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Easter 2A   John 20:19-31 

 

In our Holy Week journey, behind us so quickly as are all our moments in time, we 

emphasized that we can be apprehended by the stories of the Passion of Christ when we 

see them as our stories, finding ourselves in the stories so that they become about 

ourselves. 

 

We can imagine ourselves into them once again, to become in a sense those dusty biblical 

people: to put ourselves in the place of the good thief spread-eagled in the merciless sun 

saying to the dying Jesus beside him, “Jesus, remember me when you come into your 

kingly power,” which is after all at the heart of every prayer we offer or ever will offer, in 

one form or an other: Remember me, Remember me. Jesus, remember! 

 

The story from John’s Gospel this morning invites our entrance and evokes our 

imagination. It is about trying to believe in Jesus when the surrounding world is as full of 

shadows and ambiguities and yearnings and doubts and promises as the room where the 

story takes place is, and as you and I are inside ourselves!  

On this evening after the resurrection the door of the shadowy room where the disciples 

had gathered was bolted tight against the threat of those who had seized Jesus so few 

hours ago. Every otherwise expected sound becomes like footsteps on the stairs. They 

speak in whispers in this small and crowded room. You can almost smell their fear. 

 

Not fully believing what Mary Magdalena had said about seeing Jesus alive again and 

failing to be comforted, (he was after all absent from them when they really needed him), 

he suddenly was there with them. “He came and stood among them,” John says, and he 

spoke to them. 
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“Shalom,” was what he said, “Peace be with you,” which of all words were the ones on that 

night they most needed to hear. But the way John tells it, it was as if they were too 

stunned to comprehend, so Jesus had to show them his wounds, his hands and side, and 

then they recognized him. “As the Father has sent me, even so I send you,” he said, and he 

breathed on them. 

 

Can we put ourselves into that part of the story, into their place as they breathed his 

breath into themselves, his life into their lives? It might be that we are closer to their 

experience than we believe we are. 

I believe Christ dwells deeply in all of us, whether or not we believe, and whether known 

or unknown brings healing and hope. Have there not been moments in all of our lives 

when the hand we reached out to another’s need we sensed was not only our hand but 

Christ’s hand also? 

 

And what about those moments when our tears of sadness or of joy at another’s sadness 

or joy, or even at our own sadness or joy, were to us as Christ’s tears?  

 

 “Receive the Holy Spirit,” he said to them in the shadows of the room, and have not all of 

us breathed more of that spirit into our own shadows than we dream?  

 

The absent disciple was Thomas, as much a friend of Jesus as any of them. He thought 

Jesus was dead, over and done with. He knew what Mary Magdalene had claimed, and 

now the others were reporting the same thing, and he was having none of it! “Unless I see 

in his hands the print of the nails, and place my fingers in the mark of the nails, and place 

my hand in his side, he said, “I will not believe.” 

 

Thomas is called the Twin in the New Testament, and if you want to know who the other 

twin is, I will tell you. I am the other twin, and my strong hunch is, so are you.  
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How in the world can we believe that Christ is alive when we cannot see him? I know that 

the sky and the mountains are in place, and that you and I are alive -  by looking. The 

central proclamation and holiest mystery of Christian faith is that after his death Jesus 

returned to life and is alive this day – and how can we believe that? 

 

There are lots of other things about him that we can believe: that he was the best of the 

best, better than the best, that he embodied fully the love of God, that his beauty and 

holiness has been sustained in our hearts over the centuries, and that he is still of all holy 

people the one most worth following. 

But when Thomas says that unless he sees him with his own eyes he will not believe that 

he is actually alive in the way you and I are actually alive, I believe we know in our own 

hearts what he is expressing. 

 

Thanks be to God that we can see with more than our eyes. Our eyes tell us that the 

Rocky Mts remain in place and change colors with the seasons. Our eyes tell us that the 

child’s smile runs from ear to ear, that she has a freckled nose and most resembles her 

mother when she is asleep.  

Our eyes reveal that the photographs of Abraham Lincoln taken days before his death 

display a man who at the age of fifty-six looked as old as time.  

Our eyes tell us that the St. Francis Center is jammed with what seems to be saddened 

women and men often crushed by life. 

 

All of these things are only facts and that is all that is shown to our eyes. But eyes cannot 

see the truth, not fully. And the real truth about the Rockies is their stupendous beauty; 

the truth about the little girl that she is so precious that we would give up our very lives 

to save her if that was called for; the truth about Lincoln is that he was so was deep and 
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rich that we cry when we are at his memorial in Washington DC, and the truth about the 

St. Francis Center is that by God’s grace it is full of holiness! 

We see such truth not with the eyes of our head, but with the eyes of our hearts. 

 

Eight days after Jesus’ first appearance to the disciples, John says, Jesus returns to the 

same room and Thomas was present this time.  

He again said “Peace” to them and then turned to Thomas, speaking to him as if he was 

the only one in the room, and you can only imagine their eyes meeting in the flicker of 

the oil lamp. Jesus look must have been one of “enormous kindness.” 

“Put your finger here, and see my hands,” he said, “and put out your hand, and place it in 

my side. Do not be faithless, but believing.” 

 

What an extraordinary offer, one that Thomas may not have actually heard, because 

possibly for the first time in his life beyond the physical fact of Jesus he was apprehended 

by the truth of who Jesus was for him! 

 

I imagine that Thomas was so moved by the reality he was experiencing within himself 

that there was no need to touch Jesus, and that all he could do was to say something that 

he must have said in a whisper—“My Lord and my God!” 

He was speechless. He had seen Jesus with the eyes of his heart and nothing more 

needed to be said. 

 

Can we imagine ourselves into that story? 

Have we come close to seeing the truth of Jesus the way Thomas did just then? 

 

 I believe that we have, maybe even more than we know, and that glimpses like this are 

what brings us to church and what keeps us in community with the others who have 

glimpsed Jesus with the eyes of their hearts. 
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I believe we have seen Jesus in the faces and lives of those who serve and love Jesus, in the 

pages of the Gospels when by some sudden grace those words come alive for us as if they 

are being spoken just to us. “Come to me all who labor and are heavy laden, and I will give 

you rest.” Spoken directly to us! 

 

Or in some great literature or music like Bach’s Passion According to St. John that I have 

been listening to, or in some faded fresco on an ancient church wall outside of Rome 

where it seems that the One who is alive again moves for all who have eyes to see, eyes of 

our hearts. 

 

I believe we see Jesus alive now and then in our own congregation  of God when we pause 

our chatter long enough to sense that he is present and waiting and listening, or when we 

pause to take in deeply that up to 20 houseless and often endangered women have been 

finding companionship, food and shelter, and a prepared place to sleep each Friday night 

in our Undercroft. 

And we see the Risen One in our continuing commitment to the sheltering of those 

around us without a home, and in our coming efforts to reshape and renew our outreach 

ministry. 

 

I believe we have seen the One who has been raised in those moments when by the grace 

of God we have been able to be little Christs to one another, receiving and forgiving and 

championing one another, warts and all. 

And we have seen Him in the faces of the children who grace this place. 

 

And maybe most of all I believe that we have seen him in our deep longing for him, 

which, thank God, continues and is not dependent on knowing that it is the Risen One 

that we are longing for. 
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“Have you believed because you have seen me?”  Jesus asks Thomas, our twin, and my best 

hunch is that Thomas believed not because of what his eyes had seen but because of what 

his heart had seen! 

 

He had after all seen Jesus, son of Mary and Joseph, but with his heart he saw, maybe for 

the first time in his life, the One he was destined to love and serve even when Jesus was 

no longer around for him to see with his eyes any more than he is around for us to see 

with ours. 

 

The final words from Jesus that day were, “Blessed are those who have not seen and yet 

believe,” and surely he was including you and me. 

It would have been marvelous in our eyes to have seen Jesus, but in the long run we are 

not sure what difference that would have made for us.  

But what makes all the difference in the world is the one who from time to time, by grace, 

I believe we have seen with the eyes of our hearts or who is always there to see if we will 

only keep the eyes of our hearts peeled for him. 

 

To see him with the heart is to know that in the long run his kind of life in the only life 

worth living, and it is to take heart, to grow true hearts, brave hearts, at last. That must be 

the dearest hope and prayer we have for ourselves and for one another. 


