
Second Weekend of Easter (RCL/A): “Yes, Lord, I Believe; Help My Unbelief” 
1 Peter 1:3-9; John 20:19-31 
April 18-19, 2020 
Holy Trinity Lutheran Church, Manasquan, NJ 
 
  

 Especially in these days of COVID-19 quarantine, we’re more apt to feel “apart from" than “a part 

of.”  Hopefully an exception to that sense of isolation is our virtual worship time together, especially if 

you can see as well as hear us, and if you’re chatting on-line with other faith friends.  

 Thomas shows up in today’s Gospel.  He certainly felt “apart from” rather than “a part of” the rest 

of the gang when a week earlier he was off “somewhere” doing “something” and Jesus appeared to the 

others in Thomas’ absence.  Or at least they said the risen Lord paid them a visit.  Thomas, 

understandably, questioned that report.  How likely was it that a dead man showed up alive?? 

 Thomas has been called an “honest skeptic.”1  At the Last Supper Jesus talks about His Father’s 

house having many rooms, about going there to prepare a place for His followers, then He says, “And you 

know the place where I’m going.”  The others are probably looking at each other quizzically, as in, “Do 

you know what He’s talking about?” It’s Thomas, the honest skeptic, who’s humble enough to be willing 

to look dumb, and who ‘fesses up to being confused: “Lord, we don’t know where you’re going,.  How 

could we know the way?”  And Jesus says, “I am the way, and the truth and the life.”  (John 14:2, 4-6)  

Thomas, the “honest skeptic,” has also been called a “courageous pessimist.”2   You may recall that 

the weekend before Palm Sunday Thomas made a cameo appearance in the story about Jesus raising 

Lazarus.  When Jesus announced it was time to head back to Judea to “awaken” Lazarus, a chorus of 

disciples wondered aloud, “Are you nuts??  They just tried to kill you there.  And you want to go back??”  

Thomas, the courageous pessimist, was the lone voice who cried out, “Let us also go, that we may die with 

him.”  (John 11:16) 

Thomas, of course, was among the majority of disciples who ran away after Jesus was arrested in 

the Garden of Gethsemane.  When push came to shove, he hadn’t been willing to die with Jesus.  That first 

Easter evening he was “apart from” his friends.  They were huddled together, apparently feeling more 



 2 
secure and finding some comfort in each other’s presence.  Thomas’ grief, guilt, anger, despair, had split 

him off from the community.  I’m thinking he was like a cat, licking his wounds in some private corner of 

his shattered world.  When he resurfaces awhile later, it’s not just that Thomas can’t believe he missed 

the action; he can’t believe, period.  In his mind, there was no action.  He’s gotta save some face and look 

like the tough guy, so he makes the statement he’d come to regret: 

“Unless I see the nail holes in his hands, put my finger in the nail holes, and stick my hand in 
his side, I won’t believe it.” (John 20:25, The Message) 
 

 Thomas doubted, all right.  He actually became the patron saint of the blind, so blind was he to the 

reality of the resurrection.   “Doubting Thomas”: how sad that his nickname comes not from his courage, 

not from his honesty, not from his faithful following, but from the temporary doubt that was his defense 

against the disappointment he feared if he allowed himself to believe the Lord was actually raised and 

then found out He was as dead as ever, tucked permanently into the tomb, moldering like any other 

corpse. 

 I sometimes doubt.  I have questioned things that I eventually came to realize are true.  We all 

doubt at times.  Some doubted that there was actually a global pandemic.   Some doubted that we’d be as 

severely affected as we have been.  I doubted that hospitals would actually accept and use homemade 

masks for their staff.  That seemed like quite a stretch to me, but I found out it is true.  (Thank Heaven for 

the mask makers!)  At painful points in my life I’ve found it hard to imagine that any good could come of 

the situation in which I found myself.  That qualifies as doubt in my book.  So who am I?  Doubting Mary?  

Or faith-filled Mary?  I am both.  I’m guessing you are, too. 

 We can be very “all or nothing.”  We can think, “You either have faith or you don’t.”  That’s not true, 

in my experience.  It’s both/and.  There’s a faith spectrum: on one end is faith that never questions.  On 

the other end is a total absence of faith, the non-existence of trust in God’s goodness, God’s love, God’s 

power to save.  I’ve never met anyone who lives permanently at either extreme of that faith spectrum.  I 

think we’re all somewhere in between, always in flux, dancing along the spectrum, sometimes on the 
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brighter end of things, and sometimes in the shadows.   And I believe God loves us, wherever we fall on a 

particular day or in a particular season of our faith life.   

   Blaise Pascal, the French mathematician and great man of faith, once imagined God saying to him, 

“You would not seek Me if you had not already found Me.”  Like Thomas, we all have “bouts of doubt,”3 

but in the midst of our honest skepticism, our dogged questioning, our screaming at the heavens, our cold 

silence, our refusal to speak to the One whom we believe has been deaf to our pleas, despite all that, we 

also intermittently or quite consistently flirt with faith. 

 Jesus passed through death and hell to save us.    In today’s Gospel He appears to frightened people 

in lockdown mode, people just like us.   Jesus will definitely pass through the locked doors of our hearts, 

too, when necessary.  Despite all our bouts with doubt, He loves us still.  By God’s grace, we will continue 

to at least flirt with faith, even and especially in these trying, COVID-19  times.  When I’m hard-pressed to 

“keep the faith,” I hold close to my heart the words of the father of the little epileptic boy whom Jesus 

ultimately heals: “Lord, I believe!  Help my unbelief!”  (Mark 9:24)  Perhaps we can even add, “Lord, I do 

not yet see the answer to my prayer, but I do believe.  Help my unbelief.”  Amen 

 1Interpreter’s Bible (vol. 7, NY: Abingdon, 1951), p. 798. 
 2Ibid. 
 3New Interpreter’s Bible (Vol. XII, Nashville: Abingdon, 1998),  p. 254. 
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