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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, John 20:19-31, 4/19/2020 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

I love to complain about preaching Thomas, but Thomas holds a special place in my heart. 

Sometimes I grouse about him being characterized as “Doubting Thomas,” but his doubt is my 

favorite thing about him. I prefer to think of it as skepticism. I’m someone with a lot of 

skepticism. 

I’ve often been skeptical about mammograms, for example, and then one saved my life. Once I 

started treatment for breast cancer, I became skeptical about male doctors, deciding that, after 

one particularly painful procedure, no doctors should try to treat breasts unless they have them. I 

told my female breast cancer surgeon this and declared that I only wanted to see female doctors 

from then on. She said, “The radiation oncologists we use are both men, but you will like them.” 

I was skeptical. 

Jesus’ disciples needed a skeptic, so that other skeptics could see themselves in today’s 

resurrection story. All twelve disciples had different functions, different calls. All twelve. Even 

Judas. Thomas earlier showed himself to be brave and faithful. His skepticism here led to great 

faith. Thomas was called to skepticism. 

Sometimes we think of “call” or vocation as ordained ministry, but that limits God. We are all 

called to serve God. For some, it might be to ordained ministry, but most are called in other 

ways, and those other ways are as, or more, important. I heard stories about a bishop who told 

ordinands right before their ordination service, “Always remember that God did not trust you to 

be a lay person.” No one said that to me at my ordination, but I always remember it. 

Not quite a month ago I met someone who had considered ordination, Dr. David Randolph. He 

was one of those male radiation oncologists my breast cancer surgeon told me I would like.  

There are actually two David Randolphs, a father and son radiation oncology team in practice 

together. Initially I met with the son, and as I was being measured for radiation, he noticed a 

mark on my lung on my scans. “It’s probably nothing,” he said, “but to do my due diligence, I’m 

ordering a CT scan.”  

I met with him after the scan and he told me that unfortunately, there was some kind of mass on 

my lung, and that he was now recommending a PET scan and referring me to a pulmonologist. 

You all know the rest of this story, but here’s a part I didn’t tell you. 

After the PET scan, my radiation appointments began to be in the afternoon, when the senior Dr. 

Randolph had his shift. Every Monday, patients at this radiation practice meet with the doctor 

after receiving radiation. I was distracted that Monday, wondering how I was going to get my 

PET scan results because the pulmonologist’s office had just closed over the weekend due to the 

coronavirus.  

When the senior Dr. Randolph came in, I asked him about it, and he said “I can pull those results 

right up for you.” He asked what I did for a living, and when I told him, he stopped what he was 

doing and looked at me. 

“Really?” he said. “What denomination?” 
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I told him. “Really?” he said again. “Where did you go to seminary?” 

“Virginia Theological Seminary,” I told him. “It’s in Alexandria.” 

“I know,” he said. “I almost went there. When were you there?” 

He told me that when he was in his early forties, he had been all set to go to seminary at VTS as 

a second career. He had been accepted, had the financing, and then… “I didn’t go,” he said. “I’m 

not sure why.” He continued practicing medicine instead. 

Then he pulled up my PET scan and led me through the whole thing. We looked at the images 

together, and I could tell he didn’t like what he saw: an active mass in my left lung. I asked if it 

could be valley fever since I was from Arizona and visit there at least twice a year, and he 

became excited by that possibility. “It could be valley fever!” he said, and his clear enthusiasm 

for valley fever over cancer captured my heart forever. 

As he left the office, he stopped in the doorway. “Do you love what you do?” he asked. 

This was right after our first Sunday of not being able to meet in person. “I don’t right now,” I 

told him, feeling compelled to be honest because he was so excited that I might have valley fever 

instead of lung cancer. “I’m a pastor. I am supposed to put the sacraments in people’s hands and 

be with my people. I can’t do either of those things right now. Honestly, I’m kinda miserable.” 

He considered that a moment and nodded gravely. “I understand that. But before all this…did 

you love what you do?” 

I said, “Yes.” And he said something about the road not taken and left. I wondered what his life 

would have been like as a pastor instead of a radiation oncologist.  

I had an appointment one week later to have a biopsy to figure out what the mass on my lung 

was, but the procedure was canceled that Friday. All elective procedures had been canceled due 

to the governor’s orders. 

I saw the senior Dr. Randolph again when I went for radiation the following Monday, and I 

almost cried as I asked him how finding out whether or not I had lung cancer in the middle of a 

respiratory virus pandemic could be considered an elective procedure. He said calmly, “I don’t 

think it is. Let me make some calls, and I will talk to you tomorrow.” 

The next morning, because of those calls Dr. Randolph made, the pulmonologist called me and 

rescheduled the biopsy for the following day.  

The following week, the pulmonologist called again, and as you all know now, I do have lung 

cancer. But we would not know that if it had not been for Dr. David Randolph advocating for 

me. If not for him, I would still be in an agonizing limbo, waiting and wondering.  

I saw him the same Monday I was diagnosed. He came in the examination room, leaned back, 

and asked, looking me square in the eyes: “How are you doing?” 

“Well, I have lung cancer,” I told him.  
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“I know,” he said. “I’ve spoken to your pulmonologist.” And he knew my surgeon and promised 

to speak to him as well.  

“I have to tell you something,” I said. “I’m really glad you didn’t go to seminary.”  

He laughed. I laughed too, but I meant it, and I still mean it. I have at least fifteen close friends 

who are clergy. But right then, I needed a doctor. A doctor who could make a few calls so that I 

could get the diagnosis and treatment I needed, even in the middle of pandemic. 

And I am just one person. He and his son see many patients like me every week. Imagine all of 

the lives they have saved over the years. 

God called David Randolph where he needed to be. He is serving God, continuing to offer life-

saving radiation treatment in a time when so many medical practices are closed. He was more of 

a pastor to me during that time than I could ever be as a pastor to someone else, and he was more 

than a pastor. He was an advocate. He was my doctor. He was living out his vocation as a 

physician. I will get the life-saving treatment I need because he was living out his particular call. 

God calls all of us, and God calls all of us to ministry. Ministry is not limited to church. But one 

of my biggest fears right now is not my surgery tomorrow, or even that the surgery will again get 

cancelled because of the virus (although those are big fears). But one of my biggest fears is about 

church. I worry that if something happens to me, some of you will fade away from church. And 

the church needs you. Our church needs you. 

I worry that, in the best-case scenario, if I sail though surgery and recovery and am back here in 

one month, stronger then ever even with half a lung missing, church won’t be the same because 

we won’t have been meeting in person for such a long time. 

Church may be called to become different. Opportunities are rising from this pandemic. But we 

need to continue to discern how we are called to serve God in this world. We are all called. 

Please: pay attention. Listen for God during this time and figure out how you can serve. 

Thomas teaches us that it is OK to be skeptical. It is perfectly fine for you to say, “I am having 

trouble believing in a loving God with all that is going on right now.” It is OK to have doubts 

and fears and anger and frustration.  

What are you skeptical about? How might your questions lead you to finding you part in the 

body of Christ? 


