
Spiritual Doubts 

John 20:24-29 

Now Thomas (also known as Didymus), one of the Twelve, was not with the disciples when Jesus came.  So, 

the other disciples told him, “We have seen the Lord!” But he said to them, “Unless I see the nail marks 

in his hands and put my finger where the nails were, and put my hand into his side, I will not believe.” A 

week later His disciples were in the house again, and Thomas was with them. Though the doors were 

locked, Jesus came and stood among them and said, “Peace be with you!” Then He said to Thomas, “Put 

your finger here; see My hands. Reach out your hand and put it into My side. Stop doubting and believe.” 

Thomas said to him, “My Lord and my God!” Then Jesus told him, “Because you have seen Me, you have 

believed; blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed.” 

 

I think it is very interesting that from ancient times, the Sunday after Easter has been set aside as 

time to meditate on the doubt of Thomas. The Easter rush has worn off; the high of celebration has faded, 

the joy of feasting has passed, and now what are we left with? Our own thoughts, that’s what. In the calm 

of the early morning, in the stillness of the evening, in the silence of the night, what do we really think 

about Christ’s death and resurrection? Do we doubt like Thomas? During the day it’s easy. The sun is 

shining, there’s work to be done, people to talk to, errands to run, and matters to attend to; we go about 

our daily lives way too busy to contemplate the deeper meaning of life. We get lost in our schedules for 

there is comfort in routine. We are creatures of habit, and habits allow us to cruise through life unawares. 

But what happens in our down time. When we have nothing else to do or think about? What happens when 

the brevity of life dawns upon us, and we realize we are mortal with an expiration date? Our days seem 

long, but years pass quickly; time and tide wait for no person, and eventually it all catches up to us. We 

begin to question. We begin to doubt; the what ifs and the what might have been(s) haunt us. Footsteps 

echo in our memory down the passage we did not take towards the door we never opened. We doubt our 

life decisions, and by doing so we doubt the grand design of things. Is there really some higher power, 

some greater force, ruling and guiding our universe?  Every answer given in support of God’s providence 

has an equal counterargument asserting the negative. And so, we doubt, we question, we lose faith.  We 

believe one day; we doubt the next. And this repetitive cycle continues ad nauseum. If you are looking for 



me to impart words of wisdom this morning about how to break the monotonous cycle, I am afraid I am 

going to disappoint you. I have no magical formula to offer you, no quick fix, no easy solution. The seeds 

of doubt reside in me just as much as they reside in you. We should not fool ourselves into thinking 

otherwise. I can’t count the number of times that I have questioned my life’s work; that I have stood in 

front of mirror and said, “What are you doing?!”. If I were completely honest, there have even been times 

when I have been preaching a sermon, and in the middle of a sentence, I have this flash before my eyes, 

“Not true…it’s all a lie. Christianity, God, it’s the biggest hoax of history”. So yeah, I doubt. What of it? 

Greater men and women than me have had the very same spiritual crises. Who am I to expect otherwise? 

But surely there has to be some point where you reach a conclusion, right? Where you enjoy a modicum 

of certainty, and find some peace in your convictions? I’m not so sure anymore.  The best we can do, I 

suppose, is echo the words found in the Gospel of Mark: “Lord I believe…help my unbelief.”  

Where should we turn in these moments of uncertainty? “Lord to whom shall we go? You have 

the words of eternal life.” I have always found great comfort in the story of Thomas. For in it, you really 

see the heart of Christ on full display. Notice, the first words Jesus speaks to Thomas: “Peace to you.” 

Christ doesn’t scold Thomas like a child. He doesn’t reprimand him for his weakness and skepticism. 

Christ submits in love and tenderness to his request. He speaks words of comfort and understanding. It’s 

as if Jesus were saying to all of us, “I died for precisely this reason: for mankind’s doubts”. He invites 

Thomas to touch His hands and side; He allows Thomas to satisfy His sinful curiosity for no other reason 

than to comfort him and foster belief. Yes, blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed. 

This is the ideal of faith. But what about the rest of us? Christ doesn’t just meet Thomas half-way expecting 

Thomas, then, to make up the difference. He meets Thomas precisely where he is at in life. He addresses 

his deeper questions. This is the kind of God we have. He doesn’t demand obedience, He inspires faith. 

He doesn’t speak in an exasperated tone, as if He can’t believe that after all He has done one of his own 



followers would doubt Him. No, that’s the human way; that’s how we respond when it seems like nothing 

is ever good enough. When we get tired of trying to prove ourselves to everyone around us. But the way 

of God is different. Christ is indefatigable, His love immeasurable, His grace inexhaustible. And this is 

the point of the story in my humble opinion. Left to our own devices, we will never really believe in God, 

but God will always believe in us. He never gives up on us even when we give up on Him.        

The essence of preaching is found right here. Day by day, week by week, we return like Thomas 

to the person of Christ, and we hear our Lord confirm His promise never to leave us or forsake us. This is 

why I devoted my life to the Church. My preaching is not meant to be sanctimonious in tone. I doubt like 

everyone else. My role as a pastor is not to shake my finger at you and act surprised by how weak your 

faith is. Mine is weak too.  I’m not some paragon of moral authority judging and critiquing you. No, I do 

what I do because the only chance we have, the only certainty we can count on, the only peace we will 

ever know is found in Christ, and it’s my privilege to share that with you. Amen.  

In Christ,  

Pastor Jeremy H. Mills  


