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Let us pray:
Almighty and gracious God, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit - we come to you trusting in all the
good that you provide and delight in your love for us. As we come to hear your Word spoken,
we commit to your ways and trust that you will give us a righteous reward. We wait patiently for
you in the midst of our lives, turning from anger and deception and look only to you. Bless us we
pray, in Jesus name. Amen.

Many of you know that a number of years ago, our family had to make the decision to move my
parents into an assisted living facility at St. Barnabas. It was a positive move for them although
taken under considerable objection. My mother had been declining in her physical health
battling MS, and my father was getting older and unable to care for her any longer.
What was initially made for my mother turned out to be an even better decision for both of them.
My mother was eventually moved into the skilled care unit and my father was able to remain in
the same building and would visit her frequently. And before too long, my father was in need of
more care physically and mentally, as he slowly slipped into dementia.
Somewhere between 2013 or 2014, after a hospitalization, my father was diagnosed with
bladder cancer. In that journey of diagnosis, we decided to take a more moderate approach
due to his age and increasing dementia. Along the way, there were transfusions as well as
treatments that we would take him too giving him the best quality of life.
Well into 2014, I was asking questions about hospice care for him but we came to the
conclusion that treatments and continued intervention was appropriate. When I am being
honest with myself, I will admit that I was afraid to stop treatment and I was afraid of letting go.
But his condition deteriorated over the months and he was succumbing to the disease.
That journey looks so long when you look back, but then again, when you are talking about
someone you love, it seems all too short.
I will never forget the Thursday in January when I was in a meeting at the conference center
when my phone rang. Any time that the name Arbors or St. Barnabas came up on my phone, it
was an immediate attention grabber.
I excused myself from the table and I took the call. It was from one of the nurses who said, “Mr.
Cox, we wanted to let you know about an incident with your father this morning. We had taken
him to the toilet and when we returned to him a few minutes later, he was unresponsive. We
approached him and when we moved him, he became alert. We cleaned him up and moved
him back to his chair. He is alert, his blood pressure seems to be ok and he seems to be doing
better now.”
I think I remember asking a few questions, one of which was whether I needed to come out, and
they assured me that he was ok - if anything changed they would let me know.
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I returned to the table and I told those I was meeting with about that odd conversation.
I sat there and thought to myself - “unresponsive - what does that mean?” Honestly, looking
back, I don’t know why I didn’t ask the question on the phone.
If any of you have teenagers or even young children - unresponsive could mean a lot of things.
Cell phone, homework, television and even Netflix make us unresponsive from time to time. So
I kept pondering to myself - unresponsive like a teenager, or something more dire?
That afternoon, I got home and I told Tracy about the phone call. I told her that I wanted to go
out that night to St. Barnabas to check on my parents and told her about the conversation.
I needed to get this straight and I needed to see for myself. I needed proof.
When we go there - my dad was not in his room, which to be honest sort of weirded me out.
But the nurses station told me that they just took him down to be with my mom for a chapel
service.
Before I left - I asked the nurse a question and whether she was aware of my father’s condition.
I told her of the phone call and wanted to know what that meant. She had confirmed what I had
concluded and that briefly, my father had slipped away and almost died.
And so it was that I went down to see my mom and dad and worship with them for the very last
time as a couple. It was a glorious chapel service. In my father’s typical groanings, he sang
“The Old Rugged Cross,” “Amazing Grace,” and “My Hope is Built” with confidence.
I didn’t doubt what the nurse was telling me that day, but I don’t know if I understood really. So I
needed proof - I needed to ask further questions, I needed to see for myself.
I love this story that we read today from the scriptures - because I think it speaks to all of us and
really is about the Thomas in all of us. Hearing a story, or hearing about some action
sometimes requires us to ask all the questions that we can. We want proof and we want to be
reassured that we are taking the correct steps, making the right choices and moving in the right
direction.
Absolute certainty is hard to attain, but we want to know that we are making the right choices
and we have all the evidence that we need to hear and see.
Doubting Thomas as he has come to be known has really taken on the worst characteristic and
naming among the disciples. Of all the things that the disciples did in the days and even hours
that led to Jesus death on a cross, we don’t give names to the lazy sloths who fell asleep on
Jesus, or the cowardly lionhearted disciple Peter who when push came to shove couldn’t
acknowledge his own Lord at his time of trial. But Thomas - oh - Thomas - we have a name for
him. The doubter - or as many ancient artists would often title their works - referring to him as
incredulous.
Wanting to believe and refusing to believe might be different, aren’t they? Turning doubt into
belief takes something, some form of proof, some action, some statement and the ability to see.
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Like many of you - I want to hear it for myself, I want to read the report, I want to see it first
hand. I’m not some conspiracy theorist who suggests that its all made up - I just want to see it.
And so it is that Jesus comes among the disciples who were gathered and secluded away from
the others. They were afraid for their own life - would they be associated with others who were
part of some historic uprising. Would they continue to be harrassed and accused of things like
Jesus.
Jesus stands among them, he reveals himself to them. And then speaks to them very familiar
words and words that they wanted to hear. He gives them his peace and He shows them his
hands and his side as a way to help them come to some understanding of all that took place.
Jesus then breathes into their lives and offers them the comfort of the Holy Spirit.
But Thomas wasn’t with them. We’re not sure why he wasn’t in the place but for whatever
reason, when the Disciples told him bout their own experience - he wanted to see for himself.
He wanted the proof and wanted to touch and see. Maybe he wanted to have the same
experience of the other disciples or maybe he wanted to the reassurance, but some have called
this the height of skepticism.
So a week later, when they were all together - Jesus approached Thomas and offered him the
same peace that he offered others. He touched the marks of his hands and his side and he
believed.
Aren't some things just easier to believe than others? When you wake up each day and you
experience things first hand, you come to expect them - they are tangible, they are right there
before our eyes. The sun is shining, the grass is getting greener - signs of spiring are all around
us.
But other things are not so easy to understand. The unexpected, the tragic, the things that we
don’t often experience for ourselves.
The truth is that life is often very difficult and it is hard for us to get thought the day to day.
Problems creep into our lives and life does not always go as we expect. We are not immune
from the problems of the world but we are able to overcome them though faith.
After experiencing Christ’s presence and peace in his own life - Thomas uttered words of
profound faith - My Lord and My God - an expression of his confidence in the one who had
spoken those words to him before.
Remember that encounter Thomas had with Jesus when he told them he would not be with
them very much longer. Jesus said that they would know the way to the Father. But in an act of
curiosity or even faith - it was Thomas who asked jesus about the way. How would we know the
way? And it was then that Jesus answered “I am the way.” And in the same way that Thomas
encountered Jesus in that upper room, Jesus told them of the Holy Spirit that would guide them
and move them forward in ministry. He then said those familiar words, Peace I leave with you,
my peace I give to you.
Call it doubt, call it skepticism, call it what you will - I think that there is part of all of us who when
things are not the way they were meant to be - we need to have that assuance - that assurance
to over come.
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My Lord and My God - it was Thomas who’s heart was warmed and he began to put things into
perspective. Things started to make sense - he was taking the long view of things and realized
that it was not only about this world but also about the world to come.
For us - believing is also the height of faith. Trust and hope in the things that are not always
answerable but having the courage to know that in God, all things are possible.
Seeing the resurrection allows us to live into the resurrection in so many ways. We are able to
share what it is that we’ve seen and heard and bring others to that same resurrection power.
New life can come out of that believing and changing another life can bring about that change in
others.
This past week, I participated in a Foundation meeting for United Methodist Communications.
As part of our work over the years has been the oversight of the imagine no malaria campaign
for the church. As we were developing plans for new programs and new initiatives, we were
reflecting on that campaign and the desire for us to eliminate deaths in children and pregnant
woman due to malaria.
In those initial years, we would tell people that a child dies every 30 seconds. But a simple $10
gift can change a life. A simple gift was all it would take to provide an insecticide treated bed
net that would reduce the spread of malaria that was so prevalent in sub saharan africa.
But some doubted the effort. It couldn’t work. They would use the nets for other things. Listen
to any skeptic and you will hear countless stories of people using the nets to fish, or to make
wedding dresses. There was no way to slow the spread of the disease with just a net.
But we started to change the narrative, and we started to change the distribution of the nets.
With community health workers engaging communities and teaching villages and families about
the proper use fo malaria, we slowly started to change the narrative. Not only did we change
the narrative, but we started to change the statistic. Slowly the death toll began to slow and the
number of saved lives increased. Infrastructure and treatments began to increase. Life was
being renewed.
We were seeing resurrection.
And I was able to see it for myself. In my visits to clinics and hospitals in Zimbabwe as part of
my work for the annual conference, I was able to see the impact that $10 made in peoples lives.
I not only saw insecticide treated bed nets above hospital beds, but I slept in peoples homes
with those same bed nets. I heard the stories of a changed life. I saw it for myself.
I saw the resurrection in the life of those that began to see hope. The peace that was offered
into a persons home through the life of the church made life possible where others doubted it
could exist.
Because of our faith in Christ - we have the ability to overcome so much.
And when we overcome - our life comes into perspective. Seeing it for ourselves, a changed
life, new life, resurrected life - gives us confidence and hope.
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It doesn’t take much for us to see the resurrected life of Christ around - all we have to do is to
take in the Spirit of Christ and believe - that life is changed - and in Christ, we have the promise
of new life.
Back when my father was struggling with Cancer, what I was struggling most with was letting
him go. Deep inside of me was this belief that one more transfusion or one more treatment
would keep him alive. And what I realized that night when I saw him for myself - was that I
needed to trust in the resurrection.
It was as if I was able to finally say, “my Lord and my God” and believe that my father was better
off in the care of Jesus. I had all the proof I needed. My father went to be with Jesus 5 days
later.
Sometimes proof is all that we need sometimes, but then again - believing in the resurrection
and living it is about faith and conviction that Jesus came and lived and took upon the cross
something that we can not do on our own. It is with faith and conviction that we can say to
others, “I believe in the resurrection.”
And its ours to share with others. In the name of the Risen Savior. Amen.
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