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Here we are. Easter Sunday has come and gone. The high Holy Day, the thrilling proclamation 

of the Risen Lord, the alleluias, the egg hunt, the festive dinner, greeting those you know with 

“Christ is Risen” -  and the certainty. That was last week. Traditionally, we call today Low 

Sunday, where attendance is usually down, because, well, today seems so anticlimactical. The 

drama of the Great Three Days – Maundy Thursday, Good Friday and Holy Saturday -  is 

finished until next year. We’re back to the more mundane realities of day to day life – Spring 

Break is over, we have the kids’ schedules, our jobs, our appointments, our problems, our 

sorrows, and the nagging questions about God and Jesus that twist and torture our brains. The 

questions that cause us, like Thomas, to ask, “Did the Resurrection really happen?”   

 

“Doubting Thomas” – skeptic, unbeliever, faithless, distrustful, wishy washy - these are all 

rather negative judgments we’ve learned to have when we hear his name.  I’m here to say that 

I think Thomas has gotten a bum rap all these years and I want to go on record as one who 

identifies with Thomas - as one who is comforted by the story of Thomas.   

 

Thomas, like the other disciples, was shocked, dispirited, and broken after the crucifixion of 

Jesus, not able to imagine a future without the one he had followed, the one they had believed 

to be the Messiah. Some Messiah, all that talk about God’s love and life and hope and justice, 

and for what?  Look at how it turned out.   
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Maybe Thomas had even more at stake than the other disciples.  At one point, when Jesus 

was going to visit Lazarus, Mary and Martha in Bethany, Thomas had said, “Let us also go, 

that we may die with him.”  Bold and confident talk, but in the end, Jesus died alone. Thomas, 

like the others, had fled.   

 

But what if Jesus really had been seen and really was alive? Thomas must have experienced 

intense disappointment in himself and guilt about how he had failed his Lord. If he was alive, 

what would Thomas say to him? I’m sorry I abandoned you? The disciples sat together behind 

locked doors, hardly daring to breathe, for fear of being arrested and possibly meeting the 

same fate Jesus had met. And maybe they were afraid of hoping in Jesus’ resurrection and 

being disappointed all over again.  All very human responses, and yet Thomas has been 

singled out as the one disciple who was the “doubter”, a loyal but rather literal-minded guy who 

needed more evidence before he could believe that Jesus’ was alive. 

 

Thomas seems a whole lot like a whole lot of us. Brimming with enthusiasm and confidence 

when everything’s going well, but prone to questions, self-reproach and loss of hope when life 

seems to turn ugly. Thomas, in fact, reminds me a lot of myself. I did a lot of hiking in the 

Wasatch in my younger days. I’d start off in the morning, brimming with enthusiasm, refreshed 

and excited, heading up the trail - the trails always seemed pretty easy at the beginning. But as 

the day wore on and the trail got steeper and rougher, and I got hotter and hungrier and more 

tired, I’d begin to wonder about this hike: was it really only five miles, had they mismarked the 

trail, had we taken a wrong turn, how much farther was it...would we ever reach the top?  My 

easy, early confidence was filled with questions and doubts.  
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Thomas has been accused of being faithless, a “doubter” because he voiced the same 

questions we all must have. I’m comforted by the story of Thomas because I’ve always been a 

questioner myself. Questions have seemed really important to me.  Freedom to ask questions 

has a lot to do with me being an Episcopalian. The first Episcopal Church I regularly attended, 

Trinity Church in Reno, had a poster in the narthex that said “You don’t have to check your 

mind at the door to in order to attend the Episcopal Church.” I will never forget how comforting 

that was to me, especially the first time I attended. The church I grew up in didn’t seem to allow 

such freedom and my young, questioning mind rebelled, deciding that a God who was too 

small for my questions wasn’t a big enough God for me.   

 

In my work as a hospital chaplain, I was constantly confronted with people’s struggles with 

their faith - people seeking a God who’s big enough to carry them through even the most 

terrible times in their lives. Where is God in the midst of our tragedy and suffering?  Not unlike 

Thomas, people ask God at these times, “Are you really here?  Have you really not abandoned 

us?” Death, illness, divorce, fear for our very existence as we know it, these are the human 

experiences that cause us to question our faith. 

 

When people talk about faith in times like these it seems like it’s always in capital letters. 

FAITH. I suspect many of us think we should have faith like that - a solid, fixed, unchanging 

something that we get, or should get, or should figure out how to get - at some point in our 

lives, that pulls us through everything else that happens after that, with no doubt, or weakness, 

or wavering.   
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I’ve seen many folks like this, who’ve formed this kind of a faith, or more accurately, a set of 

beliefs, that work pretty well for them as long as life runs relatively smoothly. But when life isn’t 

running smoothly, their “faith” cracks, and they crack too. Because what they really had was a 

faith that they used to control their world and make everything really neat and tidy: “If I believe 

this and do this, then God will do this.” But as much as I wish it would, life doesn’t always go 

the way we want. And then what do we do? How does this kind of faith help us then? 

 

There are times in all our lives that require the most radical questioning, times that lead us into 

the depths of depression and doubt. This doesn’t mean that we’re less faithful than those with 

rigid and unquestioning beliefs about God. Perhaps we’re actually more faithful. Perhaps faith 

and questioning go hand in hand.   

 

What does it mean to question? It’s root word quest, is to seek or search. In mythology it often 

refers to the search for God - for ultimate meaning, the search for the Holy Grail. Questing, and 

questioning, have at times in the church’s history gotten a bad name when those in authority 

felt the need to maintain strict control over what people believed. But the question Thomas 

asked, “Can it really be you, did the Resurrection really happen, can I dare to hope?” is still 

being asked almost 2,000 years later in the hearts and minds of Christians everywhere. These 

are the questions of ultimate meaning for us, for our lives and how we live them.   

 

We have often been told that faith and doubt are opposites when. in fact, doubt is an important 

part of faith. It is doubt that causes us, like Thomas, to say, “I’m not going to accept this just 
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because somebody else says it’s so. I want to know for myself”. This proclamation, if acted 

upon with the intention of seeking the truth, is actually the beginning of mature faith because it 

causes us to look deeper, to look at our own experiences and assumptions, incorporating our 

own story into the story of our faith community. It’s when we take this step that we can make 

the response to our life experiences that Thomas made, and finally and truthfully say for 

ourselves, like Thomas did, that Jesus is “My Lord and my God.” 

 

For several years now I’ve had a scrap of paper torn from a magazine taped to my refrigerator 

door. It’s a quote from a poem by the poet Rainier Maria Rilke. It reads, “And the point is to live 

everything. Live the questions now. Perhaps you will then gradually, without noticing it, live 

along some distant day into the answers.”   

 

I’ve come to believe that this is what faithfulness is, and what God calls us to. Not believing we 

have all the answers, but continuing to faithfully live our questions. And in the meantime, in the 

midst of our fears and doubts and questions, we do as the disciples did: We gather together, 

clinging and offering support to one another, telling and re-telling our stories, sharing our grief 

and our joy. And somehow - mysteriously - God is present among us - walking through the 

locked doors of our fearful hearts, blessing us and offering us PEACE.    AMEN.` 

 

 

 

 


