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Thomas’s Doubt                        Pastor Tom 
- John 20:24-29                   April 10,2020 
 

I grew up in a hard-working home.  My father worked hard on our farm.  My mother worked hard on the 

meals and raising us children.  I have to admit, when we were younger we made things harder.  I am a twin after 

all.  My twin and I came up with new ideas to cause trouble.  But our trouble making didn’t last long.  My Mom 

might smile for half a second.  Then she’d get after us and go back to the pressing duties she faced.  As soon 

as we were old enough,  we had to help with the work.  Oh, I should introduce myself.  My name is Thomas.  

Some people call me Didymus.  But I prefer Thomas.  I was one of Jesus 12 disciples.   

 As we grew up, there was no such thing as leisure time.  We had to work from sunrise to sunset.  So 

when we finished supper and the countryside went dark, we just collapsed into sleep.  Since we constantly lived 

on the edge of survival, my Dad had little patience for small talk.  He stated clearly what needed to be done and 

the expectations he had on us and other people.  Sometimes, this rubbed people the wrong way.  They wished 

he would have spoken nicely.  But when you’re trying to survive, niceness goes way down on the priority list.  I 

suppose I learned that from him.  I didn’t say much in group settings.  But if something needed to be said, I 

wasn’t afraid to speak up.   

 My father and mother led us to keep the Jewish faith.  They prayed before meals and taught us the 

Scriptures as best they could.  We regularly attended synagogue.  But my father found the debates such a waste 

of his time.  He would rather spend his Sabbath resting than bearing with the finer details of theology that some 

argued about.  I had to attend the Sabbath school for boys.  But I found it hard to grasp what we talked about 

sometimes.  If it wasn’t practical to everyday life, I had trouble paying attention.   

 Life went on for us until one day, a visitor spoke at our synagogue.  He said things that we’d never heard 

before.  He helped us understand the law and its application to our live.   My Dad was really impressed.  He had 

a favorite quote from this teacher – “Let what you say simply be ‘Yes’ or ‘No.’ Anything more than this comes 

from evil.”   

 But, when this teacher, Jesus, asked me to become one of His disciples, I worried about my father’s 

disapproval. I was needed on the farm.  But, Jesus had helped him connect to God in a way like dad had never 

connected before.  Father thought if Jesus could do that for him, others like him needed his message. So my 

father gave me his blessing to become one of Jesus’ disciples.   
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 It took me awhile to find my place in the group.  Peter always talked.  James and John constantly 

competed for position.  Matthew was pretty educated and would talk theology with Jesus.  Judas kept the money.   

I did a lot of watching and listening.  I got to see parts of Israel I had never seen before.  We got to know new 

people like this one family near Jerusalem of 2 sisters and brother.  Mary, Martha and Lazarus.  They often 

hosted us when we went to Jerusalem.   

     I remember one time Jesus led us across the Jordan quite far from Jerusalem.  The authorities were 

getting annoyed. We heard rumors that they wanted to stone Him.  So, we ministered in this fairly remote place.  

Word came that our good friend Lazarus had taken ill.     

We wondered if Jesus would immediately return to help Lazarus. He healed so many others.  It would involve 

great risk especially because the authorities sought Jesus.  But He did not seem to think it urgent to help Lazarus.  

We remained there two days and continued with the ministry.  We thought Jesus must have concluded it was 

too risky to go back and help Lazarus.   

But then Jesus said, “Let’s go back to Judea.”  That’s where Lazarus lived.  It didn’t make any sense to go 

back now.  If Lazarus was sick, he would be better by now.  And some Jews wanted to stone Jesus in that region.  

We tried to talk him out of it.  Jesus then informed us that Lazarus had fallen asleep.  So Jesus was going to go 

awaken him.  That was stranger still.  Why did Jesus need to go and wake Lazarus up from sleeping? His sisters 

could do that.  

Then Jesus made it clear.  Lazarus was dead.  Jesus would do something that would help us all believe.   

Then Jesus said again “Let us go to him.”  No one moved.   What point would there be in going to Judea now?  

It was too late to save Lazarus.  Jesus would not only put his own life in danger but, ours also.   

I thought Peter would surely have something to say.  But he just stood there shaking his head.  Well Jesus 

had always come through for us.  So I thought this was the time to step up for him.  So I said, “Let us also go, 

that we may die with him.”  That’s probably not what people wanted to hear but that was the reality.  Going with 

Jesus might mean dying.  But we had to do something instead of just sitting there.  This seemed to help everyone 

get going.  We traveled with Jesus to Bethany.   

You may have heard about what happened.  Lazarus was already dead for four days.  Yet Jesus had them 

open up the tomb.  I thought, “This is getting crazy.  I’d seen Jesus do some amazing things.  But the next 

moment would either expose him as a fraud or prove that He was who He claimed to be.  He called to “Lazarus 
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to come out.”  The dead man came out in his grave clothes alive. This news spread quickly.  I could not wait to 

tell my family someday.  My father would be awestruck yet, I’m sure believe.  We thought, “When this news gets 

out, Jesus could claim His kingdom.”     

Soon, our hopes for Jesus’ royal coronation grew.  He rode into Jerusalem on a donkey.  Crowds of people 

hailed him as their Savior and Deliverer.  They cut off palm branches and waved them at him as he rode by.  

Jerusalem was stuffed full of people for the Passover Feast.  News of his triumphal entry spread throughout the 

city.  All He needed to do was call people to rise up! 

But Jesus didn’t do that.  He spent the next few days talking with us and teaching us further.  Then Thursday 

night came.  He invited us for a supper before Passover.   Some got into the never-ending argument about who 

would be the greatest in the new kingdom.  Jesus shamed our pride by washing our feet and instructing us to do 

the same for one another.  Then he announced one of us would betray him.  Judas got up and left but we didn’t 

understand why.  Jesus gave us a new command to love one another.   

Then Jesus said “where I am going you cannot follow me now, but you will follow afterward.”  Good ole Peter 

came through true to form by immediately saying something.   

“Lord, why can’t I follow you now?  I will lay down my life for you.”  Jesus then predicted that Peter would actually 

deny him three times.   

Then no one spoke.  Things spun in our heads.  Judas was gone. Peter was stunned.  We were all shamed.  

Jesus saw our troubled faces.  So he spoke to our troubled hearts. “Let not your hearts be troubled.  Believe in 

God; believe also in me.  In my Father’s house are many rooms.  If it were not so, would I have told you that I 

go to prepare a place for you?  And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come back again and will take you 

to myself.  And you know the way to where I am going.”  

What was Jesus talking about?  His Father’s house has many rooms?  Did that mean we were going to live 

in the temple?  Why did he have to go to prepare a place for us?  Where was he going to that he needed to 

come back from?  If he was talking about the temple, we certainly knew how to get there.  But he had just told 

Peter that he could not follow Jesus to where he was going.  What did Jesus mean?   

I guess this is where my father’s influence came through.  He taught me not to pretend if I didn’t understand 

something.  If it was important, I needed to speak up even if others thought me stupid.  So I said, “Lord, we don’t 

know where you are going.  How can we know the way?”   I expected him to give me directions.  Instead, He 
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said, “I am the way, the truth and the life.  No one comes to the Father except through me.”  So, He was talking 

about going to be with God our Father and that we would somehow get there.  He spent the next while giving us 

more instructions and comfort for troubled times ahead.   

We left the upper room where we were having supper.  We went to one of Jesus’ favorite places to pray – 

the Garden of Gethsemane.  That’s when my doubt really started. First, Jesus was arrested.  We all deserted 

him.  Then they tried Him and charged Him with blasphemy.  This did not make any sense to me. In the morning, 

we heard the Romans would crucify him.  My father would certainly not approve of someone who got crucified.  

The Romans only crucified the worst criminals and anyone who threatened their power.   But Jesus had taught 

about love and showed compassion and healed people.  How could he be a threat?   

That Friday was one of the worst days of my life.  They took Jesus out in the morning to crucify Him.  Most 

of us were too scared to show our faces.  I hid away in the corner of a room.  I was sorrowful and angry.  Had 

Jesus lied to me?  He had promised a kingdom where He would rule.  He would soon die. I wasted three years 

of my life. I was so ashamed that I had been taken in by this guy who I thought was the real deal.   

Through the rest of Friday and all day Saturday, we hid in different spots throughout the city so that if the 

soldiers found one group of us they wouldn’t catch all of us.  Later on the third day, Sunday, some of the other 

disciples came to me looking joyful.  Before I could say anything one blurted out “Thomas, we have seen the 

Lord!”  “Which Lord?” I asked.  “The Lord.  Jesus.  Our teacher.”  I was at first shocked but then got angry again.  

“Guys, fool me once, shame on you.  Fool me twice shame on me.  I trusted Jesus.  I trusted those of you who 

said He was the real deal.  I am not going to make the same mistake again.   Unless I see in his hands the mark 

of the nails and place my finger into the mark of the nails and place my hand in his side, I will never believe.”  

They kept trying to convince me but I would have none of it.   

They kept at me.  Each day one of them would visit me and try to convince me.  But I repeated my demands.  

The more they tried, the harder I dug in my heels.  So about a week later, they invited me to meet all of them.  

They all wanted to share with me their so-called experience with the Lord since He was dead.  They started at 

me again when suddenly everyone stopped.   

And I heard this voice.  “Peace be with you.”  I knew that voice. It was not the voice of one of the disciples.  

It was the Lord’s voice.  Okay, who was playing a trick on me now?  I turned around to see and came face to 

face with the Lord.  He held out his hands and looked straight into my eyes.  Then He looked at his hands which 
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had the holes in them from the nails.  Put your finger here and see my hands.  Put out your hand and place it 

in my side.  Do not disbelieve but believe.”  I was so overwhelmed I could hardly speak.  Then I kneeled before 

him and said “My Lord and My God!” There was no more doubt.  Jesus was who He claimed to be. He had done 

what He said He would do – rise three days later.   

But then He had one more word for me – “Have you believed because you have seen me?  Blessed are 

those who have not seen and yet have believed.”  Though I was ashamed for my doubt, I didn’t sense 

condemnation in Jesus’ voice.   I knew I had been given a great gift.  So from that moment I committed my entire 

life to go wherever Jesus would send me.  I also got to see Jesus ascend into heaven.  Then I spent the rest of 

my life spreading His message of hope.   

 

     You might say to me, “Well that’s great for you Thomas.  You actually got to see Jesus and talk with him 

while He was still on earth.  You saw Him resurrected, face to face. That helped your doubts,  it would sure help 

me if the resurrected Lord showed up at my house so I could touch his nail scarred hands and side.”   I can 

understand that.  But Jesus has left you all kinds of witnesses to his life, death and resurrection that I didn’t have.  

You have the New Testament of the Bible, which is based on the eyewitness account of some of my disciple 

friends along with this latecomer named Paul.  It has been very reliably handed down over the centuries.  You 

have the Holy Spirit in you, which we did not receive in fullness until the Day of Pentecost.  You have Jesus own 

words of assurance that he spoke to me that day. “ Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed.”  

There is a special blessing reserved for you who have not seen the risen Lord yet have put your trust in Him.  I 

still had to live by faith after Jesus departed.  I had some hard days in ministry and life.  But Jesus proved to be 

my faithful companion and the Holy Spirit helped me until God called me home.  So please take seriously 

witnesses God has left for you to know His Son.   

I doubted.  Yet Jesus mercifully met me and enabled my belief. If He could save me, He can save anyone.  

If you truly seek the Lord, I do not doubt that He will respond and strengthen your faith in Him.  I pray that you 

will also come to confess that Jesus is your Lord and your God.     


