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Every morning, I conduct a fifteen minute class meeting with my second grade students.  Not only does it prepare them 

for the day, it elicits a feeling of community and belonging, that everyone has a voice, no matter their circumstances. 
 

On Tuesday, I asked what students had done the previous weekend.  Most talked about egg hunts or birthday parties.  But 

one of my more introverted students told her friends she went to her Aunt’s house for Passover.  After multiple voices 

asking “What’s Passover???”  I explained that it was a holiday of the Jewish people, and invited her friend sitting next to 

her to speak. 
 

During free time, this same student asked, “Ms. Adams, what do you believe?”  Her hazel eyes were looking right up at 

me, as she rocked back and forth and sipped from her water bottle, something she does when she’s nervous.  She simply 

asked, “Ms. Adams, what do you believe?” 
 

I looked at this sweet, curious face for a moment and I repeated her question:  “What do I believe?” 
 

To be honest, I pulled a Jesus, and I turned her question into another question.  “Well, more importantly, Zoe, what do 

you believe?”  Although it was clear that wasn’t the response she was expecting, without missing a beat, she said “Well, 

sometimes I have doubts, but I believe in the loudness of love.” 
 

 “Well I certainly agree with you, Sweet Pea,” I replied.  “One of my favorite quotes says this:  ‘The opposite of faith is 

not doubt, but certainty.’” 
 

 “I like that.”  Zoe smirked, and skipped off to finish eating her snack. 
 

Although it seems my beliefs can fit nicely together like puzzle pieces, I am not exactly sure what I believe, and I’m not 

sure I ever will.   What I do know is that I am grateful to be part of a community that honors the journey even more than 

the destination.  To be part of a chosen family  that lives in the questions, that looks up to “Doubting Thomas” as a hero, 

rather than pitying him as a failure. 
 

Like a breath of fresh air, Thomas enters the over-lilyed atmosphere of Easter.  He’s reliably among us on the Sunday 

after Easter — & every Sunday.  He’s part of us, steadily, reassuringly. He anchors us. Thomas pipes up when no one else 

does. And the experiencing of Easter continues because he does. Life continues because people like you & me pipe up. 
 

Resurrection, however it came to the disciples, was terrifying, placing new demands on already emotionally exhausted 

people.  It seems Thomas’ doubt was not scientific, but a matter of heart – he couldn’t find resurrection in the jumping joy 

of others, but he could find it in the sharing of remembered pain. 

 

When Jesus indicated that he was charting into new territory to minister to his gravely ill friend Lazarus, Thomas doubted 

any of them would get out alive when he said, “Let us also go, that we may die with him.”  In the Upper Room, Thomas 

doubted he understood what Jesus meant when he said he was going to his “Father’s” house.  Following Jesus’ death, 

Thomas doubted there was anything left to believe in.  The other disciples gathered to comfort one another, but Thomas 

was sitting by himself, heartbroken and stricken with grief.  He doubted there was any reason left to live.  When the 

disciples told him of their experience with the risen Lord, he doubted what they were saying: 
 

 “I’ll never believe it without putting my finger in the nail marks and my hand into the spear wound”.  Thomas wanted to 

touch, hear, see, and embrace Jesus.  Thomas was daring enough to ask those tough question, to have those crucial 

conversations.  He was refusing to settle for second hand faith.  More importantly, Thomas was driven to know truth – to 

mingle with it, wrestle with it, become intimate with it.  Yet Jesus does not criticize, condemn, or lose patience with 

Thomas.  Instead Thomas’ voice of curiosity is valued and honored.  Jesus legitimizes Thomas’ holy, daring, bold 

questions.  
 

Jesus says to Thomas: “Take your finger and examine my hands.  Put your hand into my side.  Don’t persist in your 

unbelief, but believe!”  It seems like Jesus values honest doubt.  Too long have we seen this story as one of judgment and 

reprimand, rather than one of hope and promise. 
 



For a long time, I thought I was serving an either/or God.  I knew of binary constructs instead of a flowing spectrum.  I 

knew right or wrong, black or white, heaven or hell.  If you’re in, great, but heaven help you if you’re out.  I sought exact 

answers to every question.  Those became pretty hard to find when I would not venture out of the figurative closet for 

upwards of a decade. 
 

As my thinking evolved, as I stepped out of the closet, I seemed to be less certain about things the more I learned.  But let 

me also say that I have more peace than I ever had in my life.  I am more secure even though I am filled with more 

questions.  I am more at ease in my relationship with God.  I am not ashamed.  I am not afraid. 
 

What I thought I wanted was a Savior who would draw lines in the sand where I would draw them.  Because our instinct 

in times like these is to divide, sometimes until it seems we entirely alone.  But dividing what is creates white supremacy 

and religious extremism and purity systems and homophobia and bathroom laws.  I am in desperate need of a Savior who 

lives out truth through story and unconventional wisdom, a Savior who commands me to love my enemies and pray for 

those who persecute me simply because of who I am, who I love, and what I fight for.  I need a Savior this merciful 

because it is I who also need this mercy. 
 

Thomas’ name means twin.  Was he a twin?  Where were they?   Are we all, every one of us, Thomas’ twin?  Many 

paintings depicting the Last Supper supply empty space for us, the worshipper.  Has John ‘painted’ that space for us, as 

Thomas’ twin?  And is this how we may come, at last, to have life abundant in Christ’s name? 
 

There is a reason the Gospel reading for today is a matter of the heart for me.  It was the topic of the first sermon I ever 

preached my junior year of high school in 2011.  Sixteen-year-old me focused on the words near the end, like everyone 

does:  “Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed.”  But twenty-three-year-old me knows the true focus 

should be at the beginning.  Where Jesus stands among them proclaims not once, not twice, but three times – “Peace be 

with you.” 
 

The peace of Christ ensures believers are sown everywhere around the world, in fields full of intermingled people, those 

who have had experiences they cannot explain but fill them with such joy it can only be Easter, and those who remain 

unconvinced.  The peace of Christ is given to all the world. 
 

Living in a world of absolute certainty, in a philosophy of either/or, keeps us separated from God and our neighbor.  We 

claim that we know the whole truth, and there’s no room for others’ experience.  We risk becoming stagnant, no longer 

open to the mystery of the Divine.  On the other hand, those who see spiritual life as a journey continue to draw the circle 

wider and wider – allowing for all kinds of people to participate with the questions and doubts.  
 

Zoe is not the first person who has asked me what I believe.  But now that I’ve had some time to think about it, I would 

probably say something like this: 
 

 “I believe that God is big enough to handle any question and any doubt. 
 

I believe that God is pure, radiant love, gifting us with sunsets, fragrant flowers, dirt under our fingernails, and ocean 

waves dancing around our ankles. 
 

I believe that the Risen Christ brought peace to Thomas 2000 years ago, and continues to bring peace to us today.  Not a 

pie in the sky, bye and bye, when you die kind of peace.  But something sound to the ground while we are still around 

kind of peace. 
 

I believe that the resurrection is not a fact to be proved, but a presence to be experienced.  
 

I believe that the Holy Spirit unites together the most unlikely of people into a kindred community:  the sick and the 

healthy, the newborn and the wrinkled, the hurting and the hopeful. 
 

I believe in the church when diversity is affirmed, inclusivity is the rule, and each person is valued as a precious child of 

God.  I believe the church is a place where we can disagree and hold hands at the same time and that love has the final 

word.” 
 

That is what I believe and if I am in wrong in my beliefs, I believe that God’s grace will still cover me. And it will cover 

us all, until the end of the age. 
 

Amen 


