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I don’t remember his name.  Maybe I should, but it was a while ago and a lot of water 
has passed many bridges since then, along with his name. 
  
He was in a hospital bed with a broken body.  His twitchy and angry spirit along 
with his sad and empty eyes were increasingly familiar signs of crystal 
methamphetamine addiction. It was a four-wheeler accident that brought him to the 
ER and then to my orthopedic recovery floor.  I learned that the reason he had been 
flying down the wooded power line trail was the “bubba crack” epidemic running 
through rural Tennessee and Georgia. I was a seminary student chaplain, eager to 
earn my chops during a summer of CPE – Clinical Pastoral Education - at a hospital 
in Chattanooga. 
 
Earlier that morning I smiled as I read the hospital census report.  Most of the 
patients I had met in ortho recovery were older - mid life or elderly folks recovering 
from repaired or replaced hips, knees and shoulders.  Seeing a teenager on my visit 
list was a pleasant surprise.  I had come to seminary after many years of parish 
youth ministry, and connecting with a young person would be a welcome return to 
my comfort zone. 
 
I bounced into his room, full of energy, full of hip youth ministry zeal, and full of 
myself.  I left his bedside a short while later, stinging from an obscenity-filled 
rebuke.  I went back later that day and week, sure that I could break through.  I 
learned little of his story.  And attempts to build rapport, establish a friendly 
connection, share in a prayer, were met with suspicion, over-flowing anger and 
fuming insults of preachers, religion and God.  
 
Already worn out from a long summer of trying to make a difference in this large 
hospital, I had it.  My own anger, self doubt, disappointment, fear, insecurity and 
questions of my pastoral effectiveness rose to the surface.  “What difference can I 
make?  And if I cannot make that difference, then why do I think I am called to be a 
priest?” 
 
I am sure that I had an encouraging conversation with my CPE mentor and 
discussion group later that week, processing and learning from my visit. But 
truthfully, I don’t remember that either.  I just remember the disappointment of that 
bedside encounter.  
 
It’s taken me years since then to understand and get over my own sense of self-
importance in moments like this one.  My own desires to be the right presence, to 



say the right thing, to offer the right words at the right time mask my own 
insecurity, fear and the size and fragility of my ego.   
 
This is what connects to me in this story of Jesus. Jesus appears to his friends 
following his resurrection.   And in that small gathering around a meal he comes to 
them, and says to them simply: “See the wounds.”  There is no attempt to interpret 
or over-explain how important the wounds are, or the meaning of the wounds, or 
the particular layers of symbolism.   He allows the disciples to see and understand – 
or not.  And then he asks for some food.  After all, it’s been a long couple of days, and 
he is hungry.   
 
In revealing his wounds to his friends, Jesus opens their eyes to the fullness of his 
humanity, his suffering and his real resurrected presence with them.  And in seeing 
his scars, his wounds, the outward and visible signs of his very real painful suffering, 
they understand the depths of God’s love and compassion.  The Latin root of that 
word, compassion, is “compati”- which means “to suffer with.”  Emmanuel, God with 
us, is fully with us, in all ways, especially in our suffering, in our wounded-ness.  
 
In my eagerness to be the right presence at the right time, which is more often about 
my ego than anything else, I miss the compassionate moment in which Christ is 
revealed.  In my eagerness to judge my effectiveness as a priest and as a person, as 
though there is some metric for such a thing, I often miss Jesus’ presence.  In the 
interest of saying the right thing, I tend to over-explain.  Empty statements and holy 
assurances take the place of the compassionate vulnerability of Christ.   
 
It is I who need healing.  And as I confess my brokenness I learn that Christ has 
always been near, and is drawing closer through my wounds.  And if that is true, 
then maybe my work is not to bring Christ into wounded places, but to acknowledge 
that Christ is already there in the wounded places, and I need to be quiet, tender and 
aware in his presence. 
 
And as I seek deeper union with Christ, I am called to bear my own wounds with 
courage and compassion, and to bear witness - reverent and often wordless witness 
- to Christ as he is revealed in his wounds, as he is revealed in my wounded life, and 
the wounded life of others. 
 
 
  


