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I come from a line of storytellers. That’s one way of saying my whole family could’ve done with a 
live-in editor. But truly, my family makes a game out of storytelling. You’ve heard of my Uncle Byron who 
used to claim fanciful reasons for his male-pattern baldness. You’ve heard some of my Uncle Bill who could 
keep a room in hushed silence while he spun breathtaking stories out of the most mundane tasks. Grandma 
made every tale a sweet one, Dad made ‘em all funny, Mom had a lesson to each and her dimples always came 
out when her own story tickled her too much to keep going. My sisters and I have inherited that storytelling 
gene, though we’ll never be quite as good as the masters a generation or two ahead of us.  

Some of those stories were just there to fill the time. Some were best told only once, or less. And some 
stories, well some stories were worth the telling. And one of those was the Greatest Story Ever Told. I mean, of 
course that one got its fair share of tellings as a rerun on the TV in the background of some family gathering or 
as its own sit-down, bowl-of-popcorn event. But that story, even if we weren’t watching it, was a story that kept 
being told over and over. Every Sunday, in some way or another. Every Easter, with Peeps and Cadbury 
wrappers piling high. Every Christmas, with candles and eggnog and bedtimes extended. Most everything came 
back to that story worth telling, that story worth living, somehow. But much as I cherish that story, once in a 
while, the way it’s been told bothers me. Nostalgia and Charleton Heston and a John Wayne Centurion aside, 
there are moments in the history of telling the story that bug me.  

Now many of y’all know that I have a little bit of an axe to grind when it comes to Thomas. Thomas has 
one moment when he expresses a bit of skepticism, so for the rest of history, he’s The Doubter. I could go 
through and show you a number of times when other folks doubted. Peter had a great moment of faith when he 
walked on water to go see Jesus, but he faltered and sank into the angry seas. Sure, he went on to other things, 
but if we’re gonna judge him by the same metric as Doubting Thomas, he should be Doubting Peter. Or what 
about Paul? What we see of Paul’s life, he’s a faithful fella with the zeal of the convert and a knack for 
Faulknerian prose. But before all that, he persecuted followers of Jesus, doubting that Jesus could be anything 
more than a misguided man. Doubting Paul, perhaps, would’ve been a better name.  

That’s just a start. I suspect if we were to examine all the lives of the saints, we’d find moments in all of 
‘em that they’d be ashamed to have define them. I have those moments, times when I didn’t live my best life 
and certainly didn’t give glory to God. I’m sure we all do. How awful, to have that most embarrassing, 
disappointing, even damning blip, how awful to have that moment define us. Poor Thomas. He’s not known in 
most of history for his next words, confessing Jesus to be “My Lord and my God.” He’s not known by most 
people for founding the church in India or putting service of others in the name of Jesus before anything else. 
He’s not known for risking his own life for what he believed. But he should be. Believing Thomas. Proclaiming 
Thomas. Faithful Thomas. If only.  

I know I’ve ground this axe, too, with the other people in the room. Thomas was away, risking whatever 
it was that had the rest of the apostles hiding in fear when Jesus appeared to them the first time. They all got the 
chance to see that man, his pierced hands, his wounded side, his warm breath. By the time Thomas sees and 
believes, everyone else in the room has, too. They’ve all seen, so they’ve all believed. So I wonder, when Jesus 
says, ostensibly to Thomas, but everyone else is there, too, when Jesus says, “Blessed are those who have not 
seen and yet have come to believe,” who is he talking about?  

Pop history says he’s talking about Thomas, a dig at the man who just confessed him. But I think he’s 
doing something different. I don’t think Jesus is condemning Thomas or even scolding him. And, while all of 
‘em are in the same seeing-before-believing boat here, I don’t think he’s scolding the rest of the apostles, either. 



I don’t think he’s scolding anyone. I think he’s pointing them towards their life to come. Look, The Acts of the 
Apostles is chock-full of people who have not seen. And yet, came to believe. And they are blessed. Paul’s 
letters tell stories of those who have not seen and yet believed. And they are blessed. Peter converts thousands 
who did not see and yet believed. And they are blessed. Maybe all those apostles in the room with Jesus needed 
that nudge. This story doesn’t die with Jesus. He rises. And this story doesn’t die with your fear. It subsides. 
This story ends with blessing, with new life, with belief.  

This story comes almost at the end of the Gospel of John. The whole reason the story is written down, 
right there in those nearly final verses: These things are written so that you might believe. You. For thousands 
of years, that “you” has come to believe. Without knowing the man. Without seeing his hands, without touching 
his side, without feeling his breath, that “you” has come to believe. And that “you” has been blessed. Blessed 
are those who have not seen and yet believe.  

Maybe the apostles needed to know that all they’d been through hadn’t been for naught. All they’d given 
up, all they’d witnessed, all those calmed seas, those broken nets, healed men, and generous women, they’d all 
meant something. Blessed are those who have not seen and yet believe. And as their meanings grew, so did the 
story. And now they’d know that this was a story worth telling. A story that would change the world. A story 
that would bring with it, blessing and with it, forgiveness and with it, life.  

So who are the ones who have not seen and yet believe? You. Our story, written so that you might 
believe. That you might believe that Jesus Christ is the Son of God. The Messiah. The one in whom we have 
life. Now that’s a story worth telling: The Greatest Story Ever Told. Alleluia! Christ is Risen! 


