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 Just four weeks ago, we gathered for worship and imagined walking down a mountain 
with Christ into a valley for Lent. Who would have thought then that this is where we be now? 
Forced into separation from each other by a virus then on the other side of the globe! Three 
weeks ago, our sermon was on Christ was turning water into wine at a wedding and we shared 
communion. Two weeks ago, Nicodemus and Jesus met in the night and having a face-to-face 
conversation. Last week, was the famous conversation with the Samaritan woman at the well.   

 Now today, we have the blind man that Jesus saw as he walked along. We might want 
to call him Bart, because we are aware of another blind man story from Mark’s gospel. But 
perhaps this is not the same man. Or perhaps it is. Mark calls him “Bar-Timaeus” which 
translates into English as Timaeus’ son. In other words, Mark only tells us his father’s name, 
not his. But for the sake of storytelling and since we know this man had parents because all 
humans have parents, I will follow Christian storytelling convention and call him Bart today. 

 Bart was seen by Christ as he and his disciples walked along their route to Jerusalem. As 
they approached Bart, his disciples asked, “Teacher, who sinned that this man was born blind? 
Him? His parents?” That’s rather shocking and blunt of them. One hopes Bart didn’t overhear 
them talking about him that way. My word processors grammar checker tells me I shouldn’t 
even write “blind man,” but say “person with a visual impairment” as being less 
discriminatory. But Christ’s first disciples did not live in our 21st century, they just had a change 
of heart that led to this time we now live in.  

 Christ replied that Bart’s disability was not due to anyone’s sin. Christ said Bart was 
born the way he was so God’s work could be revealed in him. Then Jesus made a poultice of 
road dirt and his spit that he smeared on Bart’s eyes. Next Jesus told Bart to wash in the Pool 
of Siloam. Bart did and was healed of his blindness.   
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 While John’s story goes on in a plot with dialogue Shakespeare would admire, I am 
stuck here at the end of the first act this week as we are all sitting and waiting for Christ 
because of the novel coronavirus that leads to an illness we now call Covid-19. I think a good 
number of us feel like Bart felt before Christ healed him. Set aside. Useless. Punished although 
we don’t know what we did wrong.  

 Last week, I had my scheduled hair cut with my regular stylist from my last cut four 
weeks ago. The salon where she works is now closed for at least two weeks, maybe longer. On 
my way out, I stopped to make a hopeful appointment for early in Holy Week and chatted 
with the receptionist from a safe six feet away. She’s a Christian who worships at another 
church here in town, and she asked me what I thought God thought of this coronavirus. Her 
question was a kind variation of the disciples, “Who sinned?” For her it was, “What is God 
trying to say to us?” 

 It was a very good question. You may even be asking it yourself. I know I am. Even 
Bart might have wondered why he was blind. 

 In my conversation at the salon, I suddenly wished I were some sort of neo-Calvinist 
who could rewrite this situation into being God’s perfect plan to turn our hearts back to God, 
but then I wouldn’t be able to serve as your preacher if I were that much of a literalist. Christ 
taught and the Spirit still whispers that God doesn’t lead us into sin. We walk away from God 
all by ourselves. I will concede that some of us are separated from Christ by the impact of 
others’ sins, much like some of us will catch this virus because of another person failing to 
cooperate with the social distancing we have all been asked to practice. But then again, we all 
could be the person who believes the rules for the common good don’t apply to us. And that 
my friends, is sin. 

 Who sinned so that we are facing this virus? I don’t know.  

 What I do know is that we have been given the Ten Commandments as a guide for 
diagnosing the sin that might be lurking in our lives. Here they are, blended from Exodus 20 
and Deuteronomy 5:  

1. I am the Lord your God. You shall have no other gods before me.  
2. You shall not make any idols that you worship before me.  
3. You will not misuse my name.  
4. You should keep the Sabbath, both as God did in creation and to remember that you 

do not live in slavery.  
5. Honor your father and your mother.  
6. You shall not murder.  
7. You shall not commit adultery.  
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8. You shall not steal.  
9. You shall not bear false witness against your neighbor.  
10. You shall not covet your neighbor. 

 

Somehow, they were a lot easier to understand as a young child in Sunday school when 
honoring my parents was interpreted as making my bed without being told. As an adult, I have 
learned that this list has a good deal of gray in it and works best in my life when I use it for 
personal examination leading to my own repentance.  

• When have I put anyone, even my dear husband, before God?  
• When have I misused God’s name as an authority to justify my position?  
• My parents are both dead. Am I free of the command to “Honor my father and my 

mother,” or does it apply in my relationship with my retired colleagues?  
• And then there is that most broken of all commandments around the globe, “You 

should keep the Sabbath.”  

When teaching us not to point fingers at another person in our third grade class, Miss 
Grindy often said “When you point your (index) finger at someone else, you do know you are 
pointing three fingers back at yourself.”  

I clearly heard Miss Grindy as I answered the receptionist’s question. In my answer I 
referred to the 4th commandment about our current rationalizations about why we do not keep 
a sabbath, mostly because of other conversations we have had over the last four years.  

But as I spoke, those three fingers were pointing back at me. Afterall, I was my stylist’s last 
appointment for the next two weeks. Who was I to think I needed a haircut so badly that my 
stylist had to come in just for me? My rescheduling was legitimate. I was doing one funeral and 
planning another on the day before we had planned for me to come in just four weeks ago. In 
ordinary times, resetting my regular haircut because of a death is just part of good grooming. 
Who wants a shaggy pastor preaching funerals? But my stylist had to leave her home to be out 
in public for my perceived need. 

My urgent work that can’t wait includes doing funerals. Martin Rinkarti is now and always 
has been my role model for pastoral grief care since I first learned his story. Rinkart was a 
Lutheran Archdeacon in Eisenburg, Germany during the 17th century. In ordinary times he 
served as a church musician. Then in 1637 there was a plague where 8,000 people in Eisenburg 
died, including the other three clergymen. Rinkart himself buried 4,000 of those people. The 
plague was followed by famine. Rinkart kept working but was never sick himself—a miracle I 
hope God gives me if I do only what needs to be done as we go through this social isolation 
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together. The next year, 1638, as the struggle was lifting, Rinkart wrote a song of thanks poem 
that we English speakers sing this way:  

Now thank we all our God, with heart and hands and voices,  
who wondrous things has done, in whom this world rejoices;  

who from our mothers’ arms has blessed us on our way  
with countless gifts of love, and still is ours today.  

 
O may this bounteous God through all our life be near us,  

with every joyful hearts and blessed peace to cheer us;  
and keep us still in grace, and guide us when perplexed;  

and free us from all ills, in this world and the next.ii 
 

The disciples asked Christ, “who sinned?” and, if a preacher can reorder the sentence for 
our times, Christ answered, “No one’s sins caused his blindness. But you will see God revealed 
as his disease is healed.”  

John’s gospel play goes on over the whole 9th chapter. In the final act Christ found Bart 
again after he was rejected by others’ fear as he confessed that he believed Jesus was the Christ. 
The two men have one more conversation witnessed by both disciples and Pharisees. As Bart 
professed his faith to Christ, Jesus replied “I came into this world for judgement so that those 
who do not see may see, and those who do see may become blind.” 

To steal a very good verb from Rinkart, that is perplexing! It certainly is a bitter pill if one 
only thinks of judges as those who send others to jail for their crimes. But judges do so much 
more. They help us see how we have erred and tell us how we must make amends. Likewise, 
Christ shows us our spiritual blindness so that we may be healed.  

But once we can see, will we be blinded again? Or will Christ lead us on to another area of 
life where we are unaware that we are already blind?    

What ever it is, of this I am sure: Christ sees us where we are. Christ will heal us. And in 
our healing, God’s great grace will be revealed.  

May grace abound as we are apart in body and together in Spirit.  

Amen. 

                                         
i Read more for yourself at https://www.bach-cantatas.com/Lib/Rinckart.htm, the site I used to refresh my 
memory on the details. 
ii #102, verses 1 & 2. Translated into English by Catherine Winkworth, in 1858. The United Methodist Hymnal, The 
United Methodist Publishing House, Nashville, 1989. 


