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Thomas  

I didn’t hear Mary tell the others that Jesus was alive. Didn’t see their 
response to her news. I wasn’t waiting with them in the room that 
day. 
 
It was such a tense time, those days after the crucifixion, and we had 
locked ourselves away from those who had persecuted the Lord. I 
was going crazy, so I had ducked out for a while. 
 
Oh, but when I returned, the atmosphere in the room had changed. I 
couldn’t guess anything from their faces – these men I now knew so 
well. Some looked shocked, some looked frightened, some looked 
happier than I’d seen them in years – so it couldn’t be that a threat 
had been delivered. What could have happened while I was gone to 
bring about these different responses? 
 
When they saw me, they all began to talk fast and furiously over 
each other. I couldn’t make any sense of it at all. 
 
Then one of them spoke, clearly, calmly: ‘We have seen the Lord: 
Jesus was with us. He is alive.’ 
 
No! How could that be? We felt the world change when he had died – 
surely we would notice if he had come back to life? How could he 
possibly be alive? 
 
‘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,’ I 
said. 
 
How could I have not believed them? He had raised Lazarus, and 
done countless other things. Of course he should defeat death. But 
at that time, all I could see was that he had gone to the cross, had 
given himself to the Romans, to his enemies, and let them kill him. 



  

For a whole week I did not leave that place unless I was 
with the others. If Jesus came to us again, if he really had 

risen, as they insisted, I was not going to miss him again! 
 
And then it happened. We were gathered together, the 
doors still locked for fear of our persecutors, and yet he 
came and stood among us. Flesh, but not flesh. 
 
‘Shalom lachem. Peace be with you.’ Peace? My heart was 

racing. 
 
As he had heard my brothers’ cry for certainty that Mary’s 
words were true, he had heard my cry for one more 

moment: for a chance to see with my own eyes, which 
surely could not deceive me. 
 
‘Put your finger here. See my hands. Reach out your hand, 
put it in my side. Do not doubt, but believe.’ 
 
I did believe  
‘My Lord, my God.’ 
 


