Easter 2B. April 8, 2018, Dungeness Valley Lutheran, Sequim, WA. Acts
4:32-35, Psalm 133, I John 1:1-7, John 20:19-31. “Thomas, Dietrich and
Martin”
19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with
you.’ 20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen me?
Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come to
believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
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us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
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know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
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thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
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Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.

Easter 2B. April 8, 2018, Dungeness Valley Lutheran, Sequim, WA. Acts
4:32-35, Psalm 133, I John 1:1-7, John 20:19-31. “Thomas, Dietrich and
Martin”
19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with
you.’ 20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
5

Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen me?
Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come to
believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
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In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
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calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
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himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.
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Easter 2B. April 8, 2018, Dungeness Valley Lutheran, Sequim, WA. Acts
4:32-35, Psalm 133, I John 1:1-7, John 20:19-31. “Thomas, Dietrich and
Martin”
19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with
you.’ 20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen me?
Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come to
believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
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spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
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Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
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struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
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another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.

Easter 2B. April 8, 2018, Dungeness Valley Lutheran, Sequim, WA. Acts
4:32-35, Psalm 133, I John 1:1-7, John 20:19-31. “Thomas, Dietrich and
Martin”
19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’
20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
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the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen
me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come
to believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
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‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
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Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
17

himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.
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19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’
20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen
me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come
to believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
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scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
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Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
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weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
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Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.
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19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with
you.’ 20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen me?
Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
23

30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come to
believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
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Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
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freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
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have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.
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19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’
20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen
me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come
to believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
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The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
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Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
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faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
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Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.

Easter 2B. April 8, 2018, Dungeness Valley Lutheran, Sequim, WA. Acts
4:32-35, Psalm 133, I John 1:1-7, John 20:19-31. “Thomas, Dietrich and
Martin”
19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’
20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
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God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen
me? Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come
to believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
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Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
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as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
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centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.
Memorable anniversaries,
Blessings,
Beth
Easter 2B. April 8, 2018, Dungeness Valley Lutheran, Sequim, WA. Acts
4:32-35, Psalm 133, I John 1:1-7, John 20:19-31. “Thomas, Dietrich and
Martin”
19 When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the
doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the
Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, ‘Peace be with
you.’ 20After he said this, he showed them his hands and his side. Then the
disciples rejoiced when they saw the Lord. 21Jesus said to them again,
‘Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me, so I send you.’22When he
had said this, he breathed on them and said to them, ‘Receive the Holy
Spirit. 23If you forgive the sins of any, they are forgiven them; if you retain
the sins of any, they are retained.’
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24 But Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with
them when Jesus came. 25So the other disciples told him, ‘We have seen
the Lord.’ But he said to them, ‘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.’
26 A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was
with them. Although the doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among
them and said, ‘Peace be with you.’ 27Then he said to Thomas, ‘Put your
finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in my side.
Do not doubt but believe.’ 28Thomas answered him, ‘My Lord and my
God!’ 29Jesus said to him, ‘Have you believed because you have seen me?
Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come to believe.’
30 Now Jesus did many other signs in the presence of his disciples, which
are not written in this book. 31But these are written so that you may come to
believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the Son of God, and that through
believing you may have life in his name.
In the Name of the risen Christ. Amen.
On this very Sunday 73 years ago, Pastor Dietrich Bonhoeffer led a small
church service in the Gestapo prison in Berlin. A British secret service
agent who attended that service recalled, he “spoke to us in a manner
which reached the hearts of all, finding just the right words to express the
spirit of our imprisonment….He had hardly finished his last prayer when the
door opened and two evil-looking men in civilian clothes came in and said,
‘Prisoner Bonhoeffer, get ready to come with us.’ Those words ‘come with
us’ -- for all prisoners -- had come to mean one thing only – the
scaffold. We bade him good-bye – he drew me aside – ‘this is the end,’ he
said, ‘For me the beginning of life.’”
The next day, Monday, April 9, Pastor Bonhoeffer was executed for his part
in the plot to kill Hitler. The doctor who witnessed his death was deeply
moved by the way the pastor prayed before his execution. He said a short
prayer and then climbed the steps to the gallows brave and composed. “In
the almost 50 years that I worked as a doctor, I have hardly ever seen a
man die so entirely submissive to the will of God,” he concluded.
+
+
+
Media coverage this past week included remembrances of Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., whose murder by gunshot happened 50 years ago.
Although Pastor King came from a family of preachers, he said he had to
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learn to know God for himself. Disappointments, discouragement and
doubts troubled him. But even after threats to himself, his family and his
home terrified him, he said, “I could hear an inner voice saying to me,
‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness, stand up for justice, stand up for
truth. And lo, I will be with you, even until the end of the world.’” Pastors
King and Bonhoeffer wrote volumes about their concerns and doubts,
hopes and dreams.
In our Gospel story today we meet men and women with their own fair
share and more of concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams. And we meet
each other today with our concerns, doubts, hopes and dreams.
Those early Christians – not called Christians yet – were shattered by the
shame and tragedy of their beloved teacher hanging on a cross….and,
well, most of them had abandoned him. A few women, to their credit, did
remain – but now they are coming around telling hysterical stories of having
seen Jesus: this was just too much.
Thomas sat across the table from James and John, “No,” he said, “this is
crazy. The story the women are telling is crazy. You guys are
crazy.” James and John looked to the left, to the right. How could they
make Thomas comprehend? Jesus had startled and amazed them last
Sunday night. Or had it been just wishful thinking?
Thomas had always been a questioner. When Jesus told the disciples he
was going to prepare a place for them, Thomas had asked, “Lord, we don’t
know where you are going; how can we know the way?” to which Jesus
had assured them, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Now Thomas is telling his friends, “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” you.
We call this man “doubting Thomas.” He is but one of many of us who have
our doubts, our worries, our days of un-faith. When Martin Luther King
spoke on the night before his death, he doubted that he would see the
promised land; he worried that his work had been in vain. When Dietrich
Bonhoeffer considered becoming part of the assassination plot against
Hitler, he had to weigh the idea of murder against the evil that his nation’s
leader was perpetrating. His conscience drove him to accept the guilt he
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would surely feel if his plot had worked. Doubts and concerns troubled him
during the days he spent in prison – worrying about his fiancée, his
parents, his godchild, his pastor colleagues and students, wondering who
he really was. He questioned himself in these words:
Who am I? They often tell me
I stepped from my cell’s confinement
calmly, cheerfully, firmly,
like a Squire from his country-house.
Who am I? They often tell me
I used to speak to my warders
freely and friendly and clearly,
as though it were mine to command.
Who am I? They also tell me
I bore the days of misfortune
equally, smilingly, proudly,
like one accustomed to win.
Am I then really all that which other men tell of?
Or am I only what I myself know of myself?
Restless and longing and sick, like a bird in a cage,
struggling for breath, as though hands were
compressing my throat,
yearning for colors, for flowers, for the voices of birds,
thirsting for words of kindness, for neighborliness,
tossing in expectation of great events,
powerlessly trembling for friends at an infinite distance,
weary and empty at praying, at thinking, at making,
faint, and ready to say farewell to it all?
Who am I? This or the other?
Am I one person today and tomorrow another?
Am I both at once? A hypocrite before others,
and before myself a contemptibly woebegone weakling?
Or is something within me still like a beaten army,
fleeing in disorder from victory already achieved?
Who am I? They mock me, these lonely questions of mine.
Whoever I am, Thou knowest, O God, I am Thine!
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Martin, Dietrich, Thomas – men of doubt and men of faith. They gave their
lives for the Lord whom they trusted above all else. Jesus opened his
wounded hands and side to Thomas and his friends. They saw the signs of
his profound love. They all went on to share that deep love with
others. Tradition tells us that Thomas went to preach the Gospel of Jesus
in India; there is today a Christian community in the Kerala District of India
that claims descent from Christians converted by the preaching of Thomas
himself. They have also passed on the tradition that he was speared to
death near Madras.
+
+
+
“Peace be with you,” Jesus said to his friends that second Sunday of
Easter. The peace Jesus offered them was not an easy peace, but a lifealtering peace. “Peace be with you,” we say to one another each week, as
have Martin and Dietrich and people of faith been saying to one another for
centuries. Not an easy peace, but a life-altering one. A breathing of the
Holy Spirit to raise questions, to give faith, comfort, power, life.
Martin, Dietrich, Thomas, Mary Magdalene, you and I – all ask ourselves,
“Who are we? How do we understand the Easter story? What does
resurrection mean for me today, tomorrow, and in the years to come as my
life continues to unfold?”
We have seen Jesus’ wounds, the signs of his profound love for us. Many
of us have been privileged to see one another’s wounds and in seeing
those wounds, we see Christ himself. In sharing our wounds with one
another, in acknowledging our struggles, channels open up for love
between sisters and brothers in Christ. Channels open up for healing, for
forgiveness.
Both in Thomas’ questions and in his words after meeting Jesus, “My Lord
and my God!” we see ourselves. Un-faith becomes faith. Fear becomes
hope.
Death becomes just the beginning of life – Bonhoeffer! I am with you to the
end –Jesus’ words that comforted King! My Lord and my God! – Thomas.
Let us, as a congregation, always make room for questions, for wondering,
for conversation, for sharing of wounds, for openness to Jesus’ presence,
for forgiveness, and for the peace of God which passes all human
understanding and which keeps our hearts and minds in Christ
Jesus. Amen.
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