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John 20:19-31

Poor Thomas! He wasn’t there when Jesus appeared to the apostles that day, when he first asked them to “Receive the Holy Spirit.” I used to think Thomas was acting like a jerk when he made that ultimatum that he wouldn’t believe until he could actually see and touch Jesus. Then I wondered if he was reacting in jealousy, that the others were able to see and talk to Jesus and he wasn’t. I began to think a little differently about Thomas when I noticed another time he appeared in John’s Gospel, back in John 11:16.

Jesus has heard that his friend Lazarus is ill, and he wants to visit him in Judea. The disciples protest: “Rabbi, the Jews were just trying to stone you, and you want to go back there?” But Jesus insists, telling them that Lazarus has died, and he wants to go to him so the disciples “may believe.” And Thomas, the same bull-headed, “I-wanna-see-it-for-myself” Thomas from today’s Gospel, says, "Let us also go to die with him." To me, that speaks of great heroism. He knew that the Jews were looking for any reason they could find to arrest Jesus, and walking back to Judea meant walking into a firestorm. He was ready to die with his Lord. That takes courage.

Another time Thomas speaks in the Gospel is when he asks Jesus in John 14:5: "Master, we do not know where you are going; how can we know the way?" And Jesus replies with the line you have heard over and over a bazillion times: "I am the way and the truth and the life.” Would we have ever heard those ever-comforting words if Thomas hadn’t asked? Each time someone tells you there is “no way” you can reach a goal, tell them you know “the way,” the way around every obstacle—Jesus.

If I had been in Jerusalem and seen Jesus crucified, I’ll bet you anything I would not have believed he could appear in a locked room, alive and talking. I would have been as skeptical as Thomas was. And because he was totally humbled the next time Jesus appeared, he said, “My Lord and my God!” When I was in grade school at St. Mary’s, we were taught to whisper those same words to ourselves when the priest lifted up the Body and Blood of Christ at each Mass. I still do that today.

We are, Jesus says, blessed because we “have not seen and have believed.” That’s only because we have received the gift of faith. There have been those rough times when I wondered if he cared even a little bit about my life. But he is as patient with me as he was with Thomas, always willing to show me his wounds, giving me the grace to believe once again.

