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‘Unless I see the mark of the nails in his hands, and put my finger in the mark of the nails and 

my hand in his side, I will not believe’. 

For me, this outburst of Thomas in this morning’s Gospel has something of a heroic quality 

about it, because he has the courage to voice something which from time to time we all feel. 

It’s a fact that sometimes we do find ourselves questioning our faith, there’s no two ways 

about it. No one is spared, either from what can appear to be a sheer capriciousness about 

any belief in God, or from the nagging questions of the reason and the intellect which can 

militate against any decision of the heart to follow Jesus. The empty tomb, like the creation 

of the Universe, comes without an explanatory leaflet attached. 

Thomas’ declaration is heroic too, because even though John gives no hint of this in his 

Gospel account of Jesus appearing to the disciples in the room where they had gathered, 

Luke tells us that they were all startled because they thought they were seeing a ghost; and 

despite showing them his hands and his side, to convince them of the reality of the 

resurrection and his presence with them, Jesus has to eat a piece of fish to overcome the 

fact that, as Luke tells us, they were ‘disbelieving and wondering’. To the disciples who 

experienced in many ways the power of the risen Lord, Jesus was both the absence of a 

presence that haunted them, and the presence of an absence that puzzled them. 

So what do we do with doubt? Can it have a positive, meaningful relationship with our faith, 

or is it merely a tool for the sly one to confuse us and trip us up? Well, sometimes I think, 

with doubt and all the worry and anxiety it can cause, we get the wrong end of the stick as 

far as our faith is concerned. Perhaps, instead of thinking how far we have moved from God, 

we need to consider how close God is to us, and that he can use our doubt and our 

faithlessness to teach us anew how much he loves us. It gives me much encouragement that 

Jesus in the Gospels meets lots of people who have doubts and fears about God, people 

who cry out to him in different ways, ‘Lord I believe! Help my unbelief!’ The last thing Jesus 

does though, is try and persuade them one way or the other. He simply joins them on their 

journey like he did with the two disciples on their way to Emmaus, and he accepts, even 

rejoices in their questionings and encourages them through their doubts and fears to 

progress in their faith. 

So I believe there is a conversation, a dialectic, between trust and doubt which goes to the 

heart of the Gospels and the relationship between Jesus and those with whom he came into 

contact, and it is clear that sometimes doubt is the path upon which trust walks; and yet in 

the close relationship between them, the courage to trust and to risk can come from the 

profoundly rooted knowledge that God accepts us and loves us; that he is prepared to 

persevere with us, to reach past our doubt and our hard-heartedness to the vulnerable child 

of God he sees underneath. When you think of the huge misunderstanding and 

abandonment of Jesus by his disciples that played such a crucial part in his journey to the 

cross- summed up in that terrible line in Mark’s Gospel ‘They all forsook him and fled’- one 

of the most remarkable pieces of evidence for the resurrection is not our continuing belief 
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in God, but his continued belief in us, that despite much evidence to the contrary, in our 

lives and in our hands he entrusts the continuance of the Kingdom of God. When the risen 

Jesus appears to doubting Thomas, it is not in the first instance a demonstration of his 

desire for the continuance of Thomas’ vocation to be an Apostle; it is a dramatic living out 

of a parable Jesus once told about seeking out and loving and saving the lost; that he is 

prepared to leave ninety nine sheep on the hillside to go in search of the one that had 

strayed. And when he finds it he brings it home on his shoulders, rejoicing. And if you see 

the resurrection in this way, it gives a new slant onto Thomas’ reaction when he realises 

that this really is Jesus, the Shepherd who had come to find one of his lost little lambs, and 

which then gives new depth of meaning and power to Thomas’ exclamation, ‘My Lord and 

my God!’ 

So perhaps this is the thing that matters: not our faith in God so much as God’s faith in us, 

and the sometimes tortured relationship between doubt and faith which runs right through 

the middle of us with which God is willing to engage, and exploit. Just as, in our faith journey 

as St. Paul perceived it, the attainment of truth lies in knowing as fully as we have been fully 

known, so our reassurance that the journey is worth undertaking in the first place is in the 

knowledge that, even before we start, every hair on our head has been counted. 

 

Ivor Moody. 


