
Doubt is Out  - The Ballad of Doubting Thomas  

John 20 19-31  

In John, Chapter 20, on the day of the Resurrection ten of the disciples are 
gathered behind heavily bolted doors They are literally sheltering in place. 
There are ten disciples not twelve, because Judas has tragically committed 
suicide, while Thomas is still roaming the streets. Thomas is often called 
“Doubting Thomas” but I believe that name mischaracterizes him. In the text 
he is called “Didymus” “or the twin”, and some early church traditions assert 
that he was called that because he looked like Jesus. It would be extremely 
courageous for someone who closely resembled a recently executed criminal 
in Rome’s eyes to be out and about. But Thomas was both courageous and 
curious. Earlier in John he appears twice. In one scene when all the disciples 
do not want to go to Jerusalem with Jesus because it is too dangerous, Thomas 
says “Let us go and die with him”. Pure courage. 

In another setting Jesus says “Where I am going you cannot go”. All the 
disciples were speechless except Thomas who with sharp curiosity says, “Tell 
us where you are going? ”  The answer Jesus gives has resonated throughout 
history, “I am the way the truth and the life”. So Thomas did not lack courage 
or curiosity. That is why he was still out on the streets. He wanted to know 
what was going on, after the death of Jesus, and he was not afraid to risk his 
life doing so. 

Ironically, millennia of preaching have critiqued Thomas for not believing, but 
now perhaps the fashion would be to condemn him for leaving quarantine! 

While the ten other disciples are in quarantine, Jesus unhindered by locked 
doors appears, in the middle. This would not be lost on early church readers 
for the proper number for a synagogue service was ten adult males and now 
Jesus appears to these ten adult males and says “Peace” or Shalom. He then 
clearly shows them his hands and side. Instead of this gruesome display being 
too much information the text states that, “The disciples rejoiced upon seeing 
the Lord”. The word for rejoice is similar to the Shalom of Hebrew, to be 
fulfilled, happy, made complete or whole. 

What a strange encounter. Jesus rises from the dead and points to the nail 
holes in his hands or wrists, and the spear wound in his side. When this group 
needed courage, hope and healing, Jesus showed them his own wounded 
places. 



We know they were wounded because in the next chapter Jesus restores Peter 
and the other disciples and in the second half of this passage  He restores 
Thomas back to faith and back into the faith community. Thomas came that 
first evening after Jesus had left and declared, “I will not believe unless I 
touch his wounds”. It has been said he had trouble believing the report of his 
fellow disciples more than he had trouble believing in Jesus. Eight days later 
Thomas was with them, when Jesus comes again. Calvin mentions that being 
away from the other disciples in this time of crisis earlier in the week was 
Thomas’ real lack of faith. But now he has returned and Jesus appears again. 
Jesus says again,  “Peace be with you”, and tells Thomas to plunge his fingers 
and hands into the wounds. And then Thomas says something ironic and 
incredible. 

“My Lord and My God”.  Remember Thomas has seen Jesus turn water into 
wine, heal the blind, cause the lame to walk and raise the dead. But it is when 
Thomas sees and feels and touches the wounds on the risen savior that he 
knows. He knows that Jesus is his  Lord and his God. We are all under shelter, 
we are all quarantined because the whole world is wounded, wounded deeply 
as our brothers and sisters from every tongue and tribe and nation on earth 
have had the shadow of death pass over their countries and their countrymen 
and women. There are times when the triumphant risen Christ depicted in 
most art and music is what we need. But right now we need what Thomas 
experienced. We need to have someone stand in our midst, fill us with the 
Spirit from heaven and show us that he knows what it is like to be wounded. 
We need to know no matter how deep and heavy our wounds are he 
understands, and stands with us. No wonder in ancient Church tradition on 
Saint Thomas’ Sunday, the first after Easter, those baptized on Easter Vigil 
removed their baptismal robes and dressed for their new life in Christ. They 
removed pure white robes and returned to their old clothes, perhaps torn and 
frayed, work clothes, and farm gear. 

It was who they were, wounded people redeemed by the ultimate wounded 
healer, our Lord. And, it is who we are. 

The power of that realization by Thomas is why he is depicted so often in art 
like the Caravaggio painting on the cover of this week’s bulletin, and in poetry 
and music. 



Thomas’ Sunday, has it own liturgical motet, “O Ducem Apostilium”  
composed by Spanish Composer Tomas Luis de Victoria, It’s words go like 
this,  

“O Glory of the Apostles, Christ Redeemer of the Nations. 

Whom Thomas the Apostle, when he touched the wounds 

Recognized the Lord as God, protect they flock 

Which thou have redeemed with your blood” 

  

I am not Caravaggio or Tomas Luis de Victoria, but I am going to end this 
with my own poetic take on my favorite saint. 

The Ballad of St. Thomas. 

I was the lonely one,  because I was the only one 

The only one, who did not think that we were done. 

All of my brothers afraid, were locked away. 

Me, on the streets thinking there must be some way. 

I had more to fear than they, I was called the “twin”  

For many thought seeing Jesus I looked exactly like him! 

Looking like a crucified criminal to the Romans 

Was surely something wanted by no man  

At the first Passover the doors with blood were passed over by the angel of 
death.  

Here, my brothers locked the doors in stillness, for fear of even taking a 
breath. 

Yet Jesus jumped through the locked doors, so like Him! 

He stood in the middle and breathed on them, 



Not a shallow breath, but a deep one, the Spirit breath that made the world and 
everything in it. 

Not a human breath, but the heavenly wind, that tore the disciples from the 
self pity pit. 

Even after that powerful wind of life, love and Shalom. 

The disciples still decided to lock the doors, and stay home 

I was the only one who was still out and about  

You see, like any sane man, you will agree I had my doubts 

But not in Jesus. He was always, “The man” 

My doubts were in the disciples, their talk without plan. 

It was then that Jesus said, “Touch my wounded side and hands” 

I said, what all us of really knew was true, he was more than a man! 

He was the Son of God, and for the wounded his love always stands. 

Are you wounded afraid and alone. 

You need to make Christ your home. 


