he said.  But if he was truly with them on Earth, even after his death, then it 
meant that the disciples’ roles had not ended, and in many ways, had just begun. Up until that encounter in the 
Upper Room, the prevailing question among his followers seems to have been, “Oh no, what are we supposed 
to do now?”  Now that it’s all over?” 

And to that question Jesus arrived with an answer: “As the Father has sent me, so I send you.  Receive the Holy 
Spirit, then go out and be agents of forgiveness and mercy.  Become the reason for other people to believe in 
the truth of my words and my life.” 

“What are you doing here, Lord?!” 
“What are you doing here, Lord?!” 
“I am here to give you a mission, and it doesn’t involve sitting around in fear.  This isn’t just like a happy meeting 
over lunch in Essex.  Your plans have to change now.”   

And all that continues to endure to this day for those of us who claim to be his disciples.  To show up at church 
every week is not merely an opportunity to say hello to Jesus or to think about life beyond the grave.  It’s to 
become open and willing to change our plans here and now.  I’m sure that was the same mixture of delight and 
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burden for the first apostles as it now is for us.  And if there are any among us who believe that we have no need 
to adjust or change our plans for how we will live for the next week, then we really have no reason to be here.  
Resurrection is not only an announcement of triumph for Jesus.  It is a task. 

Because the necessary response to a true encounter with the Risen Lord is never a simple “Wow!  Great to be 
with you!”  It is, instead, conversion, a decision to be more closely conformed to Christ next weekend than we 
are now.  It is a sending.  The gospel tells us so.  “As the Father sent me, so I send you.”   

That’s what it means to be a “believer”.  The Risen Lord is not a concept.  He is a person, one who calls us to a 
new and different and fearless way of living here and now.  The Eucharist helps us be strong enough to make it 
possible. 

 


