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Welcome to the season of Easter; we have traveled together through Lent—a season of 

fasting, of getting by with less so that we might remember the more important things in life. I 

have heard it said that we have experienced the “Lentiest Lent we have ever Lented” and it’s 

true—these past few weeks we have certainly given up more than we had anticipated.  

While our new life of quarantine might have been appropriate for Lent, it certainly made 

our celebration of Holy Week an interesting one. There was no gathering on Maundy Thursday 

for the celebration of the last supper and the washing of feet. Nor did we come together on Good 

Friday to sit in the discomfort of the crucifixion of Christ. Yet, nothing could get in the way of 

Lutherans celebrating Easter Sunday. While it may have been a less than traditional Easter 

worship, there was still reason to celebrate the risen Savior—Christ alive again, conquering 

death and with it the sins of the world. After keeping them in hiding throughout the Lenten 

season, last week we were finally able to proclaim Alleluia!  

Now, a week later—our celebration has come and gone, yet the realities of our world 

remain the same. We are under orders to stay home, and many of us have been forced to learn 

new balancing acts. The intrigue that came with a quarantined Easter is long gone, yet the season 

of Easter in the church is just beginning. What are we expected to do with our alleluias in a time 

like this?  

 I’ve been noticing this pattern in the friends and family that I’ve been able to connect 

with during this time. I don’t know about you, but I’ve found it challenging to steer conversation 

away from the realities of our world. And yet, I notice this desire to try and remain positive. Now 



don’t get me wrong—I am thankful for the Pollyannas of the world. We need the people who are 

able to share joy in the midst of uncertainty, who are able to take some bad news and salvage the 

positive, those who are able to stand firm in their faith during times of trouble and proclaim 

alleluia still. We NEED the Pollyannas.  

 But today I find myself thankful that our gospel reading tells a story of a different 

character. A character who we know as “Doubting Thomas”. And while Thomas has historically 

been used as an example of what NOT to do—I think our world could benefit from some 

Thomases too.  

 Let’s paint this picture: Right after Mary recognizes the man she thinks is the gardener as 

Christ the risen savior, our story quickly cuts to the disciples hiding in a locked room that same 

evening. Fearful, in disbelief of how quickly the past few days had escalated, they gathered 

together—locking themselves to the uncertainty of the outside world (sound familiar?). It is in 

that fear and disbelief that Jesus appears—wounds open, offering peace. The disciples rejoice—

Jesus who was crucified, died and was buried has risen! Jesus then breathes the Holy Spirit on 

them, sending them out to proclaim the good news.  

 Then enters Thomas. Now let’s not forget—the Thomas who enters into this story is the 

same Thomas who traveled with Jesus to Jerusalem, who drank wine and broke bread with Jesus 

during Passover, and witnessed the brutal betrayal, crucifixion, and death of his teacher and 

friend. This is the Thomas that walks into a room filled with people all proclaiming that Jesus 

has risen.  

Through no fault of his own, simply because he was in the wrong place at the wrong 

time, Thomas missed out on Easter. As far as Thomas is concerned, the story ended with Jesus’ 



death on a cross. When we take Easter out of the story, all we are left with is despair, grief, and 

deep sorrow. In this light, can you blame Thomas’s hesitancy?  

Rather than an arrogant skeptic, Thomas’s doubt is really a confession of his human 

brokenness: “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 can almost hear Thomas saying: “I can’t 

believe, I can’t have hope, I can’t share in your alleluias—I am still grieving,” Thomas shows us 

what it looks like when we can’t celebrate the joy and good news of Easter—and perhaps the 

permission to honor our own brokenness is exactly what we need right now. 

How do we talk about life conquering death, in a world full of people dying? How do we 

celebrate the forgiveness of sins and new life when our lives are filled with so much uncertainty? 

Where do we find hope when we can barely find rest? How do we sing our alleluias when we are 

still grieving? 

The good news is not that Thomas was eventually able to believe in a risen savior. The 

good news is that Jesus met Thomas in his longing for an Easter experience, and said peace be 

with you. The good news is that God’s love for us is not determined by our capacity to stand firm 

in our alleluias—Christ has risen whether we proclaim it or not. God’s love instead invites us to 

bring our whole selves to the table, to put our hands in the wounds of the cross, to grieve, to 

celebrate, to come as we are. The cold and broken hallelujah that comes from grief and despair is 

just as beloved as the one that is sung in Easter hymns. 

Whether we find ourselves as Pollyannas or Thomases or somewhere in between—we 

can trust that Jesus meets us. The risen savior, who lived and died for all people, meets us in our 

locked away homes, in our fears and anxieties, in our joyous connection with old friends, and in 



the celebration of successful zoom calls. In the presence of Christ, we can trust that there will be 

blessing—whether we are able to proclaim alleluia or not.  

So today receive the blessing that Christ offered to us who have not yet seen. To those 

who are broken, those who are thankful for the opportunity to slow down, those who are doing 

their best to problem solve, essential workers, those out of work, those who are lonely, those who 

feel more connected than ever before—whether you find yourself in the middle of an empty 

tomb proclaiming the risen Lord, or are still longing for your Easter experience—may you 

receive the peace of Christ that finds you exactly as you are.  

For Christ has risen indeed, alleluia. 

 

 

 

  


