
Jesus came and stood among his disciples. 

Anywhere else in the Gospel story and this would not be a strange statement. It must have occurred countless 
times before this particular moment, yet this time was different. This time, the presence of Jesus in the midst 
of his disciples was not only unexpected, but it was seemingly impossible. 

It comes as no surprise to us—the modern audience. We have likely been here before. We know the story. 
Jesus was supposed to be dead and the disciples were now afraid for their own lives. Their fear was not 
unreasonable; the person in whom they had put their trust, whom they had believed to be the messiah and 
whom they had given up everything to follow was now dead. The story in which they had invested their lives 
appeared to be over and they had been wrong. Even worse—they believed that they too might share the 
same fate as Jesus. Perhaps their following had led them not to liberation, but to certain death. 

In the midst of their fear, Jesus came and stood among his disciples. 

How astonished they must have been! Jesus, the one whom they believed was not only their Messiah but their 
friend, was alive and standing in their midst. How could it be? What great reversal, beyond the bounds of 
possibility, had occurred in the natural order of things? 

Jesus must have sensed their bewilderment. The first words he spoke to his friends were “Peace be with you,” 
reassuring them that his presence in their midst was not an illusion or hallucination. He really was alive. Their 
belief was not misplaced. The story was not over. Their hopes had been resurrected with Christ. 

They must have wondered what exactly this would mean for them. What will the continuation, this 
resurrection of their shared story, require of them? Jesus, again, responds to their innermost concerns by 
repeating, “Peace be with you,” and then continuing, “As the Father has sent me, so I send you.” 

Put plainly, Jesus tells the disciples that they cannot remain in the comfort and safety of the home in which 
they had gathered. His story isn’t over, and because of this, their story wasn’t over yet either. This was always 
the plan, and the next step would require them to go out into the world and share the good news of the 
Resurrection with everyone. 

I wonder if this request made them even more afraid. After all, sharing our faith with others can be a 
vulnerable experience.  I wonder what it might have been like to break this story, to be the first people to 
share the news of the Resurrection with another. This claim would surely be met by disbelief. How could it 
not? 

While disbelief had to have been at least one of the expected outcomes, they probably didn’t expect it to be 
the response of one of their own. Yet the next line in our passage reveals that Thomas, one of the twelve 
disciples, had not been present with the others when Jesus came and stood in their midst. While the other 
disciples had witnessed and come to believe in the resurrected Jesus, Thomas could not bring himself to 
believe without also seeing Jesus for himself. 

Thomas often gets a bad rap. We, who have the benefit of reading this story with a fuller knowledge of what 
would occur, often dismiss Thomas’ unbelief, assuming that we would have been less hesitant to believe or 
more faithful in our resistance of reasonable doubt. We too often afford ourselves the benefit of the doubt 
when placing ourselves in another’s shoes, assuming that we would we not be subject to or would somehow 
overcome the same human weaknesses that others have displayed throughout history. 



But is doubt a weakness? Or is it simply an opportunity, a space, a possible fertile ground in which faith might 
grow and ultimately blossom? 

The great Systematic theologian Paul Tillich once wrote: “But doubt is not the opposite of faith; it is an 
element of faith.” 

Perhaps Thomas understood this when he said, “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.” Thomas knew what had happened to 
his friend and Messiah. He, like the other disciples, had carried the weight of fear and doubt that came from 
having his hopes dashed. He had not seen the resurrected Jesus as the others had and he would not be 
satisfied until he had seen him with his own eyes. He would take no one’s word for it. 

I cannot blame him. Can you? Who among us would not have responded in a similar fashion? 

A week later, the disciples were gathered together again in the same house where they had last seen Jesus. 
Only this time, Thomas was with them.  

Once again, Jesus came and stood in the midst of his disciples. He greeted them again, saying, “Peace be with 
you,” before turning and addressing Thomas directly. He said, “Put your finger here and see my hands. Reach 
out your hand and put it in my side. Do not doubt but believe.” 

The Greek word we translate to “doubt” is ἄπιστος (apistos), which means unfaithful, faithless or unbelieving, 
without trust in God. Jesus is touching on something deeper here than Thomas simply doubting that the 
person of Jesus was no longer dead and had resurrected. Jesus was touching on Thomas’ belief or lack of 
belief in the God who had sent Jesus into the world and who was capable of resurrecting not only Jesus, but 
the entire creation. 

Jesus’ words, “Do not doubt but believe,” are aimed not only at Thomas, but also at all those who encounter 
this passage, and are struggling to believe that God is able to do the thing which God has promised—call our 
world into new and unending, resurrected life. 

Thomas responds, saying, “My Lord and my God!” This too should be our response, as we so often find 
ourselves in Thomas’ shoes, struggling to believe and remain faithful when the world around us often seems 
hellbent on its own destruction rather than resurrection and new life. 

Jesus responds with all future generations, including us, in mind, saying, “Have you believed because you have 
seen me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.” 

Because what other choice do we have? 

We believe not because we have seen his wounds or placed our hands within his side, but because we have 
seen Christ in the face of another, we have heard God’s voice in the song of a child or the gasping of the aged. 
We have been made aware of a God of all creation by others who have not seen or touched Christ, but rather 
they live their lives in such a way that Christ has been made present in our midst. 

And this is exactly who we are called to be – especially in a hurting world. 

I’m sure you’ve heard this Celtic Blessing before, (I may have used it in a previous sermon) but it rings most 
true for us today as the people of God.  I think of this blessing as a way in which we are called to live our lives:   



 

May the Christ who walks on wounded feet walk with you on the road. 
May the Christ who serves with wounded hands stretch out your hands to serve. 
May the Christ who loves with a wounded heart open your hearts to love. 
May you see the face of Christ in everyone you meet, and may everyone you meet 
see the face of Christ in you. 

May we always see the face of Christ in each other and be able to exclaim “My Lord and my God.”  Amen. 


