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I. Doubting Authentic Thomas 

 

I think Thomas gets a bad rap in Christian tradition. Most people know him as “Doubting 

Thomas,” as if his doubt was a flaw—a cautionary tale. I mean, who wants to be a Doubting 

Thomas? 

 

Well, I do. 

 

When I traveled to India on sabbatical with my family in 2004, one of my favorite moments was 

worshiping in a Mar Thoma church. “Mar” means saint. “Thoma”—you guessed it—Thomas. In 
India, Thomas isn’t remembered for his doubt, but for his faith. He’s their highest saint. 

 

The form of Christianity that bears his name in India can verifiably trace its roots to at least the 

second century CE. But the church maintains it was founded even earlier—by Thomas 

himself—who, tradition says, arrived in the Kerala region of southern India around 52 CE. He 

began preaching the good news of Christ’s resurrection to Jewish communities already 

established in the area. He’s said to have founded seven churches before being martyred on the 

“Hill of St. Thomas,” which you can still visit today in Chennai. 

 

The reason for my trip was to study the Mar Thoma Church—which is one of the oldest 

continuous expressions of Christianity on earth. I was intrigued by the fact that it developed 

completely apart from Western Christianity and long before European colonization. 

 

One thing about churches shaped by colonization: they don’t often welcome doubt. Colonizers 

prefer certainty, especially the certainty that they alone possess the truth. It justifies their 

“mission” to exercise dominion over others. 

 

But the Mar Thoma Church had no such agenda from the start. In its sacred memory, Thomas 

arrived not with an army or a national flag but with Easter faith—faith forged in the cauldron of 

doubt. To this day, the Mar Thoma church understands that doubt is not a threat to faith but a 

vital part of it. Doubt tests our assumptions, challenges easy answers, and seeks supporting 

evidence. Faith that withstands such testing is stronger and more resilient than belief accepted 

without question. Faith doesn’t emerge in the absence of doubt—but through it.  

 

Of all the Easter accounts in the Gospels, John’s is for doubters.  

 

Thomas’s story in John offers clues not only to the church that bears his name in India, but to 

all who seek a faith that is honest, tested, and real. As the latest of the four Gospels to be 

written—about sixty years after the first Easter—I can’t say for certain that every story in 

John’s Gospel is historically accurate. In fact, it differs from the earlier Gospels in significant 
ways, including its Easter account. 

 

But the value of John’s Gospel lies elsewhere. 
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John’s Gospel preserves a living memory of the first Easter, shaped by decades of ongoing 

experience. In other words, the original Easter experience may have given birth to the story. 

Yet, the ongoing experience of Christ’s spiritual presence in John’s community seems to have 

shaped the narrative. John’s narrative is an early Christian community’s response to an age-old 

question: “How do we experience the Risen Christ in our day?” If that’s your question, too, 

John’s Gospel may be your best guide. It wasn’t forged in a single event—it was forged in 

continual encounters. 

 

Therefore, when John tells us that—like us—Thomas wasn’t present when Jesus first appeared 

to the other disciples, and that—like us—he found it difficult to believe Christ had risen 

without firsthand experience, this is important information. It’s John’s way of telling us, 

“Resurrection may sound unbelievable—and that’s okay. Don’t pretend to believe. Embrace your 

doubts. Speak them aloud. Trust that a true community of faith will welcome your questions, just as the 

disciples welcomed Thomas.” 
 

Really, any community that would cast you aside for disbelief is a community whose beliefs are 

too small for a soul to thrive in. So find a community that embraces you and your doubts—as 

the disciples embraced Thomas.  

 

As Jesus himself did. 

 

When Jesus appears a second time, eight days after Easter, he doesn’t shame Thomas for his 

doubts. He doesn’t scold him or put him in theological timeout. Surely, if any of the other 

disciples had been absent on Easter, they would have doubted, too. Jesus returned because he 

loved Thomas and wanted him to share in the others’ joy. 

 

To me, the message couldn’t be clearer: Jesus loves doubters! Doubt isn’t a detour from faith—

it’s often the path to faith itself. Firsthand experience, not hearsay, is what propelled the 

disciples into the world. They didn’t just proclaim that Christ had risen. They proclaimed that 

Christ is still present—in gardens, in locked rooms, in human hearts. 

 

Fifty days later, on Pentecost, they experienced that presence yet again—in the form of the 

Holy Spirit. 

 

Now here’s something you might not know: The earliest Christians didn’t think of the Holy 

Spirit as a separate Person in a Trinity. That doctrine wouldn’t come for another 300 years. To 

them, the Holy Spirit was the ongoing presence of the Risen Christ. 

 

In other words, an experience of the Spirit is an experience of Easter. And it can happen anywhere. 

Anytime. Even right here. Even this morning. 

 

If you have doubts—and many of us do—I invite you to consider this: what if your doubt is not 

a wall, but a doorway? What if it’s not the opposite of faith, but the place faith begins?  

 
II. The Gift of Misfits 
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Thomas didn’t fake belief when the others told him Jesus was alive. He said what so many of us 

feel today: 

 

“I want to believe. But I need to touch something real.” 

 

Frankly, I struggled with the story of Christ’s resurrection until I had an Easter-like experience 

in 1981. That’s when a friend and I had a profoundly mystical experience that I spoke about a 

couple of months ago. There were no visions. No voices. Just an overwhelming presence of a 

Love so great, and so intimate, that I’ve spent the last 44 years just trying to say “Thank you.” 

That encounter became a turning point—not because I understood everything, but because I 

could no longer deny something real had reached me. 

 

While neither of us identified this presence specifically as the Risen Christ, the experience 

helped me believe something real happened to the disciples. It didn’t matter to me if they 

encountered Christ as physically present, or in a spiritual vision, or had an inward experience of 
such powerful love and awareness that it blew their minds and hearts open—just like mine. It 

was clear that whatever they experienced was real. It had the same effect on them as on me. It 

convinced them that God’s love is the Light that shines in the world’s darkness, that darkness 

cannot overcome.  

 

I don’t expect you to believe in the resurrection just because I do. But perhaps you’ve had an 

experience or two that you consider quite real, even if others have doubts.  

 

Truth in advertising: I used to have strong doubts about a particular kind of spiritual experience 

many claim to have that did not fit logically into my theological box. That is, sensing the 

presence of loved ones after death. A whisper. A scent. A knowing. Or a sighting of a butterfly 

or bird whose timing seems to bear a message from beyond. 

 

For most of my ministry, I heard these stories with polite skepticism. I nodded. I affirmed how 

beautiful they sounded. But inside? I doubted. I figured it was grief—or wishful thinking. 

 

And then my dad died. What followed were so many experiences of his continuing presence 

and awareness—some subtle, others stunning—that I became a “true believer” in the ongoing 

connection between this life and the next. 

 

Which raises the question: If ordinary people can reach us from the other side—why not Jesus? 

Why not the one who broke bread—and broke death? 

 

Maybe you’ve never had a mystical moment—and that’s okay. Resurrection may still be closer 

than you think. 

 

We’re made of stardust—the remnants of stars that died and were reborn. 

Trees fall. Forests burn. Still, love arises again. 

Winter yields to spring, and spring to summer.   

A moon, though it wanes and disappears, pierces the darkness once more—first as a sliver of 
light, then at full blaze.  

 

In nature, resurrection isn’t the exception. It’s the pattern. 
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The tomb may be empty, but the world is still reeling.  Reeling with loss. Injustice. Uncertainty.  

Yet, if resurrection means presence—not just proof—then Jesus is still with us. Like my dad is 

still with me, and your loved ones are still with you, only more so. 

 

Maybe the real miracle isn’t just that Jesus rose, but who he chose to return to: a room full of 

doubters, deniers, and scared disciples. Thomas wasn’t the one who missed the moment—he 

was the one who stayed long enough to receive it. 

 

In the Dark Wood of life’s journey, one of Easter’s unexpected gifts is the Gift of Misfit Community. 

 

A community where it’s safe to question. 

Where wounds are shown, not hidden. 

Where you don’t have to pretend to believe, or pretend to be whole. 

Where faith isn’t imposed—it’s discovered together. 
Where doubt is not dismissed but honored as a companion on the journey. 

 

Because resurrection doesn’t come to the strongest, the purest, or the most certain. 

It comes to those willing to stay in the room—together. 

 

To the Thomases here this morning: Blessed are you who doubt—and stay anyway. 

To the weary among us: Blessed are you who show up even when your faith is thin. 

To all of us: Blessed are we when we stop demanding certainty and start looking for presence—

including Christ’s presence in each other. 

 


