
1 
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April 3, 2016 

 
 
 

Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe. 
                                                                                       The Gospel of John 

 
 
 

Father Jim and I have the distinct privilege of alternately sharing the 

leadership of the weekly chapel service for our St. Anne’s Day School.  The 3 to 5 

year olds stroll orderly and respectfully into the church every Wednesday or 

Thursday, depending on the week, for the 20 minute worship time.  The children 

take turns being the crucifer, lighting and extinguishing the candles, and leading 

us in prayer.  We sing songs. They also sit remarkably quietly for the opening and 

closing prayers led by the clergy, and also for the short homily.  I like to ask them 

questions as I introduce my message which is based on an assigned Bible verse.  

Two weeks ago my challenge was to “preach” on the passage, “Verily, verily, I say 

unto you, those who believe in me will have everlasting life.”  Well forget trying to 

explain to toddlers and preschoolers the doctrine of eternal life.  Once I figure 

that one out for myself, I might venture to discuss that mystery with small 

children.  Otherwise I’ll run headlong in the opposite direction so as not to reveal 

my struggle and insecurity with so perplexing a proposition.  So that left the 
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“believe in me” line.  …those who believe in me will have everlasting life.  I began 

by throwing out the question, “What does it mean to believe?”  I was prepared 

for the expected concrete examples like believing in the real Santa Claus or 

believing that if you are good you will go to heaven.  I was expecting to smile and 

reward each responder with a “good answer.”  I would then  go on to explain in 

simplified adult verbiage that to believe is really not about making your brain 

accept a certain purported truth but rather it is receiving something at face value 

without doubting.  Now the more I think about what I was prepared to say but 

didn’t, the more thankful I am for God’s intervention.  The good Lord saved me 

from terrible error by speaking through the still small voice of a five year old child.  

The very first response from a member of that congregation of children to my 

question of the meaning of belief was the simple and direct reply, “trust.”  Belief 

is trust.  The gospel that morning was spoken with conviction and confidence out 

of the mouth of babes.  “Those who trust in me will have everlasting life.”   

Indeed belief is not all about knowing with our brains.  It is not a cognitive 

process involving neurons and synapses that reside within the confines of our 

skulls.  It is also not about leaving our rational minds in the corner and trying to 

cajole ourselves into acquiescence to a certain proposition.  Belief shouldn’t leave 

us disappointed in ourselves by the fact that we caved in to a certain thought 
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system, sometimes against our better intuitive judgment.  It doesn’t need or 

require proof for the unprovable.  It doesn’t use the scientific method or succumb 

to magical thinking.  Believing is not “knowing with our minds.”  It is trusting with 

our hearts, with our intuitive self, with our inner soul.  We know without knowing 

why or how.  Belief doesn’t necessarily have to make sense by conventional 

means.  Maybe I can’t figure it all out and make it fit neatly.  Simply, it is right for 

me at this time, in this place.  It may not involve reason, but it is reasonable.  I 

trust it. 

Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe, have 

come to trust.  Ronald Reagan is famous for many things whether you agree with 

all of his politics or not.  During his many negotiations with the Russian leader 

Mikhail Gorbachev over arms control, especially nuclear arms, he was quick to 

quote to the premier one of the Russian leader’s own Russian proverbs, “trust but 

verify.”  Reports are that Gorbachev complained of hearing it as often as Reagan 

quoted it, but the American’s response was “I like it.”  In today’s Gospel reading, 

Thomas initially did not believe in Christ’s resurrection because, unlike the rest of 

the disciples, he had not yet seen the risen Jesus.  He could not verify.  However 

the next week upon seeing the Lord for himself and touching his wounds, the 

doubting Thomas was convinced of the truth of what the other disciples had 
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previously told him.  He came to believe.  But even though his senses of sight, 

hearing, and touch spoke one kind of truth, was his newly-gained belief based on 

rational and logical thought?  The dead being brought back to life after several 

days in a cold, dark tomb?  The cynical proverb states, “Don’t believe anything 

you hear and only half of what you see.”  We all have read about mistaken 

eyewitness accounts, the witness certain of what he or she saw and heard, 

convicting and sentencing to death an innocent person.  Could Thomas be sure of 

the identity of this person standing, speaking and moving in front of him in that 

secluded upper room?  In our Gospel reading from John on Easter Sunday, Mary 

Magdalene, perhaps Jesus’ closest follower, did not recognize the living Jesus 

standing before her in the tomb on that morning of the Resurrection.  She 

mistook him for the gardener.  Later that same day on the road to Emmaus, two 

of Jesus’ close followers did not recognize him after walking right beside him and 

talking to him for several hours.  What are these misidentifications all about?  

Could it be a lack of trust in what the Hebrew prophets and Jesus himself had 

been telling them all along?  Could it be an overdependence on the usual, what 

they expected to see and hear, not the unusual, the unexpected.  Isn’t it true that 

often we believe what we expect, what we already anticipate, what we want, and 

not necessarily what God intends for us?  Does God sometimes come to us in the 
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unusual, in the out of the ordinary, through the aid and advocacy of the Holy 

Spirit? 

Jesus said to them…, ‘Peace be with you.’…When he had said this, he 

breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy Spirit.’  Might our usual 

reckonings of belief sometimes fail us?  Might the gray matter of our brains, the 

retinas of our eyes, the tympanic membranes of our ears sometimes be not 

enough for us to begin to fathom the mystery of God?  Might we sometimes need 

to rely on the power and wisdom of the Holy Spirit rather than solely on our own 

anatomy and physiology, glorious and wonderful though they may be?  Then what 

shall we trust in order to believe?  What shall we trust in order to love?  He 

breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy Spirit.’  Breathe on me 

breath of God, till I am wholly thine, till all this earthly part of me glows with thy 

fire divine. 

AMEN 

 

                       


