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Arise, for the task is yours, take courage and do it. 
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Gracious Lord, may we never be consumed by the challenges of grief or trauma. May we be 
encouraged to believe that life can rise again. Amen.   
      He was with him the night of his arrest. Like many of the friends with whom he shared supper, 

he was so overcome with fear that he run away. From a distance, he watched as his teacher was 

being dragged up and down the city. He heard the loud screams of people who couldn’t help 

themselves from shouting crucify him. He heard the commotion and gossip in the city. He watched 

from his window and could see the three crosses one of which hung his teacher. It has been 

devastation, grief and trauma all around. Like many of you who have lost loved ones in Assisted 

Living Facilities, Retirement Homes and hospitals,  and who you couldn’t visit, hold hands and say 

your goodbyes during this traumatic time of all of our lives, Thomas could also not be with his 

teacher at the most traumatic time of his life. Just like many of us who simply cannot be with our 

loves ones because of the pandemic, Thomas could also not be there at the foot of the cross, not for 

the lack of will but for the fear of violence in his case, and the fear of a virus in our case.   

      I have come to learn that it doesn’t take a day to grieve, and each of us grieves differently. I 

remember when I lost my dad many years ago. On the night of the vigil, my brother, sister and I 

weren’t permitted to stay overnight for the vigil, and so early on Friday morning, my grandmother 

woke us up, made sure we took our shower and took us to our father’s house where the vigil was 

being held. When we entered the room in which my father was lying in state, and when I saw the 

lifeless body of my father, my brother and sister could not stop crying. But for whatever reason, I 

simply could not cry. My grandmother kept nudging me to cry. She kept insisting ‘Ato, cry, cry’ but I 

simply could not cry. Not because I didn’t feel like crying, but the tears simply wouldn’t come, try as 

I had. We all grieve differently, and we deal with trauma differently.  

      Thomas isn’t different from any of us. And in the midst of dealing with the trauma of his 

teacher’s death, his friends unsettled him with the good news that the teacher has been raised from 

the dead. How possible? He asked himself. What happened?  

      For over two thousand years, Christians have made the claim that one man, Jesus of Nazareth, 

was a unique man who represented the total in-breaking of God into our lives. That this unique man 



died and rose to new life. That the man was the son of God who died for us and rose from the dead 

so that we too may have life. This claim was such a radical outlier that Thomas was not ready to buy 

it neither could his friends convince him that the Lord is risen and had appeared to them.  

      Each grief is different, and each of us deal with trauma differently. The danger, however, is 

when our grief or trauma leads us to a place of denial, where we cannot even accept the testimony of 

trusted friends. The danger is when our grief or trauma lead us to question the faith we have held on 

for so long. The faith that nurtures us, grounds us in God and offers hope in the midst of life’s 

troubles. The danger is when our grief and trauma lead us to question the providence of God. The 

danger is when our grieving for others, our world and our lives lead us to question if our God still 

exists. The danger is when our trauma pushes us to the edge of faithlessness.  

      Thomas was right in questioning the veracity of the claim by his friends, but the point where 

Thomas went overboard, where trauma and grief got the best of him was when he placed premium 

on provable evidence “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 Thomas, even the sight of the wounds was not enough, he had to stick his hands in the 

wounds in order to believe. It was as if seeing and touching the wounds would bring him some 

semblance of closure. No. You do not have to see to believe. You do not have to touch to believe. 

For no amount of seeing and touching can change anything. Our belief is not based on what we can 

see or touch. We believe precisely because we cannot see and touch, for seeing and touching aren’t 

enough to affirm any faith.   

      Jesus, who before his crucifixion was within space and time, is now beyond space and time. So 

he could appear in the same room, the same way that he appeared the first time. And when he did, 

he invited Thomas to put his finger in his wounds and see his hands. He invites Thomas to feel and 

touch the wounds of his trauma. But all that Thomas could say in response was “My Lord and my 

God.” This was the most honest statement of faith. Jesus then asked him “Do you now believe 

because you have seen me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.”   

      To believe without seeing or touching is the moment of acceptance, the moment which 

overshadows our grief and trauma. The moment where the horrible events of Good Friday or even 

of the present pandemic isn’t enough to shake the foundations of our faith. Yes, we’re full of grief 

over all that we and other families have to endure. Yes, we’re traumatized by all that the Corona 

Virus has introduced into our lives. But until we come to that point in our lives where we embrace 



our grief and trauma, where we no longer are in denial, we may not be able to cry out ‘My Lord, and 

My God.” We may not be able to profess any faith. 

      After my father’s memorial, I returned to boarding school with my brother. And then one 

afternoon as I sat hungry with no money to buy food, it just occurred to me that if my father were 

alive, I wouldn’t be starving. The acceptance of my grief and the trauma of my father’s passing, led 

me to cry uncontrollably for over two hours. That wasn’t the first or last time I cried over my 

father’s passing but that was my Thomas moment, where acceptance of my grief and trauma 

provided me with the strength to cry my Lord and my God, a cry of faithful surrender.  

       Ronald Reagan had a famous quote ‘Trust but verify.’ It is a Russian proverb- the Thomas in 

each of us. For him, the trauma of the past has taught us to trust but to verify as well.  

      We all desire to come to a place of a trusting relationship with God. But to come to that place 

isn’t based on the ability to see and touch, nor is it about trust and verify. It is the ability to 

overcome the grief and trauma that questions our belief in God. For if our faith is to thrive or fall 

based on a limiting supporting evidence, what would be the point of faith?  

      In the gospel of Mark, a man whose son was overrun by spirits told Jesus that his disciples could 

not heal him. When Jesus tells him that all things are possible for one who believes, this man 

shouted, Lord, I believe, help my unbelief.  

      Therein lies the paradox of our Christian struggle. We want to believe but we cannot help 

ourselves because of our compounding grief and trauma. We want to believe but we cannot make 

assumptions about our faith. We want to believe but we don’t want to be like Thomas. For the sake 

of our faith and for our own sakes, we’re invited to question why the grief or trauma. For we 

become mere consumers if we fail to question. Questioning eventually leads us to a matured faith, 

the kind of faith which isn’t shaken by any grief and trauma but it is strengthened by it.   

      And so this Easter, what grief are you carrying with you? Which trauma are you dealing with? 

Are you like Thomas, overwhelmed with the trauma, that you cannot even believe your friends? We 

grieve differently. We also deal very differently with trauma. But let not the grief or trauma come 

between you and your God. If Easter’s assurance is life, then we can also cry my lord and my God, 

because life can rise from the dead. Amen.    

 


