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Though Judy and I lived in Kentucky for seven years and Tennessee for seven years, I am well 
aware that’s not nearly long enough to be considered anything but a Yankee come south. Seven 
years in Kentucky and seven years in Tennessee was long enough, however, to fall in love with 
March and April in a part of the world where the tulips and daffodils, redbud and magnolia are 
already blooming, and it was long enough to fall in love with some of the southern expressions.  
As we all know, y’all  is certainly a much better plural for “you” than the one I grew up with in 
Western Pennsylvania (“yo’uns”) or the one that’s just as bad from neighboring New Jersey 
(“yous guys”). 
  
Or how about the word which suggests you are getting ready to do something: fixin’ . As in “I’m 
fixin’ to come” or “fixin’ to go” or “fixin’ to wamp ya upside of the head.” It adds a certain color 
to the act of preparation. Then there is the addition of the extra personal pronoun me, as in “I’m 
gonna get me some lunch” or, as in the old country song about Kansas City, “They got some 
pretty little women there and I’m gonna get me one.”  
 
So the preacher calls out, “Can I get me a witness? Can I get me a witness?” 
 
Imagine it’s now about thirty years after the death and resurrection of Jesus. The aging Gospel 
writer John stands the midst of the congregation, telling them about his plan to gather the stories 
and write a book of witnesses which would help bring others to the faith. So he asks the gathered 
faithful, “Can I get me a witness?” And without a moment’s hesitation, an unnamed and 
unknown man leaps to his feet like an athlete jumping the hurdles and says, “I’ll be a witness.” 

  
For 38 years I had been laying beside the pool in Bethsaida. You remember the 
tradition there. When the water was bubbling from the underground springs, the 
belief held that the first person to get into the water would be healed. I’d been 
there for 38 years. Thirty-eight years! From the time I was a child, my parents 
would drag me out to the pool every morning and leave me there to beg for 
pennies, hoping I might be healed. For 38 years I was unable to walk, to stand, to 
do much of anything for myself. It was all I had ever known, and honestly, I had 
long since given up on the hope I would ever walk.  
 
Then one day Jesus came by the pool. He knew I had been there for a long time 
and he asked the obvious question, “Do you want to be healed?”   
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“Well, sure,” I said, “but there is no one here to help me. Somebody else always 
makes it to the water first.” Excuses, excuses. All he said was, “Take your bed 
and walk.” Something about the tone in his voice, something about his authority, 
gave me the confidence I had lacked for so long, and after 38 years—for the first 
time in my life—I rose to my feet, my legs stiffened, and like a baby standing up 
for the first time, I took my first steps.  
 
Jesus came and he gave me the courage to stand. Jesus came and he spoke the 
word, and in an instant, I knew I could do this. Jesus came and helped me find the 
strength I needed. I’ve spent the rest of my life telling the story. You need a 
witness? I’ll be a witness for the one who changed my life. (John 5) 
 

Before he could sit down, old Bartimaeus rises to take his place.   
 
Bartimaeus—one of those aged saints, so well known, so well loved, now bent over with years. 
Everyone knows him and everyone knows what he was going to say. Though they had all heard 
it before, no one ever tired of hearing him speak. Bartimaeus says, “I’ll be a witness.”  

 
I had been blind from birth. I had never seen a sunrise or watched the stars dance 
across the sky. I never knew what blue was. My life had been lived in black and 
white, in shadows and darkness. Then one day, I was sitting outside the city gates 
at Jericho and I heard the noise of a great crowd coming my way. I asked those 
around me, “What’s happening?” and they said, “It’s Jesus, the miracle worker.” 
Well, I had heard all the stories about him and so I started crying out, “Jesus, son 
of David, have mercy on me.”   
 
The folks around me said, “Hush! Don’t bother Jesus.” But I kept crying out at 
the top of my lungs, “Jesus, have mercy on me.” All of a sudden the crowd 
became silent, the noisy voices were stilled. I asked, “What’s happening?” and 
my friend said, “Jesus is coming this way.” I felt a hand on my head. He touched 
my eyes. All he said was, “What would you like me to do?”  
 
“O Lord, help me to see.” In an instant, the darkness began to clear, the light 
broke in, and for the first time in my life, I could see the world for what it really 
is. And I have been telling the story ever since. Once I was blind, but now, now I 
see. (Luke 18:35, John 9:25) 
 

On hearing the old man tell his familiar tale, the house is hushed in a holy silence. And finally, in 
a gentle voice so as not to break the beauty of the moment, John asks again, “Anyone else? Can I 
get me a witness?”  

 
In the quiet, a woman rises.   
 
She is dressed in the traditional garb, her face covered with a veil. In society at large, women 
have no place and no voice at all, and even here in the Christian community, women are hesitant 
to speak. So with a tentative voice she says, “I’ll be a witness.”  
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It was early morning in Jerusalem. Jesus came to the temple to teach, and 
immediately he was surrounded by a circle of disciples. I had spent the night 
with a man who was not my husband. Just about dawn, the Pharisees burst into 
my apartment and dragged me out, down the street and into the presence of 
Jesus, shouting, “This woman was caught in the very act of adultery.”   
 
Interestingly enough, the man I was with wasn’t “caught in the very act.” They 
shouted, “The law says she should be stoned. Jesus, what do you say?” Jesus 
never looked up. He just made figures and shapes in the sand with his finger 
while they kept up their accusations and attacks. “She should be stoned to 
death.” 
 
Finally, quietly, he spoke. “Well, then, let the one among you who is without sin 
cast the first stone.” A hush fell over the crowd, and one by one, the men who 
had brought me there drifted away until there was no one but Jesus and me. 
Finally, he looked up and asked, “Woman, who condemns you?” “No one, sir,” 
I said. “Neither do I condemn you. Go and sin no more.” (John 8) 
 

And as quickly as she appeared, she disappeared into the crowd, going on in anonymity with her 
life made new; never having to carry the shame of her past, never to be reminded of what she had 
been. For her, it was like being born again and free to live a new life.  

 
As John takes notes, one by one the people rise and tell their stories.  

 
Here is one who says, “I had been lost, like a lost sheep, like a lost coin, with no direction, no 
purpose for my life, but now I am at home in the family of God and my life has meaning and 
worth.” 
 
Here is one who says, “I had been hungry and homeless, but through the compassion of the 
community of Jesus, I have found food and clothing and my life has come together.” 
 
Here is one who struggled with demons—depression, despair, loneliness and grief—and found 
new hope and new life, new freedom by the grace of God.  
 
Here is one who says, “I was just a child in a society that didn’t value children. Then one day 
Jesus invited me into the circle of adults and said, ‘Let the children come to me, for to such 
belong the kingdom.’ And even at an early age I realized that my life is valuable. For me and for 
the all the children, Jesus made all the difference.” 

 
Following him, another young adult stands and says, “I was just a child when my mother took 
me to hear him teach on the mountainside. There must have been at least five thousand people 
there that day. We listened to him long into the afternoon, when the disciples realized there 
wasn’t enough food for this crowd. I reached out and grabbed Andrew’s robe and said, ‘Here. 
Take my lunch. Just five loaves and three small fishes.’ And when the others saw what had 
happened, they began pulling out the food they had hidden away in their backpacks. Everyone 
began sharing what they had until it fed the multitude. And when they were done, we collected a 
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dozen baskets of leftovers. That day, we learned the power of sharing, the gift of generosity, the 
lesson that when everyone opens up to share what they have, there is always enough for all.” 

 
And as each of them shared their witness, John recorded their stories.   
 
Each of them shared out of their own experience what Jesus had done for them. Each of them 
shared what it meant to be part of the community of faith, and as they did, each of them became 
a witness. When it was all over, John told them he would write it down so their stories could 
inspire the faith for generations to come. He would write down all he had heard, knowing that he 
was only scratching the surface. And all he could say was: 
 

There were many other things Jesus did. If every one of them were written down, I 
suppose the world itself could not contain the books that should be written. But 
these are written so that you might believe that Jesus is the Christ, and that 
believing, you might have life in his name. (John 20:31, 21:25) 

 
And I just need to ask this morning: Can I get me a witness? 
 
Is there anybody here who has felt like the lame man, weakened by what life has done to you, 
barely able to stand, let alone walk, until Jesus came and gave you the courage to stand and the 
ability to dance through life once again? Anybody here who has ever felt like the blind man, in 
need of new insight, a new way of seeing, needing a new vision for the future, maybe caught up 
in the darkness of despair or under the shadow of depression, until Jesus came and brought new 
light and hope to your life? Anybody here—please, no show of hands—who felt like the sin of 
the past was bearing down on you like stones, until Jesus spoke the word of forgiveness and you 
were able to walk away in the newness of life, leaving the past behind? Anybody here who first 
experienced God’s love as a child? Anybody here who has seen God literally multiply the 
meager resources you had at hand and use your gifts to feed others? Anybody here who is ready 
to be a witness, ready to tell the story, ready to share with others the love and the joy and the 
good news of Jesus Christ? Anybody here willing to share a word of hope and a word of love, a 
word of joy and a word of peace in a hurting and broken world? Can I get me a witness?  
 
Scott Chrostek is a son of this congregation. He is now the pastor of “Rez Downtown,” the 
central city campus of Church of the Resurrection in Kansas City. He tells the story from his 
growing up years here in Birmingham when he was invited to attend the baptism of a friend. He 
says he was surprised because he didn’t even know his friend went to church. They played 
soccer together and Scott says, “We usually let our language slip on the soccer field. We 
sometimes talked faster than we played. If anything, we were irreverent at best.”  
 
So he dressed up and went to his friend’s church for the baptism. He says he watched as his 
friend stepped into the baptismal pool wearing soccer shorts and a tee shirt and the preacher read 
from Romans: 
 

Do you not know that all of us who have been baptized into Christ were baptized 
into his death? Therefore we have been buried with him by baptism so that just as 
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Jesus was raised from the dead, we may walk in the newness of life. If we have 
died with Christ, we believe we shall also live with Christ. (Romans 6:3-8) 

 
The pastor immersed him in the water and lifted him up again to the shouts of “Alleluia” and 
applause from the congregation.  
 
Scott says after the service they were walking home and his friend asked, “Scott, did you hear 
what the preacher said? Did he say I died today?” “Yes, I guess so.” Then, in true teen-aged 
fashion, his friend said, “Does that make me a zombie?” And then, “I wonder if people will 
notice. Do you think anyone will notice?” (Scott Chrostek, Pursuit, page 195) 
 
And of course, that is the question. Will anyone notice? Can anyone tell the difference because 
we are Christians? Will anyone know that we have spent time in worship, that we name the name 
of Christ, that we have been with Jesus? Will anyone know the difference Jesus can make 
because of the way we live our lives, the words we speak, the things we do, the love we share? 
Will anybody notice because of our witness?  
 
The world is asking, you know. Can I get me a witness? Can I get me a witness?  
    


