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My name is Thomas. You may not know who I am.  But perhaps you will recognize 
me by the nickname I’ve gotten – “Doubting Thomas.”  It started as some good-
natured ribbing by the other disciples, but it has now made its way outside our little 
circle of friends.  It doesn’t particularly concern me.  People have short memories.  
It won’t be very long before people don’t even remember who I was, let alone what 
I did.  Or, that I had some doubts. 

Not that I think doubt is in and of itself a bad thing.  God gave us the ability to 
reason, and I’ve always believed in approaching life with a healthy skepticism.  
Honest doubt can be a pathway that leads us to a deeper faith. 

But if future generations ever do retell the story of “Doubting Thomas,” I hope that 
people will understand the true nature of my doubt.  You see, I don’t believe that 
my uncertainty about Christ’s resurrection was really any greater than that of any 
of the other disciples.  I had heard what Christ had said about what would befall 
“the Son of Man,” how he would be murdered by sinful men and rise three days 
later.  And after his death, as I sat alone and pondered all that – his crucifixion… 
the empty tomb – it began to make sense to me. 

Remember, I had spent three years with Jesus.  And I was paying attention. I had 
eaten my fill with thousands of others from a basket containing a few fish and 
loaves of bread, and there were basketsful left over.  I had witnessed the lame 
leaping on new legs, people blind from birth who received new sight, and lepers 
with skin like a newborn baby’s.  I was in the boat when the rain and the wind 
stopped at Jesus’ command.  I saw Jesus restore life to two people who had died 
– the daughter of Jairus, and Jesus’ dear friend, Lazarus.  For all of Jesus’ 
disciples, the amazing and the incredible were our constant companions.  The 
issue with me was never believing in the power of God to resurrect his son, or of 
preserving the hope that God would. 

The issue with me was something else entirely.  It was with grasping a part of 
Jesus’ message that I admit I never quite got a hold of.  You might say that it was 
not so much that I doubted that Jesus would return.  What I doubted was that he 
would ever return to us disciples.  I mean, why would he? 

I remember how we tried to talk Jesus out of even going to Jerusalem.  It was then 
that the brave Thomas stood up and said to the other disciples, “Come, let us go 
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to Jerusalem with him, and die with him if we must.”  But, of course, it wasn’t long 
before my courageous speech was revealed to be so much bravado; so many 
empty words.  On what turned out to be the night of our last meal together, we had 
sat in that upper room with Jesus and pledged our undying loyalty.  But later on, 
as Jesus was arrested, none of us stood up for him.  Some of us ran.  Some of us 
just faded into the shadows and hoped we could remain unnoticed. 

In the courtyard outside the hall where Jesus was being mocked and beaten, 
Peter denied he had ever known Jesus.  None of us could be too hard on Peter.  I 
think we knew in our hearts that if we were confronted, we would do the same as 
Peter did.  The next day as the mob screamed for Jesus to be put to death, we all 
stood by, silently.  None of us would even claim the body of our friend and master 
for fear that we might be connected with him by the authorities.  Burying Jesus 
was left to a Pharisee.  Jesus was all but abandoned by us who claimed to love 
him.  Some “followers” – some disciples – we were. 

I can’t speak for the others, but as I hid by myself in the days following Jesus’ 
death, I was experiencing a strange kind of fear.  Some people think we were all 
afraid for our own safety.  But that wasn’t the case for me.  I was terrified that I 
might never look Jesus in the face again.  And I was terrified that someday I might 
have to stand before Jesus again, and look him in the face.  You see, that was 
what my doubt was, really.  It was fear – fear that I did not want to acknowledge, 
and I tried to disguise.  How often are we fearful to take a step of faith, and justify 
ourselves by claiming we have legitimate doubt?  But I was afraid.  What would we 
say to Jesus if we met him again?  What could we say?   

And what might Jesus say to us?  No one would blame Jesus at all if he 
condemned us all in no uncertain terms for our cowardice – if he forced us to 
come face-to-face with our infidelity.  What if Jesus came right out and accused us 
of being complicit with his murderers?  No one would deny that he had the right.  
What might Jesus do?   

We all knew Jesus to be a quiet, compassionate and peaceful man, but we had 
seen Jesus full of righteous anger.  I was as surprised as anyone on our second 
day in Jerusalem when Jesus became incensed at the merchants and 
moneychangers in the temple.  We all watched wide-eyed as Jesus turned over 
their tables, scattered their animals, and drove them from the temple using a 
knotted rope as a whip.  Who could blame Jesus if he did the same to us? 

No, you’re right.  I wasn’t really afraid that Jesus would physically threaten us.  
The thing I was most fearful of was that Jesus had risen from the tomb, was busy 
finding new followers he could rely on, and would never have anything to do with 
us again.  I was afraid he would never again speak to us, let alone call us his 
friends. 
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I struggled with all these things in my solitude, and they were literally swirling in my 
head when some of the other disciples came and gave me the news.  They had 
seen Jesus.  He had come to them in the upper room.  In my fear and confusion, I 
blurted out the first thing that came into my head: “Unless I see him, and touch his 
side, and put my fingers in the holes in his hands, I will not believe you.”  Wait.  Is 
that what I meant to say?  Well, no, not exactly.  But the reality – that I was afraid 
that I could never be a whole person again if it weren’t true – was too hard to 
explain to them.  And it was a week later, in the upper room, that Jesus came 
again.  This time, I was there. 

And as I knelt before him, as I touched his wounded side and his nail-scarred 
hands and knew it to be him; and as he spoke gently to me, my terror was gone.  
In that instant I knew in my heart the meaning of the message that had so 
thoroughly eluded me in my personal agony.  It was the wideness of God’s mercy.  
It was God’s infinite capacity to love us.  I suddenly knew that nothing, and 
nobody, has ever been beyond God’s ability to forgive, or his power to redeem – 
not even me.  And I knew there was only one way to respond: “My Lord, and my 
God!”  Jesus had never stopped being Lord and God.  But only in that moment 
was I able to once again call him “mine” – despite all I had done, and all I had 
failed to do. 

Christ knew exactly what I had been going through.  He even teased me a bit 
about it.  “Thomas,” he said, with his voice full of blessing, “Thomas, have you only 
believed because you’ve seen…?”  Our master gave me, and the other disciples, 
his peace in the upper room.  In fact, he said it not once, but three times: “Peace 
be with you!”   

In that instant, our troubled hearts were calmed.  But we did not feel his peace 
because the risen Christ had removed our doubts.  We felt at peace because he 
had removed our fears.  Christ brought us peace, because he brought us the thing 
that gives true peace – the freedom of people who know they are loved … and 
forgiven. 


