
Ever since I can remember the passionate plea of the father in this morning’s Gospel reading has been one 

of my favorite Bible verses: “Lord, I believe; help my unbelief!” I suppose there is some embarrassment in 

admitting that to you, though. After all, who’s ever heard of a pastor who doubts his belief in God. If there is 

anyone in this world who should be rock solid about such things it should be a pastor, right? And yet, I stand here 

today and say I doubt more than I believe. And if that shocks you, I apologize. But truth is truth no matter how 

hard it is to admit, and the truth is I have my doubts. As I have gotten older, my doubts have certainly changed; 

they have become more nuanced, I suppose, but no less intense. About the only thing I can say that comes with 

age is the realization that your doubts will always be with you. I don’t believe I am alone in my doubting, either. 

I have found there is a trajectory to doubt; a common course of skepticism, which most everyone follows. Deep 

thinking about God raises questions, and as you answer these questions more questions emerge to take their place. 

Or worse yet, new questions make you doubt your old answers. So, it is this endless cycle of questions and answers 

and then a circling back to question your original answers.  

But where do all these doubts come from? What is the source to of this uncertainty? Everybody doubts in 

their own way, but I do believe there is a common denominator that unites us. Being human means being 

hardwired for meaning, preprogrammed to find value for our own lives and the world we occupy. We want so 

desperately to believe that this life has a purpose, that all of this means something. We need the world to make 

sense so that we make sense. Our lives, then, become one long inquisitive shout into the void of the universe, but 

all we receive back is our own echo. The universe is indifferent to our cries. Our shouts fall upon deaf ears. Life 

is a lived confrontation between our human need and the unreasonable silence of the world. What’s really amazing 

if you think about it is our ability to forget about this search; to go on living with the glaring contradiction of our 

need for meaning and the lack thereof. We distract ourselves with all kinds of things—be that work or 

entertainment or relationships—precisely so we don’t have to answer these tough questions.  

But then it happens. Hard to say what the “it” is, but it happens all the same. We are going along with our 

daily routine, minding our business, getting stuff done, checking our boxes, and then all of sudden we have a 

feeling, an intuition, that there really is no point to all of this. Working, consuming, eating, drinking, buying, 

selling, but to what end? Albert Camus called this eerie feeling the absurd. Kierkegaard called it life’s great 



paradox. The ancients called it irony. Call it what you want. It goes by many names, but it answers to one name 

above all others: Despair. Now despair shouldn’t be confused with sadness or depression. Despair is the disjoint 

of life; it’s when the “why” arises within us: This is it…no, really, this is it?! “Maybe everything is random”, 

“Maybe the universe is blind”, “Maybe we do live by chance and the roll of the dice”, “Maybe there really is no 

God above or anything beyond”. “Maybe God is just a delightful fiction we have created to satisfy our inner need 

for some overarching meaning to all of this.” So yeah, Lord, I believe…. but then again maybe I don’t”.   

“Lord, I believe; help my unbelief”. We want our lives to make sense. The world to make sense. We want 

answers, and if there is a God, we expect Him to indulge us. But God is not in the business of pandering. He has 

spoken His eternal truth a long time ago. But can we accept His answer that this life will never make sense. Life, 

as defined from below, is a complicated mess, which has no real rhyme or reason. We must transcend or perish. 

But how do we do this and where, pray tell, is God? God dwells just on the other side of this despair. Despair 

can’t be avoided; it must be embraced. We embrace despair as Christ embraced it. The only way to conquer 

despair is the way of the cross. We look our enemy in the eyes. We steer into the curve. We leap into the void. 

This is what it means to live fully. Enjoyment of life is found in our defiance; we live in protest against the cruelty 

of human destiny. God calls us to live in rebellion against the meaninglessness of this world. This makes us rebels. 

Our manifesto is the Gospel of Christ, and it spells out our active resistance against time and the culture of death. 

We revolt by living joyfully in spite of the world’s supreme absurdity. We push back against the despair of living 

too much in the past with all of its regrets or too much in the future with all of its anxieties. Yesterday and 

tomorrow enslave us. But if we can live in this moment alone then we are free to affirm life with all of its 

negations; to live with passion, to exhaust everything God has given us right now. Is it possible to do this? With 

God all things are possible. So let us give up on living our best life now, for who even knows what that means. 

And instead, let’s live our most life now. For what we have right now, in this present moment, is the most we will 

ever have. Do we have enough courage to believe this? To believe that our lives are not meant to be understood 

from below but lived and defined from above by God, that the way of the cross is the Way, the Truth and the 

Life? “Lord, I believe; help my unbelief”. Amen.   
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