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Honey...It's Me 
Perhaps you've heard the story of the Yugoslavian judge who was 
electrocuted when he reached up to turn on the light while standing in the 
bathtub. No, I'm not cruel or weird, let me tell you the rest of the story. 
This guy’s poor wife found his body sprawled on the bathroom floor. 
He was pronounced dead and was placed in a preparation room under a crypt 
in the town cemetery for twenty-four hours before burial. 
 
Well, and this is the part I love, in the middle of the night, the judge came 
to. The judge looked around at his surroundings and suddenly realized where 
he was. He got pretty excited and rushed over to alert the guard. But 
instead of being any help, the guard was terrified and promptly ran off. 
Fortunately, though, the guard returned with a friend, and they released 
the newly-revived judge. The judge's first thought was to phone his wife and 
reassure her that he really wasn't dead. Unfortunately, he got no farther 
than, "Honey... it's me," when his wife screamed and fainted. 
So, he decided that the best course of action was to enlist some friends. 
He went to the houses of several friends; but because they all had heard 
the news from his distraught wife, they all doubted that he was really alive. 
 
They were all convinced he was a ghost. Finally, in a last desperate effort, he 
contacted a friend in another city who hadn't heard about his death. And 
that person was able to convince his family and friends that the judge really 
was alive. 
That story almost sounds like one of the Gospel writers could have written 
it, doesn't it? It sure sounds like the passage from John this morning. 
(Traditional Story) 
 

No Evidence Necessary 
When Thomas was first told about the meeting with Jesus that he had 
missed, he was understandably guarded. The notion that a dead man was 
back alive again was not exactly something you grabbed hold of and easily 
believed in a minute or two, not today and not 2,000 years ago, either. 
Modern scholars sometimes pet the disciples as such bumpkins that they'd 
believe anything. Not so. They knew the dead stayed dead and this was not a 



fact you revised on a whim. So Thomas plays it safe but also then speculates 
aloud as to what it might take for him to believe this after all. 
 
As he talks, his rhetoric gets more and more exaggerated. "My friends, I'd 
have to see with my own eyes the nail holes in his hands. No, tell you what, 
I'd need to touch those holes with my own finger. Better yet, I'd want to 
stick my whole hand right into his side where the sword pierced him!" 
Thomas kept mounting up an ever-larger heap of evidence that he thought 
he'd need to believe. His words seemed calculated to induce some eye-
rolling. 
 
Of course, once he does meet Jesus, all that evaporates. To paraphrase a 
traditional aphorism, if you don't have faith, then there will never be 
evidence enough to convince you, and if you do have faith, no evidence is 
needed. 
Without faith, no evidence is sufficient; with faith, no evidence is necessary. 
(by Scott Hoezee, comments and observations on John 20:19-31) 
 

We Know Where We Are Going 
The story is told about Albert Einstein, the brilliant physicist of Princeton 
University in the early 20th century. Einstein was traveling from Princeton 
on a train, and when the conductor came down the aisle to punch the 
passengers’ tickets, Einstein couldn’t find his. He looked in his vest pocket, 
he looked in his pants pocket, he looked in his briefcase, but there was no 
ticket. The conductor was gracious; “Not to worry, Dr. Einstein, I know who 
you are, we all know who you are, and I’m sure you bought a ticket.” 
 
As the conductor moved down the aisle, he looked back and noticed Einstein 
on his hands and knees, searching under the seat for his ticket. The 
conductor returned to Einstein; “Dr. Einstein, Dr. Einstein, don’t worry. I 
know who you are. You don’t need a ticket, I’m sure you bought one.” Einstein 
arose and said “Young man, I too know who I am; what I don’t know is where 
I am going.” 
 
And that is the good news of Easter; that we know where we are going. 
We have been told by the Savior that his life and death has promised us life 
eternal. And Sundays where we can’t come to Mass, don’t change that 
promise. And unemployment doesn’t change that promise. Neither does 



divorce, or bankruptcy, or cancer, or depression, or felony, or failure. 
Through elation and deflation and every emotion in between, this truth 
remains; we know whose we are and we know where we are going, because the 
Son of God has promised. And this, my friends, is faith. 
(by Steven Molin from Elated....Deflated) 
 


