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The Second Sunday of Easter:  

Seasons of Doubt, Seasons of Faith 
 

A week after Easter in our Gospel reading we have this incredible encounter between Thomas 
and the risen Jesus of Nazareth. I have often thought that all Episcopal Churches should be 
named after St. Thomas because, as far as I can tell, the pews are filled with a bunch of doubters! 
Well, that is to put it disparagingly, but what I mean to say is that Anglicans have a lot of good 
questions that they are not afraid to ask. You know how to keep a priest on his toes! In fact, 
many of us end up being Episcopalians because our questions lead us here, either by finding they 
are less welcome in other Christian traditions or because we appreciate a church where you need 
not check your brain at the door. Whatever you want to call it -- doubts, questions, skepticism, 
curiosities -- they are as central to a relationship with the risen Christ and his Easter Church as 
faith, belief, trust, and hope. And today we learn from this story that Jesus listens to our doubts; 
he can handle our questions just fine. 
 
If you read the Scriptures looking for examples of heroic faith, you will surely find them, but if 
you look closer you will see that almost all of those who risk a relationship with God are also 
ones with real doubts about this God whom they sense in their souls but struggle to see with their 
eyes. Chances are you know that struggle well. This struggle that we see within Thomas today is 
actually central to our discipleship. 
 
I heard a story a long time ago about a young man, in his twenties, who had a real intellectual 
and religious curiosity about him. He was spending time traveling the world and taking pictures 
of famous religious festivals and as he was snapping pictures of some remarkable and ancient 
rituals, he was asking questions of God: Is God really here? If God is here, then why is God so 
hard to recognize in our world? If God is here, this young man asked, what does it mean for me 
and my living? As far as he traveled around the world, there was also an expedition of the soul 
happening. It is this inward expedition that Thomas is on today. It’s a journey that we are all on 
in some way or another as we ask who we are, who God is, and what it means for our living. 
 
The story picks up with our young man -- his name was Kevin -- in Jerusalem for Holy Week to 
document those important days in that holy city. And for a variety of reasons he found himself 
locked out of his hostel on the night before Easter. So there he was wandering the ancient city of 
Jerusalem in the wee hours of the morning, as if traveling back in time as he walked those 
narrow stone streets. Eventually, Kevin grew quite tired and he ended up at the Church of the 
Holy Sepulchre -- the only place that seemed to be open -- just looking for somewhere to lay 
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down. He finally got to rest, collapsing it would seem, near Golgotha, the place where the 
tradition holds that Christ was crucified. 
 
Kevin was awoken near dawn by movement around him. People were gathering and walking 
together with purpose. It was a procession, something happening in those moments of predawn 
light. Christians were making their way to the Sepulchre, to the tomb, walking the Easter 
footsteps of those women toward where Jesus was buried and raised. Kevin joined them. Indeed, 
it was exactly what he came for on so many levels. As the sun rose on that Easter morning, he 
stared at those empty tombs where resurrection life began for Jesus and for us all. And in that 
moment, on that Easter where the first Easter happened, Kevin felt all of his doubts leave him 
and he knew, he simply knew, that God was there, God had raised this Jesus from the dead, and 
that it mattered for his living. That chapter of his life -- the chapter of nagging doubt -- came to a 
close and a new chapter -- a new kind of Easter life -- began for him. 
 
We might come to see our questions, our doubts, as a hallmark of what a relationship with Jesus 
looks like. We go through seasons in our lives -- some longer than others. There are seasons of 
doubt. There are seasons of faith. There are seasons of despair and seasons of hope. Peter may be 
speaking with confidence in our Acts reading today -- making a speech before the multitudes -- 
but not long ago he was denying that he knew this Jesus at all, denying that he’d ever met him. 
It’s comforting to know and to be honest about the questions with which we struggle. It’s 
comforting to know that Jesus can handle our questions. They are part of the ongoing  dialogue 
we’re having with God. They are part of the journey you’re on, an expedition of the soul that is 
well worth taking.  
 
Whenever I stop to ponder the questions, I’m always comforted by Jesus’ words to Thomas that 
seem to be meant for all people of faith who engage in this most worthy struggle. It’s as if Jesus 
looks directly at the camera for this one. It’s as if he looks over his disciples’ heads and makes 
eye contact with you and me as he says, “Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have come 
to believe.” 

2 


