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Last week we heard of Lucia, the saint whose name means “light,” and how until the creation of the Gregorian calendar in 
the late sixteenth century, it was her day that was the shortest day of the year. It is now December 21 that is the darkest 
day of the year. The church’s liturgy and calendar, however, still fit nicely with the created world and our marking of time. 
Perhaps God was working from His wondrous knowledge of our calendar switch and saw to it that from medieval times 
the antiphon for Vespers on December 21 would have us cry out: “O Dayspring, splendor of light everlasting: Come and 
enlighten those who sit in darkness and in the shadow of death.” Or as we sing it in the hymn,  

O come, Thou Dayspring from on high,  
And cheer us by Thy drawing nigh; 
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night, 
And death’s dark shadows put to flight. 

Today is not only the first day of winter, and so we pray for the Christ to come as the rising sun, it is also the Feast of St. 
Thomas, apostle of our Lord and martyr. Though he comes up in a few other places in the Gospels, on this darkest day 
the church remembers the darkness of doubt - the darkness in which Thomas lived after the Resurrection, and for which 
he is remembered by the moniker, “Doubting Thomas.”  

He had heard from the others that the Lord Jesus had kept His promise, that He had risen from the dead. But Thomas’s 
darkness, doubt, and fear could not be alleviated by mere words. He wanted more. He wanted proof. Something he could 
touch with his hands.  Flesh he could dig his hands into: “Unless I see in his hands the mark of the nails, and place 
(or more literally, plunge!) my finger into the mark of the nails and place my hand into his side, I will never 
believe.” 

Those words may indeed be a cry of stubbornness. They can also be a cry of honesty. He simply can’t pretend to a belief 
he doesn’t have. What it will take to convince him is what it took to convince the others: an actual encounter with the 
Risen One Himself. You can surely relate - when a promise seems too big, too good to be true, you want something solid 
before you venture out on it and make yourself a fool.  

Thomas, to be sure, toes a dangerous line. “Never” and “always” are big words when it comes to the things of God and 
faith. He wanted a sign bigger than a bunch of his fellow disciples telling him that the Virgin’s Son had truly defeated 
death, had risen in incorruption, had been raised as the firstborn of a new creation. He wanted to touch for himself. 

After letting Thomas stew for a solid week, on the Lord’s Day again Jesus shows up and this time Thomas is there with 
the others. Jesus turns to Him after greeting them all with peace, the very gift of God to mankind which the angels had 
heralded to the shepherds. The infant Lord came as the sign of God’s working to bring peace to us, and having 
accomplished that peace, that reconciliation by His death, seen in the wounds of His hands and side, the Risen Lord 
speaks that peace. What came to be done has been done. What had to be won is now given. 

And as He always does with each of His Christians, through the cross of doubt, suffering, and fear, He gives that custom 
word, He gives His peace to each of us in the precise way we need it. He turns to Thomas and He invites him to see and 
to touch: Put your finger here, and see my hands; put out your hand and place it in my side. Do not disbelieve, but 
believe! 

Did Thomas reach out and touch? Or was sight, and the Word of Jesus enough for Him? Whether he did or not, the 
disbelief dissolved and he sank to his knees confessing:  “My Lord and my God.” We see this moment every Divine 
Service. During the consecration, as Jesus speaks His own words over the bread and wine set before us, the pastor kneels. 
It is a confession not so much of what, but of who, is on the altar. The pastor does as Thomas, falling on his knees before 
Christ. Do you know what the traditional prayer at that moment is? Thomas’s words: “My Lord and my God.” Then, 
when the Sacrament is elevated before your eyes, it is not held up towards God as if offered in sacrifice, but so you can 
see it as you hear the words of He who was seen by His disciples: “Peace be with you.” There before you on the altar, in 
the pastor’s hands, and finally in your mouth is the self-same body and blood of Him whom Thomas was bidden to touch 
all those years ago. Now come to you, to chase away your fears, your doubts, your darkness.  The Dayspring, the splendor 
of light everlasting, breaks on you there at the altar.  



“Well, that’s all fine and good,” you say, “but Thomas got to see. We don’t.” True. Thomas HAD to see and touch and 
handle. That’s what makes him an Apostle after all – one who is an eye witness to the resurrection. Who went out like his 
brother apostles, and testified to what he himself had seen. Tradition says that Thomas went to Parthia (modern day Iran), 
and then on to India where he was martyred. We don’t know for sure that Thomas made it that far, but we do know that 
when Portuguese explorers arrived on the western coast of India in 1498, they found a Christian community that had 
already been there for at least 1,000 years. 

The Lord Jesus has not appeared before you visible in His risen body in the way that He was seen in the 40 days after His 
resurrection. It is not your eyes that tell you the bread and wine are His body and blood, it is your ears that hear His Word 
and your heart that believes it by faith. That can be wearying, leave us wondering, and wanting to be sure. Here you must 
take to heart how Jesus thought of you in that moment when He was first seen again by Thomas: “Have you believed 
because you have seen me?” He said. “Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed.” That is the 
final beatitude to come from Jesus’ mouth. And it’s a word of blessing for you. 

Blessed are those who have not seen, yet have believed. That is the very essence of the Church’s life from the moment of 
the Ascension until the moment of the Savior’s glorious return, when He who is both Lord and God shines a brightness 
on this earth that shatters the darkness of sin and death forever.  

Till that moment arrives, we live the blessed life of faith – of not seeing and yet believing. The Apostles’ witness equips us 
for this, makes us mature as we hear and heed their words so that we’re not tossed about by every silly notion that men 
come up with, but instead learn to speak the truth of God’s Word to each other. That is what sets our Christmas 
observance as Christians apart from the Christmas of fantasy and make-believe that is chased by the world. Our 
celebration is not based on magic but on fact. We know faith is born of the promises given us by our Lord who was 
actually born in time, who was crucified, died, buried, who rose and was seen, and who has promised to come back. These 
things were seen and heard. They were testified to by Thomas and the other apostles. By the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, 
they have been written down, recorded, that you too may hear and believe. 

The feast that will be here in a few short days is for those who have not seen and yet have believed. Even if you HAD 
seen the baby in the manger, you couldn’t have seen that He was the Christ, Savior, come down to earth through the flesh 
of the Virgin. Christmas is a feast not for the eyes, but for the ears. Mary had to be told. Joseph had to be told. The 
Shepherds had to be told. And they, believing everything they heard from the Lord’s angels, were blessed indeed.  

We join them, Thomas, Mary, Joseph, and the Shepherds, in their blessedness this holytide as we hear the story anew, and 
take to heart that to us as Child is born, to us a Son is given. His name is Jesus, the Child of Mary, the Son of God. From 
manger to cross, from cross to crown. And until the consummation, He is in the Holy Communion. He has come to bring 
light into our darkness; to fill us with splendor of light everlasting. By faith you behold it now; with your very own eyes 
you will see it on that joyous Day that has no evening in the Kingdom of the Father.  


